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PROLOGUE 

Spoken by Mr. Mills* 



/^ UR Author /ears th^ Criticks 9/ the Stasis 

^^ Who J like Barhaniansrjpare nor Sex, nor Agei 

She trevMes nt tbofe Cen/ors in the Pit, — 

ff^'ho think good Nature Jhtivs a Want $/ JFit : 

Such Malice^ 01 wohat Mufe can undergo it? 

TpffL've them/ehes, they alnvays damn the Poet* 

Our Author flies from Juch a partial Jvryy 

As nuary Lovers from the Nymphs of Drury • 

To thefe^ju candid fudges for a Smile^ 

She hitmbiyfues torecompenfe her ToiL 

To the bright Circle of the Fair, Jhe next 

Ccmmits her Caufe, fjuith anxious Doubts perpUxt* 

Where can Jhe. 'with fuch Hopes of Favour kneel. 

As to thofe fudges, nuho her Frailties feel? 

Afeiv Miftakes, her Sex may *well excufe^ 

Andfuch a Plea, No Woman Jhou^d refufe : 

Jf fbe fucceeds, a Woman gains Applaufe, 

What Female but muft favour fuch a Caufe ? 

Her FaultSi-r^nAjhate^er they are-^/en pafs *em bj% 

And only on her Beauties fx your Eye, 

In plays, like Vejfels floating on the Sea, 

Therms nonefo nxjtfe to kno^w their Defliny, 

In this, hovj^er, the Pilot's Skill appears. 

While by the Stars his conftant Courfe he fleers t 

Rightly our Author does her Judgment Jbevj, 

^ hat for her Safety Jhe relies on You, 

Your Approbation, Fair ones, car^t but move, 

Thofrflubborn Hearts, ivhichflrflyou taught to love ; 

The Men mufl all applaud this Play of Ours, * 

For vjbo daw fee 'with other Eyes, than Yours^ 

A 3 l>ra* 
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Col. BritioH, A Scotcbmmm* . - • 
Gihfy^ His Footman. - . • 
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Mr. BicktrjUjf^ 
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Floras M»d to VioUmtt. • Mrs. Saunders^ 
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ACT L SciNiI. 
jr«tftfr D<Mi Lppez mmnii Frederick. 




^r^^ 



Frtd. ^^^#a$i^^ Y Lord Dtm Lopez. 

Don Lop, Haw A^yt FnderiekP 
Fred, At yoor Lordftiip's Scnrke* 
I am glad to fee >iou look To well ny 
LcM-dy I hope Antonio is oat of dan- 
ger. 

/>. Lop, Qttitc contrary ; his Fe- 
ver increafes, they tell me ; and the Surgeons are of Opi- 
nion his Wound is mortal. 

Frtd. Your Son Don Felix is fafe I hope. 
Z>. Lcp, I hope fo too, but they olier large Rewards to 
apprehend him. 

Fred, When heard your Lordfliip from him ? 
/). Lop, Not fince he went ; I forbad him writing till the 
publick News gave him an Account of Antonio^t Health. 
Letters might be intercepted, and the Place of his Abode 
difcovered. 

Fred. Your Caution was good, my Lord ; tho* I am im- 
patient to hear from Felix^ yet his Safety is my chief Con- 
cern. Fortune has malidoufly ftruck a Bar between us in 
A J. the 
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e'en marry.and facrifice my Body for the Good of my Soul ; 
wilt thou recommend me to a Wife then, one that is wil- 
ling to exchange her Moydorts for Englijb Liberty ; ha 
Friend ? 

Fnd. She muft be very handfomc, I fuppofc. 
Col. The handfomer the better— but be fure ihe has a 
Nofe. 

Fred, Ay, ay, and fome Gold. 

CoL Oh, very much Gold, I Ihall never be able to fwal- 
low the Matrimonial Pill, if it be not well gilded. 
Fred, Puh, Beauty will make it Aide down nimbly. 
CoL At firft perhaps it may, but the fecond or third 
Dofe will choak me^— I confefs, Frsdericky Women are 
the prettieft Play-things in Nature ; but Gold, fubftantial 
Gold, gives 'em the Air, the Mien, the Shape, the Grace, 
and Beauty of a Goddefs. 

Fred, And has not Gold the fame Divinity in their 
Eyes, Cdonel? 

Col, Too often, — Money is the very God of Marriage ; 
the Poets drefs him in a Saffron Robe, by which they fi- 
gure out the goFden Deity, and his lighted Torch blazons 
thofe mighty Charms, which, encourage us to lift under 
his Banner. 

None marry nonxi for Lovey no, that's a Jejl, 

The felf fame Bargain, fer^vesfor Wlfcy and Beaft. 

Fred. You are always gay, Colonel ; come, fliall we 
take a refrefhing Glafs at my Houfe, and confider what 
has been faid ? 

Col. I have two or three Compliments to difcharge for 
fome Friends, and then I ihall wait on you with Pleafure : 
Where do you live ? 

Fred, At yon Comer Houfe with the green Rails. 

Col, In the Clofe of the Evening I will endeavour to kifs 
your Hand. Adieu. \Exit, 

iJ'r^i/. Ifliall expe6l you with Impatience. \Exit, 

j?///^r Jfabella and Inis her Maid. 
Inis, For Goodnefs fake. Madam, where are you going 
in this Pet ? 

I/ab* Any where to avoid Matrimony ; the Thoughts of 
a Hafband is as terrible to me as the Sight of a Hobgoblin. 

Inis. 
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Inrs, Ay, of an old Hafband ; bot if you maycKofe for 
yoQrielf, I fancy Matrimony would be no fuch frightful 
thine to yod. 

I^k You are pretty inuch in the right, Ivis ; but to be 
forc'd into the Arms of an Ideot, a fneaking, fnivling, 
drivling, avaricious Fool, who has neither Perfon to pleafe 
the Eye, Senfe to charm the Ear, nor Generofity to fop- 
ply thofe Defe«5ts. Ah, Inis ! What pleafant Lives Wo- 
men lead in England^ where Duty wears no Fetter but In- 
clination : The Cuftom of our Country inflaves us from 
our very Cradles, firft to our Parents, next to our Hu(^ 
bands ; and when Heaven is fo kind to rid us of both thefe, 
our Brothers dill ufurp Authority, and expe^ a blind 
Obedience from us ; fo that Maids, Wives, or Widows, 
we are little better than Slaves to the Tyrant Man ; there- 
fore to avoid their Power, I refolve to caft myfelf into a 
Monaftery. 

Inis, That is, you*ll cut your own Throat to avoid ano- 
ther's doing it for you. Ah, Madam, thofe Eyes tell me 
you have no Nun's Flefh about you ; a Monatlery, quotha ! 
Where you'll wifh yourfelf in the Green-Sicknefs in a 
Month. 

Ifah. What care I, there will be no Man to plague me. 

Inis. No, nor what's much worfe, to pjeafe you nei- 
ther — Ad'slife, Madam, you arc the firft Woman that e'er 
defpair'd in a Chrillian Country — Were I in your 
Place 

JfaB, Why, what would your Wifdom do if you were ? 

Inis. I'd imbark with the firft fair Wind with all my 
Jewels, and feek my Fortune on t'other fide the Water; 
no Shore can treat you worfe than your own ; there's ne'er 
a Father in Chrtfiendcm Ihould make me marry any Man 
againft my Will. 

I/ah, I am too great a Coward to follow your Advice. 
I muft contrive fome uay to avoid Don Guzpian, and yet 
ftay in my own Country. 

Enter Don Lopez* 
Lop, Muft you fo, Miftrefs? but I ftiall take Care to 
prevent you. (Afide,) I/abeliay whither are you going, my 
Child. 

I/ab. Ha I my Father I to Church, Sir.. . 

Ihss, 
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Inis. The old Rogue has certainly over-heard, hen 

Lop, Your Devotion muft needs be very ftrong* or your 
JMemory very weak, my Pear j why, Vefpers are over 
for this Night ; come, come, you fhall have a better Er- 
•jand to Church than to fay your Prayers there. Dch Guk-- 
man is arriv'd in the River> and I expe& him aihore To* 
morrow. 

Ifab^ Ha, To-morrow ! 

Lop^ He writes me Word, That his Eftate in Holland is 
worth izooo Crowns a Year, which, together with what 
>e had before, will make thee the happidft Wife in Lijbofu 

Ifah, And the moft unhappy Woman in the World. Oh 
Sir ! If I have any Power in your Heart, if the Tendernefs 
of a Father be not quite extin^ hear me with Patience. 

Zrtf/. No Obje^ion againA die Marriage, and I will hear 
whatever thou haft to fay. 

IJah. That's torturing me on the Rack, and forbidding 
me to groan ; upon my Knees I claim the Privilege of 
Fleih and Blood. {Kneels. 

. £*>• I g^^t ^» dioQ ^^t have an Arm full of FleHi and 
Blood To-morrow; Fleih and Blood, quotha; Heaven 
.ibrbid I (hould deny, thee Flefh and Blood, my Girl. 

/»//. Here^s an old Dog for you. \^de. 

I/ah. Do not Miilake, Sir ; the fatal Stroke which fe- 
^arates Spul and Body, is not more terrible to [the 
Thoughts of Sinners, than the Name of Guzman to my Ear. 

Lop. Puh, Puh ; you lye, you lye. 

I/ai. My frighted Heart beats hard agatnft my Breaft,. 
as if it fought a Parage to your Feet, to beg you'd change 
yottr Purpofe. 

Lop. A very pretty Speech this ; if it were turn'd into 
blank Vcrie, it would ierve for a Tragedy ; why, thou haft 
im>fe Wit thaa I thought thou hadft, Child.— I fancy 
this was all extempore, I dda't believe thoudid'ft ever think 
of one Word on'c before. 

Inis. Yes, but (he has, my Lord, fbr I have heard her 
jay the fame Things a thoufand Times. 

Lep. How, how ? What do you top your iecond-hand 
Jefts upon your Father, Hufly, vtiio knows better what's 
good for you thaA yoa do yourfelf ? remember 'tis your 
Duty to obey* 
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IJah, (RifingJ I never difbbeyM before, and wi(h I bad 
not Reaibn now ; but Nature has got the better of m/ 
Doty* and makes me loath the harih Commands you lay^ 

Lop. Ha, ha» very fine \ Ha, ha. 

I/ah, Death kfelf wouM be more welcome. 

Lop. Are you fure of thai ? 

I/ah. I am your Daughter, my Lohl, and can boaf! as 
ftrong a RefolntioB as yooHelf ; I'll die before Til marry 

Lof. Say you fo 2 HI try that prefently. (Draws. Ji 
Here let me (ee with what Dexterity yon can breathe ft 
Vein now (offers bar bis SnvorJJ The Point is pretty (harp, 
'twilt do yoar finftnefs I warrant you. 

Ims. Bleis me. Sir, What do yoir mean to put a Sw6rd 
into the Hands of a defberate Woman ? 

Ldf, Defperate, ha, ha, ha, you fee how deiperate fli« 
h ; what art thon frighted little BeU ^ ha f 

I/ah. I confefs I am Itartled at your Morals, Sir. 

Lof. Ay, ay. Child, thou hadft better take the Man, 
be'll nuFt thee the leaft of the two. 

I/ah. I ihall take neither, Sir ; Death has many Doors> 
and when I can live no longer with Heafure, 1 fliall find 
one to let him in at without your Aid. 

Lep. Say'ft thou fo, my dear Beli^ Ods, Vm afraid thou 
art a little LunatidL, Brf/. I muft take care of thee Child, 
{faies boU of ber, oful pulls out of bis Pocket a Kty) I (hall 
make bold to fecure thee, my Dear : V\\ (ee if Locks and 
Bars can keep thee till Guaaaan comes ; go, get' you iota 
your Chamber. 

There PU your hoaftei Refilution tty. 
And Jee *wb<^Uget the better ^ you or 7. 

{^pujhes her in, and loch the Domr^ 
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A C T II. 

SCENE, a Room in Don PedroV Houfe. 

Enter Donna Violante reatlirtg a Lett3r, and Flora 

Jolltnuing, 

Flora. \ T 7 HAT muH that Letter be read again ? 

VV f^io. Yes, and again, and again, and again, 
a thoufand Times again ; a Letter from a faithful Lover 
can ne'er be read too often ; it fpeaks fuch kind, fuch ^ft, 
fuch tender Things—^ [Kifes it. 

Flo. But always the fame Language. 

Fio. It does not charm the lefs for that. 

Flo. In my Opinion nothing charms that does not 
change; and any Compoiltion of the four and twenty Let- 
ters, after the £rft EfTay, from the fame Hand, mull be 
dull, except a Bank Note, or a Bill of Exchange. 

Fio. Thy Tafte is my Averfion— (^/^..Wj^ My all that's 
charming, fince Life's not Life exil'd from thee, this Night 
fhall bring me to thy Arms. Frederick and thee are all I 
^truli : Thefe fix Weeks Abfence has been in Love's Ac- 
' compt fix hundred Years ; when it is dark, expe£t the 
wonted Signal at thy Window, till when, adieu, thine 
more than his own. . Felix, 

Flo. Who wou'd not have faid as much to a Lady of 
her Beauty, and twenty thoufand Pounds. —Were I a 
Man, methinks I could have faid a hundred finer Things ; 
I wou'd have compared your Eyes to the Stars, your Teeth 
to Ivory, your Lips to Coral, your Neck to Alabaftcr, 
your Shape to 

Fio. No more of your Bombaft, Truth is the beft Elo- 
quence in a Lover. — ^What Proof remains urgiven of his 
Love? .When his Father ihreatned to difinhciit him, for 
refufing Don Antonio's Sifter, from whence fprung this un- 
happy Quarrel, did it ihakc his Love for me ? And now, 
tho* ftridl Enquiry runs ihro' every Place, with large Re- 
wards to apprehend him, does he not venture all for me ? 

Flo. But you know, Madam, yoor Father Don Pedro 
. . . defigns 
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defigns you for a Nan» and fays yoar Graodfather kftyoa 
yoor Fortune upon that Condition. 

Fio. Not without my Approbation, Girl, when I come 
to one and Twenty, as I am inform'd. But however, I 
fliall run the Rifle of that ; go call in Ltffardo. 

Flo. Yes, Madam ; now tor a Thoufand Verbal Qaef* 
tions. [Exit, and enter nvith LiiCudo. 

Fio. Well, and how do yon do, Liffmcd*^ 

Lijf. Ah, very weary, Madam — ^Faith thou look'ft won- 
droHs pretty, Flora, {^Afidc to Flora* 

Vio, How came you ? 

Lijf, En Cavalier^ Madam, upon a Hackney-Jade, 
which they told me formerly belonged to an Englijh Co- 
lonel. But I fhould have rather thought Ihe had been 
bred a good Roman CaibolUk all her Life- time ; for fiie 
down on her Knees to every Stock and Stone we came 
along by. My Chaps waters for a Kifs, they do, Flora* 

[Jfiih to Flora. 

Flo. You'd make one believe you are wondrous fond, 
now. 

Vio, Where did you leave your Mailer. 

Lifi Od, if I had you alone Houfe- Wiife, I'd fhow yoo 
how fond I cou'd be — : — {JJide to Flora) at a little Farm- 
Houfe, Madam, abont ^vt Miles off; he'll be 2X Don 

Frederick^ in the Evening Od, 1 will fo revenge my- 

felf of thofe Lips of thine. [to Flora* 

. Fio. Is he in Health ? 

Flo, Oh, you counterfeit wondrous well. [to LiC 

Lijjf. No, every Body knows I counterfeit very ill. 

[to Flora* 

Vio. How fay you ? Is Felix ill ? What's his Diilemper ? 
Ha! 

LiJ/l A pies on't, I hate to be interrupted Love, 

Madam, Love — In ftiort. Madam, I believe he h^s 
thought of nothing but your Ladyfliip ever fmce he left 
Lijbon. I am fure he cou'd not, if I may judge of his 
Heart by my own. [Looking lo-vingly upon Flora. 

Vio. How came you fo well acquainted with your 
Mailer's Thoughts, Lijfardo? 

Lijl By an infallible Rule, Madam; Words are the 
Piftures of the Mind, yoir know ; now to prove he thinks 

of nothing but you, he talks of nothing but you -for 

* Example, 
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Bxampk, Madam, coming from fliooting t'otlift Day, 
with a Brace of Pai'tridges, Lifarihi feid he, go bid the 

Go^ roaft me thcfe yioTant^s 1 fkw intx> the Kitchin, 

liill of Thoughts of thee, cry'd, here Cook, roaft me thcfe 
Fkreila's. [to F!of&. 

W. Ha,' ha, excellent —— Ybu fnimidc your MaAer 
then k feems. 

Z^ I can do er ery Thing as well as my Mafter, you 
ikde Rogue : — Another Time, Madam, the Prieft came 
t» make him a Vifit, he call'd out haftily, Liffarda^ faid 
he, bring a Violante for my Father to fit down on ; ' ' ■ 
then he often miflook my Name, Madam, and call'd me 
FioUfa^ ; in fliort, I heard it (b often, that it becanne as 
familiar to me as my Prayers. 

Jf^i^ -You Kv'd very merrily then it feems. 

IfifT Oh, exceeding merry. Madam. \Kifii Flora*> 

K^ Ffa t exceeding merry ; had yoo Treats and Balls ? 

i^iffi Oh ! Yes, yes, Madam, feteral. 

Flo. Yott are mad, Lijardo, you don't mind what mf 
tady fays to you. [4fidi to Lii&rdo. 

^ F^<f. Ha ! Balls —-^Is he to merry in my Abftnce i' And 
did your Mafter dance, Liffbrdo ? 

Liffi Dance Madam ! Where Madam ? 

Vto, Why, at thofe Balb you fpcak of, 

liff. Balls! What Balls Madam? 

Vio. Why, fure you are in Love, Liffardo j did not yoa 
fey, but now, yoa had Balls where you have been ? 

Lijjf: Balls, Madam ! Od'slife, I alk your Pardon, Ma- 
dam! I, I, I, had millaid feme Wafh-Balls ofmy Mafter'a 
tVjther day ; and bccaufe I cou'd not think where I had 
laid them, juft when he a&'d for them, he very fairly broke 
my Head, Madam, and now it feems I can think of no- 
thing clfe^ Alas ! He dance, Madam ! No, no, poor 
Gentleman, he is as nxelancholy as an unbrac'd Drum. 

Vio. Poor FtHx! There, wear that Ring for your Maf- 
ter's Sake, and let him know* I Ihall be ready to receive 
him. \Bxit Vio^. 

Liff, I (hall Madam— (/«// on the Ring) methinks a: 

Diamond Ring is a vaft Addition to the little Finger of a 

Gentleman. [admiring his Hand.^ 

Flo. That Ring muft be mine V^^MLifardo ! What 
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Rafke foo mike to pay off Arrears now ? Look how the 
Fellow ftands ! 

Liffl Egad, methinks I have a ^trf pretty^ Hani ««-« 
fend verv. white— and the Shape !«— Faith, I never 
minded it (b much before !^— In toy Opinion it is a very 
flae ftap'd Hand— and becomes k Diamond lUng, as 
iwll as the firft Grandee's in Porttig^, 

Flo, The Man's tranfpprted! Is this yoof Love I Thb 
.your Impatience ! 

Liff. {Taiet SnmfflJ Now in tny Mind^ 1 take SndJT 

twth a very Jatttee Air Well, I am perfaaded I want 

nothing but a Coach, and a Htle, to make me a very fint 
Gentleman. [Stntts ai$ta. 

Fh. Sweet Mr. L{l[ardo^ {sttrtej^ing) if I may preftime 
•0 fpcak 10 yon, without affronting your litde Finger.— 

Lif. Odib Madam, I aflc your Pardon Is ittome» 

or to the Ring you direct your Diicoorie, Madam ^ 

Fto. Madam ! Good kick ! How mochr a Diamond 
Kin^ improves one ! 

^f. Why, tho' I fav it— I can carry myfelf as well 
Us ft&y Body-*— But wnat wer^t thou going to &y Child f 

FUr. Why I was a eoing to^iay, that I fancy you had 
kft let me keep that Rmg ; it will be a very pretty Wed- 
ding-Ring, Lijfkrdo^ woiSd it not ? 

Uj: Humph! Ah! But bat bat-— I believe 

I flian't marry yet a while. 

Fio. Yo« (han't you fay— Very well ! I fuppofc yo« 
de£gn that Ring fcr Inis. 

Liffl No, no, I never bribe an old Acquafntance^— *— 
Perhaps I might let it fparkle in the Eyes of a Stranger a 
little, till' we come to a right Underftandii)g— But then 
like all other mortal Things, it would return from whence 
it came. 

Flor, Infolent Is that your Manner of dealing ? 

Ltjl With all but thee Kifs me, you little Rogue 

you. [f^'^Sg'^g «^* 

Flcr. Little Rogue! Prithee FcIlOw, don't be fo familiar, 
(fujhing him atway) if I mayn't keep your Ring, I caa 
keep my Riffes. 

Liffl You can, you fay! Spoke with the Air of a Cham- 
ber-maid. 

Flor^ Rcply'd with the Spirit of a ferving Man. 

US' 
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Ijfy Prithee, flora, don't let yc^ and I fall out, I am 
ki a merry Humour, and (hall certainly fall in fomewherc* 
fJdr. What care I, where you fall in. 

Enter Violante. 

Tw. Why do you keep Li/^^ {o long, Flora? When 
you don't know how foon my Father may awake, his Af- 
ternoon Naps are never long. 

Tior. Had Don Felix been with her, fhe wou'dnot have 
thought the Time long ; thefe Ladies confider no Body's 
Wants but their own. [Jfii/ei 

Vio. Goy. go, let him out, and bring a Cahdle.- 

FIq, yes> Madam. 

Lis 1%. Madam. \FxiiU^, andV\tiT2i. 

Vio. The Day draws in, and Night, the Lover'-s 

Friend advances Night more welcome than the Sun to* 

me, becaufe it brings my Love. 

' Flor. (Shrieks 'within J Ah Thieves, Thieves ! Mur- 
der, Murder! 

Fio. (Shrieks) AhA defend iheljeav en! What do I'-' 
Aear ? FeUx is certainly 'purfo'd, and will be taken, • 

Enter Ffora running,.- 

Fi&, How now ! Why doft ftare fo .'-Anfw«r me quick- 
ly ! What's the Matter? 

Flo. Oh Madam ! as I was letting out Liffarde^ a Gen- 
tleman ruihed between him and J, flruck down my C'an- 
dle> ami » bjiriging a dead Perfon in his Arms into our 
Houfe. 

Vio. Ha ! a-dead Perfon ! Heaven grant it do's notbrovc 
my Felix. 

Fhf, Here they are. Madam. • 

Enter Colonel njuith Ifabella in hi^ Arms. 
. Vio, ril retire till you difcover the Meaning of the Ac- 
cident. ^ {^Exit. 

CoL (Sets Ifabella doewn in the Chair, and addrejjcs him- 
/elf to Flora.) 

MdJansy The Neceflity this Lady was under, of being 
convey'd into fome Houfe with Speed and Secrecy, will I 
hope excufe any Indecency I might be guilty of, in pref- 

fing fo rudely into this ^I am an entire Stranger to her 

Name 
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>Taine and Circumftances ; woa'd I were ib to her Beauty 
too.^ (Jifidi) I commit her. Madam, to your Care, and 
%y to make her Retreat iecnre, if the Streets be clear ; 
permit me to return and learn from her own Month, if I 
can be father ferviceable ; pray Madam, how is the Lady 
of this Houfe call'd ? 

Flor, VioloMU^ ^«i/0r«— -He is a handfbme CavaUtr^ 
and promises well. [Afidi* 

CoL Are you (he. Madam ? 

Flor, Only her Woman, Sem'or, 

CoL Your humble Servant. Mrs. Pray be careful of th^ 
Lad y (gi'ves her fivo Mcydoresn) [Exh CoL 

Flor, Two *Moydores ! Well he is a generous Fellow. 
This is the only Way to make one careful ; I find all Coun- 
tries underftand theXonllitution of a Chamber-maid. 

J&y/fT Violante. 

Fio. Was you di^n&ed Flora P To tell ray Name to a 
Man you never faw ! Unthinking Wench ! Who knows 
what this may turn to— What is the Lady deadi Ah ! de« 
fend me Heaven, 'tis IfabeUa^ Sifter to my F$Ux^ what 
has be^'n her ? Pray Heaven he's faf e R un and fetch 
ibme cold Water, (Exit Flora, aud enters nvith Water) 
Ifabella^ Friend, fpeak to me. Oh ! (peak to me, or I 
feall die with Appreheniion. 

Fior. See, ihe revives, 

Ifah, Oh! hold my deareft Father, do not force me, 
indeed I cannot love him. 

Vio, How wild (he talks. 

Ifub. Ha! ^heream I? 

Vio, With one as fenfible of thy Pain as thou thyfelf 
canftbe. 

Ifab, Violante! What kind Star preferv'd, and lodg'd 
me here } 

Fkr.Jt was a Terreflial Star call'da'Man, Madam; 
pray Jupiter he proves a lucky one. 

J fab. Oh 1 I reinc;piber now, forgive me dear Violante^ 
my Thoughts ran fo much upon the Danger I efcap'd, I 
had forgot-. 

Fio, May I not know your Story ? 

I/ab. Thou art no Stranger to one part of it ;. I have 
citcn told thee that my Father defign'd to facrifice me to 

the 
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fhe Arms of Dmt Guxmrn, ^o it ieeiiia it jtfl letam'dl 
from HoUandf and expeded aihore to-moniolt^, the ~J>9if 
that he has (et to celebrate our Nuptials $ upon my refu- 
ling to obey hira, he lock'd nse into my Chamber, vovr- 
log to keep me there till he arriv'd, and force me to cob- 
fent. I know my Father to be pofitite, never to be woa 
iMm his Defign ; suld having no hope left ne, to eftftpe 
tlic Marriage, I leap'd from the Window, into die Street* 
Fw^ You have not hurt yoorielf I hope. 
I/ab, No, a Gentleman paffing by, by Aceidem caugHt 
file in his Arms ; at £rft my Fright made me apprehend 
k was my Father, till he afTur'd ne to the contrary. 

Flor, He is a very fine Gentleman I promife you, Ma« 
dam, and a wdl bred Man I warrant him. I tlmi^ £ ne^ 
ver faw a Grandee put his Hand into his Pocket with m 
better Air in my whole Life Time ; then he open'd his 
Purfe with fuch a Graee, that nothing but his Manner of 
fttknukng me the Gold could equal. 

Ho. There is but one common Road to the Heart of a 
Servant, and 'tis impofiible for a generous Perfon to mif* 
take it.<i--But how came you hither ^^^i&» ^ - 

Ifah, I know not, I defied the Strangeir to convey me 
to the next M^Mstftiry^ but e'er I reachM thy Door,. I faw» 
or &ncy'd l^at I few^ UJkrda^ my Brother's Man, and 
the Thought that his Mafter might not be far oft fkng 
me into A Swoon, which is all diat I remember; Ha! 
Whafs here f takes up a Letter) For Colonel BritUnt Soh 
Ie}i at the Poft-Houfe in Lifbon ; this muA be drop'd by die 
Stranger which brought me hkher. 

Vio. Thou art fallen into the Hands of a Soldier, take 
care he does not lay thee under Contribution^ Girl. 

Ifab. I find he is a Gentleman ; and if he be biA un- 
itiarried I oou'd be content to follow him all the World 
over. — But I fhall never fee him more I fear, (^ighs mU, 

Fmufes.) 

Fio* What makes youfigh, tfabellaf 

Ifttb. The ^2u- of Ming into my Father's Clutches 
again. 

Fio, Can I be ferviceable to you ? 

Ifab, Yes, if you'll conceal me two or three Dayff* 

Fio. You command my Hoaf& and Secrecn 
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I^. I thank yoo ^«A»tf»,— I wiih yoo won'J oUige 

sne with Mrs. flora a whil«. 

/^f«. ril icad for her to yo«~I mnft watch If Dad be 
Ml aiktfp» or here will be no room for Felix. [SmK 

I/ak Well*. I don't know what ails me> bnt methinks 
I wiih I coo'd find tUs Sttariger one 

Enter Flora. 
Fbr. Does yonr Lac^rfhip wa&t nie» Madam ? 

ifab. Aj, Mrs. FIotm, I refolve to make you my Coiu 
fideal. 

Fior. I ihall endeavonr to difchar^ my Duty, Madam. 

j^, I doabt k aot» and ddke yoa to accept this as a 
Token o£ my Giatkude. 

FUra. O dear Sen^m, I fhoa*d have been your hamble 
Servant, withootaFee. 

IJid. I believe k-«-lat to ihe PurpoTe— -Do yoa think 
if yon iaw the Gentleman which broaghc me hither, yott 
ihou'd know him 9gmn ? 

Flar. From a Thoufand» Madaan, I have an exceflent 
Memory where a handlbme Man's concerned ; when he 
went away he faid he would return again' immedietely» I 
admire he eomes not» 

IJaS. Here, dki yoo fty ? Yoa rejoice me--Tho' ft 
not fee him, if he oosks^ coa'd net yen contrive to giv« 
him a Lette)- ? 

Flor. With the Air of a Duenaa^-^ 

IftA. Not in this Hoofe— You muft veil and follow him 
—He moft not know k comet from me. 

F/or. What do you take me for a Novice in Love Af- 
fairs ? Tho' I have not praAis'd the Art fince I have been 
in lUfifm Fhlantis ScSrvice, yet I have not loSt die Theory 
of a Chamber-maid — Do you write the Letter, and leave 
the reft to me— Heie, here, heic^a Pkn> Ink and Paper. 

4fab, I'll da't in a Mimite; [8it^ihafnto<wHte. 

Flor. So ! This is Bufinefs after my own Heart; Love 
always takes care to reward his Ldkmrera^ mA Great Bri- 
tain faems to be his Favoanite Cbunlinr*— Oh, I long to 
fee the t'other two Moydores with a Bridfli Air *^ Me^ 
thinks there% a Grace peculiar 80 Aat Nation in making 
a Frefent. 
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^ • Ifah. So I have done, now if he does but find this Houfe 
again ! , * 

Flttr. If he fliou'd not — I warrant Til find him if he's 

inLiJhon. / [Puts tbr better into b€r':Bofom. , 

'<*■• ' •' >• 

£0/*^ Violante. :\y 

Fio, Fhra^ watch my Papa; he's faij alleep in his Stu- 
dy — 1{ you find him ftir, give me Notice.— ^Hark, I hear 
Felix at the Window* admit him inftantly, and then to 
your Poft. ^ \Exh Flora, 

I/ah. What fay. you Violante ? Is my Brother come ? 

Vio, It is his 4jgnal at the Window. 

Ifo^. (Kneels,) Oh ! Violante^ I conjure thee by all the 
love thou bear'ft to Felix — By thy own generous Nature 
—Nay more, by that unfpotted Vertue thou art Miftrefs 
of, do not difcover to my Brother I am here, 

Vio. Contrary to your Defire^ be afiur'd I never fhall, 
but Where's the Danger ? . 

^^. *Art thou born in Lijhon^ and aik that Quelm)ir* 
He'll think his Honour blemiih'd by my Difobedience, 
and wou'd reftore me to my FatKer, or kill me, therefore 
dear, dear Girl. 

Vio. Depend upon my Friendship, nothing (hall djaw 
thy Secret from thefe Lips, not even Felixy tho* at the 
^^ Hazard of his Love; I hear him coming, retire into that 
ylClofet. 

Ifah. Remember Violante^ upon thy Promife my very 
life depends. {Exit. 

Vio. When I betray thee, may I (hare thy Fate. 

Enter Flora wth Felix. 
Vio. My Felix^ My everlaiUng Love* [runs into his 

Jims. 
^'FeU My Life, my Soul ! My Violante ! 

Vio. What Hazards doft thou run for me ; Oh, how 
ihall I requite thee ? 

Fel' If during this tedious painful Exile, thy Thoughts 
have never wander'd from thy Felixy thou baft made me 
more than Satisfa&ion. 

Vio Can there be rooift within this Heart for any but 
thyfelf No, if the God of Love w- re loft to all the reft 
of Human Kind, tiiy Iioage wou'd fecure him in my 

Brcaft, 
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Breaft, I am all Trath, all Love^ all Faith, and know no 
jealoas Fears. 

Fel. My Heart's the proper Sphere where Love refides; 
cou'd he quit that he wou'd be no where found : And yet 
Fhlante Vm in doubt. 

Viol Did I ever give thee Caafe to doubt, my Felix. 

FeL True Love has many Fears^, and Fear as many Eyes 
as Fame ; yet fore I think they fee no Fault in thee 
What's that ? [the Colonel pats at the Witidonu nvitbout. 

Fio. What ? I heard nothing. [He pats again* 

FeL Ha! What means this Signal at your Window? 

Fio, Some Body perhaps, in paffing^by, might acciden- 
tally hit it, it can be nothing elfe. 

CoL (Within) Hift, hift. Donna Fiolante, Donna Fio^ 
lante, 

FeL They ufe your Name by Accident too, do they. 
Madam ? {Enter Flora, 

Flo, There ft a Gentleman at the Window, Madam, 
which I fancy to be him who brought Jfabella hither; 
jhall I admit him ? * [4P^^ '^ Violantc. 

Fio. Admit Diftraftion rather, thou art the Caufe of 
this, unthinking Wretch ! [AJide to Flora. 

FeL What has Miftrefs Scout brought you frelh Intelli- 
gence? Death, ril know the Bottom of this immediately! 

\pffers to go* 

Flor, Scout y I fcorn your Words, Senior, 

Fio, Nay, nay, nay, nay, you muft not leave me. 
\run5 and catches hold of him* 

Fel. Oh ! 'Tis no^.fair, not to anfwer the Gentleman, 
Madam. It is none of his Fault, that his Viiit proves un- 
feafonable j pray let me go, my Prefence is but a ReHraint 
upon you. [ft^^ggl^^ ^0 get from her, 

[The Colonel fats again ^ 

Fio. Was ever Accident fo mifchievous ? [AJtde* 

Flor, It muft be the Colonel, now to deliver my Letter 
to him. ^ ^ [Exit* 

FeL Hark, he grows impatient at your Delay — Why 
do you hold the Man, whofe Abfence wou'd oblige you, 
pray let me go. Madam ; confider, the Gentleman wantt 
you at the Window. Confufion ! [ftruggles JfiJL 

Fio. It is not me he wants. 

FeL Death, not you I I» there another of your Name in 
B thu 
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rtc Houfe ? But, come on, convince me of the Truth of 
what you fay : Open the Window, if his Bufmefs does 

not lye with you, your Conversation may be heard 

This, and only this, can take off my Sufpicion — What 
do you paufe! Oh! Guilt! Guilt! Have I caught you, 
nay then TU leap the Balcony. If I' remember, this Way 
leads to it, [breaks from hr^ and goes to the Door 'ivkre 

Ifabella //.] 

Vio, Oh Heavens ! Wh^ fhall I do now? Hold, hold, 

hold, hold, not for the World You enter there 

Which way ihall I preferve his Siller from his Knowledge ? 

[Jfide. 

Fel, What have I touch'd you i do you fear your Lo- 
ver's Life? 

Fio. I fear for none but you ForGoodnefs Sake, do 

not fpeak fo loud my Felix. If my Father hear you I am 
loft for ever, that Door opens into his Apartment, What 
ihall I do if he enters ? There he finds his Sifter — If he 

goes out he'll quarrel with the Stranger Nay, do not 

llruggle to be gone, my Felix. — ^If I open the Win(?owr 
he may difcover the whole Intrigue, and yet of all Evils 
we ought to chufe the leaft. Your Curiofity ftiall be fatis- 
fied. Whoe'er you are that with fuch Infolence dare ufe 
my Name, and give the Neighbourhood Pretence to re- 
flefl upon my Condudl: I charge you inftantly be gone, 
or exped the Treatment you deferve. [goes to the Window, 

and thro<ws up the Sajh, 

Col, I aik your Pardon, Madam, and will obey ; but 
when I left this Houfe to Night. 

Fel. Goodl 

Fio, It is moft certainly the Stranger, what will be the 
Event of this. Heaven knows. {Jfide,) you are miftaken 
in the Houfe I fuppofe. Sir. 

FeL No, no, he is not miftaken— Pray Madam let 
the Gentleman go on. 

Fio. Wretched Misfortune, pray be gone Sir, I know 
of no Buiinefs you have here. 

Col. I wilh I did not know it neither But this Houfe 
contains my Soul, then can you blame my Body for ho- 
vering about Tt ! 

FeZ Excellent ! 

FzQ, Diftradtion! He will infallibly difcover Ifahella. 

I teU 
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I tell you again you are miftaken ; faowerer^ for yoar owa 

Satisfa6lion, call To>morrow. 

F^L Matchlefs Impudence 1 An Aflignation before my 

Face No, he fliall not live to meet yonr Wtfhes. 

[Takes cut a Ptfiol arut goes t$wardf the Window ; fit 

catches bold of him. 

Fio. Ah ! fShrieks) hold I conjure you. 

CoL To>morrow'8 an Age, M»dam! May I not be ad- 
mitted to Night t 

Vio. If you be a Gentleman, I command your Abfence. 
Unfortunate ! What will my Stars do with me ? [4fi^^' 

CoL I have done — Only this — Be careful of my Life, 
for it is in your keeping, [Exit from the Window^. 

FeL Pray obferve the Gentleman's Requeft, Madam. 

[Walking off from her, 

Vio. 1 am all Confufion. \Afide. 

FeL You are all Truth, all Love, all Faith ; Oh ! thou 
all ' Woman !— How have I been deceiv'd? S'Deaih, 
cou'd not you have impos'd upon me for this one Night ? 
Cou'd neither my faithful Love, nor the Hazard I have 
run to fee you, make me worthy to be cheated on ? 

VtQ, Can I bear this from you ? [Weefs. 

Fe/. (Repeats) When I left this Houfe to Night to 

Night the Devil j Return fo foon ! 

Vio. Oh Ifabella ! What haft thou involved me in ! 

[Aftdi. 

FeL (Repeats) This Houfe contains my Soul. 

Vio. Yet I refolve to keep the Secret. [AJide^ 

FeL (Repeats) Be careful of my Life, for 'tis, in your 

keeping— —Damnation ! How ugly fhe appears ? 

[Looking at her. 

Vio, Do not look fo fternly on me, but believe me, Fe- 
Ux, I haf e not injur'd you, nor am I falfe. 

FeL Not falfe, not injur'd me ! O Vioiante^ loft and a- 
bandon'd to thy Vice ! Not falfe. Oh monftrous ! 

Vio. Indeed I am not — There is a Caufe which I muft 
not reveal— Oh think how far Honour can oblige your 

Sex Then allow a Woman may be bound by 3ie fame 

Rule to keep a Secret. 

FeL Honour, what haft thou to do with Honour, thou 
that canft admit plurality of Lovers, a Secret ? Ha, ha, 
ha^ his Afiairs are wondrous fafe, who trufts his Secret to 

B 2 a Wo- 
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a Woman's keeping, but you need giveyourfelf no Trou- 
ble about clearing this Point, Madam, for you are become 
fo indifferent to me, that your Truth, and Falfliood are 
,the fame ! 

Vio, My Love ! \PJF^rs to take bis Hand, 

Fel. My Torment! ^ \Turns from her. 

Enter FloTSi. 

F/o. So I have deliver'^ my Letter to the Colonel, and 
receif'd my Fee. (Afide) Madam, your Father bad me fee 
what Noife that was — For Goodness fake. Sir, why do 
you fpeak- {o loud ! 

FeL I underftand my cue Miftrefs, my Abfence is oe- 
ceifary, I'll obh'ge you. (going) \takes hold of him, 

Vio, Oh, let me undeceive you iirfl ! 

FeL Impoffible! 

Fio. *Tis very poffible if I durft. 

FeL Durft! H^ ha, ha, durft quotha. 

Fio. But another Time Til tell thee all. 

FeL Nay, now or never. 

Fio. Now it cannot be. 

FeL Then it (hall never be— Thou mod ungrateful of 
thy Sex, farewel. [Breaks from her and Exit. 

Fio, Oh exquifite Tryal of my Friendfliip ! Yet not 
even this, ftiall draw the Secret from me, 

That rUpre/ervey let Fortune frowfty or fmile^ 

And truft to Love^ my Lo*ue to reconcile. [Exit. 

ACT III. 

Enter Don Lopez. 

Lof. \ T 7 A S ever Man thus plagu'd ! Odfheart, I cou'd 
VV fvvallow my Dagger for Madnefs; J know 
not what to think, fure Frederick had no Hand in her Ef- 
cape— T^he mud get out of the Window ; and (he could 
not do that without a Ladder ; and who cou'd bring it her, 
but him ? Ay, it mull be fo. The Diflike he (hcw'd to 
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Don Guzman in ourDifcooHe to Day, confirms my Safpidon» 
and I will charge him home with it ; Aire Children were 
given me for a Curfe ! Why, what innumerable Misfor- 
tunes attend us Parents^ when we have employ'd our whole 
Care to educate, and bring our Children up to Years of 
Maturity ? Jiift when we expe£^ to reap the Fruits of our 
Labour ; a Man fhall in the tinkling of a Bell, fee one 
hangM, and t'other whor'd. — This gracelefs Baggage 

But I'll to Fredtrick immediately. V\\ take the Al- 

gqazil with me, and fearch his Houfe ; and if I find her, 

I'll ufe her by St. Anthony^ I don't know how I'll 

ufe her^ \Exit. 

Thi Scene changes to the Street • 

Enter Colonel 'witb Ifabella*/ Letter in bis Hand^ and 

G\hhy following. 
^ Col, Well, tho' I cou'd not fee my fair Incognita^ For- 
tune, to make me amends, has flung another Intrigue in 
my way. Oh ! How I love thefc pretty, kind, coming 
Females, that won't give a Man the Trouble of wracking 

his Invention to deceive them. Oh Portugal! Thou 

dear Garden of PleaAirc-r — Where Love drops down his 
mellow Fruit, and every Bough bends to our Hands^ and 
feems to cry come. Pull and Eat, how delicioufly a Man 
lives here without Fear of the Stool of Repentance ? — 
This Letter I receiv'd from a Lady in a Veil — Some Z)«- 
enna J Some neceflary Implement of Cupid? I fuppofe the 
Stile is frank and ea/y, I hope like hey that writ it. 
(Reads,) " Sir, I have feen your Perfon, and like it.— 

rerj covcife «* And if you'll meet at five o'Clock in 

** the Morning upon the Terriero de pajfay half an Hours 
*' Converfation will let me into your Mind."— /fo, z^^, 
ha-, a philofrphlcal Wench : This is the Jirji Time I ever 
hie-iu a Woman had any Bujine/s luiih the Mind of a Man,-'^ 
** If your Intellefts anfwcryour outward Appearance, the 
'* Adventure may not difpleafe you. I expedl you'll not 
** attempt to fee my Face, nor offer any thing unbecom - 
** ing the Gentleman I take you for:" — Humph, the 
Gentleman Ihe takes me for ; I hope fhe t^es me to be 
Fiefh and Blood, and then I am fure I fhall do nothing 
unbecoming a Gentleman. Well, if I mufl not fee her 

B 3 Face, 
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Face, It (hall go hard if I don't know where ihe Uvfm 
GMy. 

Gih. Here, an lik yer Honour. 

CoL Follow me at a good Diflance, do fou hear, 
Githy ? 

Gih, In troth dee I, wee! eneugh. Sir. 

Co^, I am to meet a Lady upon the Terreira de pajpt^ 

Gib The Deel an mine Eye gin I kenn her. Sir. 

CfL But you will when we come there. Sirrah. 

Gib Like eneugh. Sir ; I have as fharp am Eyn ttil a 
boi y Lafs, as ere a Lad in aw Siofland; and what mun I 
dee wi her. Sir ? . 

Col. Why, if flic and I part, you muft watch her home, 
and bring me Word where flic lives. 

Gib, In troth fal 1, Sir, gin the Deel tak her not. 

CoL Come along then, 'tis pretty near the Time. I 
like a Woman that rifes early to purfue her Inclination. 

Thus <we tmprwi the Pleafures of the Da^^ 

Wbik taftlefi Mortals JUef their Time a<waj.. [Exk. 

Scene changes to Frederick*/ Hcuje, 

Enter Inis and Lifiardo. 

LiJ^ Your Lady run away» and you hot know whither ? 
Say you ? 

/«//. She never greatly car*d for me after finding you 
and I together; but you are very grave, methinks, Li/- 
fordo, 

Liff. (Looking upon the Ring) Not at all — I have fome 
Thoughts indeed of altering my Coarfe of living ; there 
is a critical Minute iu every Man's Life, which, if he can 
but lay hold of, he may make his Fortune. 

Inis, Ha ! What, do I fee a Diamq^d Ring ! Where 
the Deuce had he that Ring ? You have got a very pretty 
Ring there, LiJ/ardo, 

Lijj: Ay, the Trifle is pretty enough But the Lady 

which gave it me is a Bona Roba in Beauty, I aflure you. 

{Cocks his Hat andftruts. 

Inis, I can't bear this The Lady! What Lady, 

pray ? 

Lijf. Oh fy ! There's a QucfUo;i to afk-e Gentleman. 
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Inis. A Gentleman ! Why, the Fellow's fpoird ! is this 
your Love for me? Ungrateful Man, you'll break my 
Heart, fo you will. [Burfts info Tears, 

Lijf. Podr tender-hearted Fool. 

Inis. If I knew who gave you that Ring, I'd tear her 
Eyes out, fo I wou'd. \Zob$. 

Lijffl So, now the Jade wants a little Coaxing ; why, 
what doft thou weep for now, my Dear ? Ha ! 

Inis. I fuppoic Flora gave you that Ring; but 111— 

Lijffl No, the Devil take me if (he did, you make me 
fwear now — -* So, they are All for the Ring, but f (h.Jl 
bob 'em : I did but joke, the Ring is none of mine, it 
is my Mailer's ; I am to give it to be new fet, that*8 all ; 
therefore, prithee dry thy Eyes, and kiis me, come. 

[Enter Flora. 

Ims. And do you really fpeak Truth now ? 

Liff. Why do you doubt it ? 

FU. So, fo, very well! I thought there was an In- 
trigue between him and /«//, for all he has forfworn it fo 
cften» [Afide. 

Ims, Nor han't you fecn Ttora ilnce you came to Town. 

Flo. Ha ! How dares (he name my Name ? [Afide* 

hijf. No, by this Kifs I han't. \Kiffes her. 

Flo. Here's a diffembling Varlet. [AJidi. 

Inis. Nor don't you love her at all ? 

Liff. Love the Devil \ why did not I always tell thee 
Ae was my Averfion ? 

Flo. Did you (b. Villain ? [Strikes him es Box on the Ear. 

Lijf. Zoundo, (he here ! I have made a fifte Spot of 
Workon't. [Aftde. 

Inis. What's that for ? Ha. [Brujhos wp to her. 

Flo. I (hall tell you by and by, Mrs. Frippery, if you 
don't get about your Bufinefs. 

Inis. Who do you call Frippery y Mrs. Trollop f Fr%y get 
about your Budnefs : If you go to that, I hope you pre- 
tend to no Right and Title here. 

Lij/Zi What the Devil do they take me for, an Acre of 
Land, that they quarrel about Right and Title to me ? 

[Afide. 
'Flo. Pray what Right have yott, Midrefe, to aft. that 
Queftion ? 

B % Inis. 
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Ims. No matter for that, I can fhow a better Title to 
him than you, I believe. 

fU. What, has he given thee nine Months earneft for 
a living Title ? Ha, ha. 

////J. Don't fling your flaunting Jells at me, Mrs. Bol^- 
Jace, for I won't take 'em, 1 afTure you. 

Li//\ So ! Now am I as great-as the fam'd Alexander, 
But my dear Statira and Roxana^ don't exert yourfelves lo 
much about me : Now, I fancy, if you wou'd agree lo- 
vingly together^, I might, in a modeft Way, fatisfy both 
your Demands upon me. 

Flo. You fatisfy ! No, Sirrah, I am not to be fatisfy'd 
fo ibon as you think, perhaps. 

Inis. No, nor I neither W hat, do you make no 
J^ifFerence between us ? 

Flor, You pityful Fellow, you; what, you fancy, I 
warrant, that I gave myfelf the trouble of dogging you, 
out of Love to your filthy Perfon ; but you are miftaken, 
Sirrah— It was to dete£l your Treachery. — How often have 
you fworn to me that you hated /«/, and only carried fair 
for the good Chear fhe gave you ; but that you could ne- 
ver like a Woman with crooked Legs, you faid. 

Ifiis. How, how, ^Sirrah, crooked Legs ! Ods ; I cou'd 
find in my Heart. [^Snatcbing up her Petticoat a little. 

Lijf, Here's a lying young Jade now! Prithee, my 
Dear, moderate thy Paffion. [Coaxingfy. 

Inis, I'd have you to know, Sirrah, my Legs was ne- 
ver — your Mafter, I hope, underftands Legs better than 
you do. Sirrah. [paffionately. 

LijfJ'. My Mafler, fo, /b. [Shaking his Head and linking. 

Flo. I am glad I have done fome Mifchief, however. 

[Jfide. ' 

LiJf. (To Inis,) Art thou really fo foolifh to mind what 
an enrag'd Woman fays ? Don't you fee fhe does it on 
purpofe to part you and I ? (runs to Flora) cou'd not you 
find the Joke without putting yourfelf in a Fafeon ! You 
filly Girl you ? why I faw you follow us plain enough, 
Mun, and faid all this, that you might not go back with 
only your Labour for your Pains —But you are a revengeful 
young Slut tho'. I tell you that, but come kifs, and be 
Friends. 

Flo. Don't think to coax me ; hang your Kiffes. 

Fel 
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Tel (Within.) Lijfdrdo. 

Lijjf. Od(heait» here's my Mafter ; the Devil take both 
^e^e Jades for me, what fhall I do with them ? 

/«/>. Ha ! ' Tis Don Felix's Voice ; I wou'd not have 
him find me here, with his Footman, for the World. 

[Jfide. 

Fel (Within) Why, Liffiirdo, Lifardo! 

Llffi Coming Sir, What a Pox will you do ? 

Flo, Blefs me, which Way ihall I get out \ 

LiJ/l Nay, nay, you muft e'en fet your Quarrel aiide, 
and be content to be mew'd up in this Cloaths Prefs to- 
gether, or flay where yoji are, and face it out -^— there 
is no help for it ! 

Flo. Put me any where, rather than that ; come, c 
let me in. [^He opens the Prefix and j.- ^ 

Inis» Y\\ fee her hang'd, before Til go irii(> thu 

where fhe is. I'll trufl Fortune with my LtWwi <. 

Here us'd to be a Pair of back Stairs, 1*11 try to i\i 1 . 
out- l^.u. 

Enter Felix and Frederick. 
. FeL "Was you afleep. Sirrah, that you did not hear iiu; 
call ? 

^ Lijl I did hear you, and anfwer'd you, I was comiii^,, 
Sir. 

FeL Go get the Horfes ready, I'll leave Lijlon to Night, 
never to fee it more. 

Lijj: Hey dey ! What's the Matter now ? [Exit. 

Fred. Pray tell me, Don Felix/ What has rulHed your 
Temper thus ? 

Fel.^ A Woman — Oh Friend, who can name Woman, 
and forget, Inconftancy ! 

Fred. This from a Perfbn of mean Education were ex- 
cufable, fuch ^ow Sufpicions hdve their Source from vulgar 
Converfation ; Men of your politer Tafte never raflily 
cenfure. — Come,^ this is fome groundlefs Jcaloufy — Love 
raifes many Fejrs. 

Fel. No, my Ears convey'd the Truth into my Heart, 
and Reafbn juftifies my Anger : Fiolanteh falfe, and I have 
nothing left, but thee, in Li/lon, which can make me vviih 
ever to fee it more, except Revenge upon my Rival, of 
IS hom I gm ignorant. Oh, That fome Miracle wou'd rc- 

B s veal 
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veal him to me, that I mighe thro* hb Heart punifti her 
Infidelity. 

Ktrter Liflkrdo. 

Liffl Oh !: Sir,, here's your Father Don. Lofez conu 
ingup. 

FeL Does he know that I am here I 

LiJ/i I can't tell. Sir, he aflc'd for Den Frei/erick. 

FreJi Did he fee you ? 

LiJ/l I believe not. Sir, for as foon as I few him, I ran: 
iack to give my Mailer Notice. 

Fel, ]&eep out of his Sight then. — And dear Frederick^ 
permit me to retire into the next Room, for I know the 
•Id Gentleman will be very mach difpleafed at my Return 
without his Leave. [Exit. 

Fred- Quick,, quick. Be gone, he is here. 

Enter Don Lopez, Jpeaking as he enters, 

Lof^ Mr. Jlguazily wait you without till I call for you. 
Frederick^ an Affair brings me here— whichr— requires Pri- 
vacy — So that if yoahave any Body within Ear- fhot, ptay 
•rder them to retire.. 

Fred. We are private, tny Lord,, fpeak freely. 

Lop, Why then. Sir, I muft tell you, that you had bet- 
^ ter have pitch'd upoii a»y Man in Portugal to have iu- 
jur'd, than myfelfc 

Fel, (Peefing) What means my Father ? 

Fred. I underftand you not, my Lord ! 

Lop. Tho* I am old, I have a Son. — Alas ! Why name I' 
him ? He knows not the Difhonour of my Houfe. ^ 

Fel, I am confounded ! The Diflionour of his Houfe. 

Fred. Explain yourfelf my Lord ! I am not confcious 
of any diihonourable A^on to any Man, much lefs to 
your Lordfhip. 

Lcp. 'Tis falfe ! you have debauched my Daughter. 

FeL Debauch'd my Siiler ! Impoffible ! He cou'd not, 
durfi not be that Villain. 

Fred, My Lord I fcorn (b foul a Charge. 

Lop, You have debauch'd her Duty at leaft, therefore, 
inftantly r'ellore her to me, or by St. Anthony I'll make- 

)OU. 

Fred, Reftore her my Lord ! Where fhall I find her ?" * 
Lop, I have thofe that will fwcar fhe i^ here in your 
Houfe- 

^4 
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FeL Ha 1 In this Houfc ? 

Fred, You are inifinforxn*d, my Lord> upon my Repa« 
tation I have not feen Donna IfabeUa^ fince the Abfence 
of Don Felix. 

Lap^ Then, pray Sir If I am not too inquisitive, 

what Motive had you for thofe ObjedUonsyou made againft 
her Marriage with Don Guzman Yeflerday ? 

Fred, The Difagrecablencfs of fuch a Match, I fegr'd, 
wott'd give your Daughter caufe to curfe her Duty, if (he 
com ply 'd wiih your Demand, that was all, my Lord ! 

Lop, And fo you h'elp'd her thro' the Window to make 
htt difobey. 

Fel. Ha, my Siller gone ! Oh Scandal to oar filood ! 

Fredy This is infultingme, my Lord, when I aiTure yoo 
I have neither feen, nor know any thing di your Daugh- 
ter If (he is gone, th2 Contrivance was her own, aad 

you may thank your Rigour for it. 

Lcp. Very well,. Sir ; however, ray Rigour (hall make 
bold to fearch your Houfe ; Here, call in the Alguazil.— 

Flo. (Peeping) The Alguazil 5 What in the Name of 
Wonder will become of me ! . 

Fred. The Alguazil ! My Lord, you'll repent this* 

"Enter Alguazil and Attendants.. 

Lop, No Sir, 'tis you that will repent it, I charge your 
in the King's Name, to afliil me in finding of my Daugh- 
ter. Befure you leave no Part of the Houie unfearch'd ; 

come, follow me. \Goes to^wdrds the Door lobere Fe- 

lix is ; Frederick dra<wSf and plants him/elf before 
the Doer, 

Fred, Sir, I muft firft know by what Authority you pre- 
tend to fearch my Houfe, before you enter here. 

Alg, How ! Sir, dare you prefume to draw your Sword 
upon the Reprefentative of Majedy ! I am, Sir, I am his 
Majefty'j AlguaxiU and the very Quinteffence of Autho- 

l»ity therefore put up your Sword,- or I fhall order you 

to be knock'd down ■ for kn'ow. Sir, the Breath of an. 
Alguasdh is ^ dangerous as the Breath of a Demj-Cul- 
*V€rin, 

Lop, She is certainly in tiiat Room, by his guarding 

the Door- if Le difputcs your Authority, knock him 

down, If^. 

B 6' Fred. 
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Fred, I fhall (how you fomc Sport firft ! The Woman 
you look for is not here, but there is fbmething in this 
Room, which Fll preferve from your Sight at the Hazard 
of my Life. 

Lop. Enter, I fay, nothing but my Daughter can be 
fliere— 'Force his Sword from him. [Felix comes out and 

joim Frederick. 

FeL Villains, (land off! Affaffinate a Man in his own 
Hoafe. 

Lop, Oh, oh, oh, Mifericordia^ what do It fee my Son ! 

Alg, Ha, his Son ! Here's five hundred Pounds good, 
my Brethren, if Antonio dies, and that's in the Surgeon's 
JPower, and he's, in love with my Daughter, you kno.v — 
jyon Felix! T cotnmand you to furrender yourfelf into the 
Hands of juftice, in order to raife me and my Pofterity, 
and in Coniideration you lofe your Head to. gain me five 
hundred Pounds,, I'll havjp-^our Generofity recorded on 
your Tomb-ftone— — at »^own proper Cofl and Charge 
•—I hate to be ungratefqji 

Fred, Here's a generous Dog now y 

Lop, Oh that ever I was born— Hold, hold, hold. 

Fred, Did I not tell you, you wo\j|h'd repent, my Lord. 
What ho ! Within there (Enter Ser<vant5) Arm yourfelves, 

and let not a Man in, nor out, but Felix Look ye, 

Algua^ly when you wou'd betray my Friend for filthy Lu- 
cre, I fhall no more regard ycu as an Officer of Juftice, 
but as a Thief and Robber thus reiift you. 

Fel, Generous Frederick ! Come on. Sir, v/e'll fhow you 
Play for the five hundred Pounds. 

Alg, Fall on, feize the Money right or wrong, ye 
Rogues. Y^hey fight. 

Lop, Hold, hold,, Alguazrl! Fll give you the five hun- 
dred Founds, that is, my Bond to pay it upon Antonio^s 
Death, and twenty Piftoles however Things go, for you 
and thefe honeft Fellows to drink my Health. 

Alg, Say you fo, my Lord ! Why look ye, my Lord, 
I bear the young Gentleman no ill Will, my Lord, if I 
get but the five hundred Pounds, my Lord — Why, look 

ye, my Lord 'Tis the fame Thing to me whether your 

^on be hanged or not, my Lord. 

FeL Scoundrels. » 

lop. Ay, well, thou art a good-natur'd Fellov/, tf.at 

i8 
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k tKe Trmh on't— Come then, we'll to the Tavern, 
and iign and feal this Minute: Oh Felix! be careful of 
thyfelf, or thou wilt break my Heart. \Exit Lopez, 

Algoatil and Attendants* 

FeL Now Frederick^ tho' I ought ID thank you for your 
Care of me, yet, till I am fatif^fied about my Father's Ac- 
cufjition, I can't return the Acknowledgments I owe you : 
Knbw you aught relating to my Sifter? 

Fred, I hope my Faith and Truth are known to you 
—And here by both I fwear, I am ignorant of every Thing 
relating to your Father's Charge. 

FeL Enough, I do believe thee 1 Oh Fortune ! Where 
liviil tliy Malice end ! 

Enter Servant. 

Srr. Sir, I bring you joyful News ; I am told that Dcm 
Anionio is out of Danger, and. now in the Palace. 

FeL I wifh it be true, then I'm at Liberty to watch my 
Rival, and purfue my Sifter? Prithee Frederick^ inform 
thyfelf of the Truth of this Report. 

Fred. I will this Minute Do you hear, let no body 

in to Don Felix^uW my Return^ [Exit. 

Ser. I'll obferve, Sir. [Exit. 

Flo. (Peeping) They have alntioft frighted me out of 
my Wits— I'm furc — Now FeUx is alone, I have a good 
Mind to pretend I came with a Meflage from my Lady ; 
but then how ihall I fayl came into the Cupboard. [Afide^ 

Enter Ser'vanty feenring to oppo/e the Entrance of /owe body. 

Ser. I tell you. Madam, Don Felix is not here. 

Vio. (Within) I tell you. Sir, he is here, and T will 
iee him. (breaks in) You are as difilcult of Accefs, Sir, as 
a firft Minifter of State. 

Flo, My Stars ! My Lady here ! [Shuts the Pre/s clo/e. 

FeL If your Vifit was defign'd to Frederick, Madam, 
he is abroad. 

Plo. -No Sir, the Vifit is to you, 

FeL You are very punctual in your Ceremonies, Ma- 
dam. 

Ho. Tho' I did not come to return your Vifit, but to 
take that which ycur Civility ought to have brought me. 
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FeL If my Ears, my Eyes and my Underffandihg ly*d', 
then I am in your Debt, elfe not. Madam. 

Fio, I will not charge them with a Term fo grofs, to 
iky they ly'd, but call it a MiHake, nay, call it any thing 
to excufe my Fe/tx — Cou'd I, think ye, cou'd I pat oif 
my Pride fd far, poorly to difiemble a PafHon which I did 
«ot feel ? Or feek a Reconciliation, with what I did not 
love ? Do but coniider, if I had entertain'd another, ihou'd 
I not rather embrace this Quarrel, pleas'd with the Oc- 
cafion that rid me of your Viiits, and gave me Freedom, 
to enjoy the Choice which yoa think I have made ; have 
i any Intereft in thee but my Love ? Or am I bound by 
aught but Inclination to fubmit and follow thee- Na 
Law whilft fingle binds us to obey, but you by Nature 
and Education, are oblig'd to pay a Deference to all Wo- 
Bian-kind. 

FeL Thefe are fruitlefs Arguments : 'Tis moft certain 
thou wert dearer to theie Eyps than all that Heaven e*re 
gave to charm the Senie of Man ; but I wou'd rather teas 
them out, than fuffer 'em to delude my Reafon, and en- 
clave my Peace. 

Fto. Can you love without Efteem ? And where is the- - 
Efteem for her you ftill fufpcft ? Oh Felix ! There is a. 

Delicacy in Love, which equals even a religious Faith;. 

true Love ne'er doubts the Objedt it adores, and Scepticks 
there, will diibelieve their Sight. 

Enter SeriMnt. 
FeL Your Notions are top cefin'd for mine^ Madatn^ 
How now, what do you want ? 

Ser, Only my Mafter^s Cloak out of this Prefs, Sirr 

that's all Oh ! The Devil, the Devil. [Opem tbi 

Pre/sy fees Flora, and roars ouU 
Fio. Ha, a Woman conceal'd ! Very well, Felix! 
Flo^ Difcovcr'd ! Nay then Legs befriend me. [runs 

FeL A Woman in the Prefs ! [Enter Liflardo- 

How the Devil came a Woman th«re, Sirrah? 

LiS What fhall I fay now ? 

Vio^ Now LiJJardo ihew your Wit to bring your Mat 
terofF. 

Lijf^ Off Madam ! Nayi nay, nay, there, there needs 

no. 
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fr© great Wit to, to, to, bring Lim off Madam, for flie 
did, and (he did not come as, as» as, as, a, a, a Man may 
fey direftly to, to, to, to fpeak with my Mafter, Madam. 
Vta. I fee by your Stammering, Liffardoj that yottr In* 
mention is at a very low £bb. 

Fel, 'Sdeath, Rafcal ! ipeak withotK Hefitation, and die- 
Troth too, or I (hall ftick my Stilletto in yoor Guts. 

Fio. No, no, your Mafter milbkes, he wou'd not have 
you fpeak the Truth. 

F€L Madam, my Sincerity wants no Excuft. 
Lijffl I am fo confounded between one and the other» 
Aat I can*t think of a Lye. — [Afidei. 

FeL Sirrah, fetch me this Woman back inftantly, I'll 
know what Boftnefs fhe had here ! 

Fio, Not a Hep; your Mafter ftiaa't be put to the Bluflv 
■ ■ Come a Trace, Fiiix I Do you afk roe no more^ 
Queftions about the Window, and Til forgive this. 

FeL I fcorn Forgivenefs where I own no Crime^ but- 
your Soul, confcious of its Guilt, would fain lay hold of 
this Occ^fion to blend your Treaibn with my Innocence^ 
Fio, Infolent ! Nay^ if inftead of owning your Fault you 
endeavour to infult my Patience, I muft cell you. Sir, yoiv 
don't behave yourfelf like that Man of Honour you wou*d 
be taken for, you ground your Quarrel with me upon, 
your own Inconftancy ; 'tis plain you are falfe yourfelf, 
and wou'd make me the AggrciTor^— It was not for no- 
ting the Fe^ow opposed my Entrance This laft Ufage 

has given me back my Liberty, and now my Father's Will 

fliall be obey'd without the leaft Reluftance. [Exit. 

FeL Oh, ftubborn, ftubborn Heart, what wilt thou do ? 

Her Father's Will fliall be obey'd ; Ha, That carries her 

to a Cloyfter, and cuts off all my Hopes at once By 

Heaven ftte (hall not, muft not leave me L No (he is not 
falfe, at leaft my Love now reprcfenfs her true, becaufe I 
fear to lofe her ; Ha ! Villain, art thou here : {turns upon 
Liffardo) tell me this Moment who this Woman was, and 

for what Intent Ihe was here conceal'd Or 

LiJI\ Ah, good Sir, forgive me, and Til tell you the 
whole Truth. (falls on his Knees. 

FeL Out with it then— - 

Lijffl It, it, it, was Mrs. Fhra^ Sir, Donna Fiolant^s 

"Woman— -you muft know, Sir, we have had a fneakii-ir 

z K.indii' 
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Kindnefs for one another a great while — She was not will« 
ing you fhould know it, fo when' fhe heard your Voice, 
flie rah into the Cloaths-Prefs ; I wou'd have told you 
this at firft, biitft was afraid of her Lady's knowing it; tliis 
is the Truth, as I hope for a whole §kin, Sir. 

Fes. If it be not, I'll not leave you a whole Bone in it. 
Sirrah fly, and obferve if Violante goes dire^y home. 

Ltffl Yes, Sir; yes. 

Tel, I mud convince her of my Faith : Oh ! how irrefo- 
lute is a Lover's Heart ! My Refentment cool'd when hers 
grew high — Nor can I ftruggle longer with my Fate ; I 
cannot quit her, no I cannot, fo abfolute a Conqueil has 
ihe gain'd—— Woman's the greateft fovereign Power in 
Earth. 

In *vatn Menftri've their Tyranny to quit, 
7'heir Eyes command^ and force us tofubmit. 
So ha^ve I/een a mettled Courferjly^ 
Tear up the Ground^ and to/s his Rider high% 
Till/ome experienced Mafier found the Wayy 
With Spur and Rein to make his Pride obey. - 

Scene the Terreiro de paffa. 

Enter Colonel and Ifabella wPd. 
, Gibby at a Diflance, 

CoL Then you fay, it is impoffible for me to wait of 
you home. Madam. 

Ifah. I fay it is inconiiflent with my Circumflance, Co- 
lonel, and that Way impoflible for me to admit of it. 

CoL Confent to go with me then 1 lodge at one Don 

Frederick^ a Merchant juft by here, he is a very honeft 
Fellow, and T dare confide in his Secrecy. 

Ifah, Ha, does he lodge there ? Pray Heaven I am not 
difcover'd. [4/ide. 

Col, What fay you, my Charmer? fhall we breakfaft to- 
gether; I have fome of the befl Bohea in the Univerfe. 

Ifah, Pu ! Bohea ! Is that the bell Treat you can give a 
Lady at your Lodgings— Colonel ! 

Col, Well hinted No, no, no, I have other Things 

at thy Service, Child. 

Ifab, What are thofe Things pray ? 



A Woman keeps ^ S e c r e t. 4t 

Cbh My Heart, SouU and Body into the Bargain. 

Ifab. Has the lafl no Incumbrance upon it ; can you 
xa^'^ a clear Title, Colonel ? 

Col All Freehold, Child, and 1*11 afford ihcc a very 
good Bargain. \pnbraces her, 

Gib. Au my Sol, they mak muckle Wards about it, 
Ife ieer weary with landing, Ife e'en tak a Sleep. 

\Lies JetLVHrn 

J/ab. J^\ take a Leafe it mufl be for Life, Colonel. 

CoL Thou ihalt have me as long, or as little Time as 
thou wilt; my Dear, come, let's to my Lodging, and 
we'll Sign and Seal this Minute. 

Ifah, Oh, not fo faft. Colonel, there are many Things 
to be adjufted before the Lawyer and the Parfon comes. 

CoL The Lawyer, and Parfon ! No, no, ye little Rogue, 
we can finifli our Affairs without the Help of the Law—* 
or the Gofpel. 

Ifab. Indeed bat we can't. Colonel. 

CoL Indeed ! Why haft thou then trappan'd me out of 
my warm Bed this Morning for nothing ! Why, this is 
ihowing a Man half familh'd a well furnilh'd Larder, 
then clapping a Padlock on the Door, till you ftarve him 
quite. 

Ifab. If you can find in your Heart to fay Grace, Co- 
lonel, you Ihall keep the Key. 

CoL I love to fee my Meat before I give Thanks, Ma- 
dam, therefore uncover thy Face, Child, and Til tell thee 
more of my Mind. If I like you 

Ifab, I dare not rifk my Reputation upon your Ifs, Co- 
lonel, —and fo Adieu. \Going, 

CoL Nay, nay, nay, we muft net part. 

Ifah, As you ever hope to fee me more, fufpend your 

Curiofity now ; one Step farther lofes me for ever. 

Show yourfelf a Man of Plonour, and you fhall find me a 
Woman of Honour. . ^ \Exit, 

Cai. Well, for once, Fll truft to a blind Bargain, yL?L- 
dzm,^'^^(KiJ/es her Hand and parts,) But 1 (hall be too 
canning for your Lady (hip, if Gihhy obferves my Orders : 
Methinks thefe Intrigues, which relate to the Mind, are 

very infipid. The Converfation of Bodies is much 

more diverting.— .—Ha ! What do I fee, my Raf^al afleep f 

Sirrah, 
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Sirrah, did I not charge you to watch the Lady ? And is it 
thus you obfervc my Orders, ye Dog. ' [Kicks bim 

all this twhile, andbejhrugs^ and rubs bis Eyest 
andya^ns. 

Gib. That's treu, and lik youf Honour ; but I thought 
that when enceye Ixad her in ycr iawn Honds, yec mite a 
orderd her yer fal weel eneugh without me, en ye keen» 
and Ilk yer Honour. 

CoL Sirrah, hold your impertinent Tongue, and make 
hafte after her; if yon don't bring me fome Account of 
her, never dare to fee my Face again. [Exit. 

Gib, Ay! This is bony Wark indeed, -to run three 
hundred Mile to this wicked Town, an before I can weel 
fill my Wem, to be feat a Whore-hunting after this black 
ihee Devil. — ^What Gat fal I gang to fpeer for this WntcK 
now ? Ah, for a ruling Elder— or the Kirk's Treaferer 

or his Mon Id gar, my Mafter mak twa oh this ; 

-r-But I'm feer ther's na fike honeft People here, or there 
wou'd na be fo mnckle Scnldudric *. 

[Exter em Englife SMer puffing 'along- 

Oit, Geud Mon, did yc fee a Woman, a Lady» ony 
gate her away enow ? 

Ettg, Man, Yes, a great many. What kind of a Wo* 
in^n is it you enquire after. 

Gib. Geud troth,, fhe's ne Kenfpeklt , flic*8 aw ki » 
Clowd. 

Eng,Man. What! it's fome Highland Mohfter which 
you brought over with you, I fuppofe, I fee no fuch, not 
I, kenfpekle quotha ! 

Gib, Huly, huly, Mon, the Deel pike out yer Eyn, and 
then you'll fee the bater, ye Englijh bag Pudin Tike. 

Eng, Man, What fays the Fellow ? \Turning to Gibby* 

Gib, Say ! I i^y I am a better Fellow than e'er ftude up- 
cm yer Shanks — an gin I heer meer a ycr din,, deal a my 
Sol, Sir, but Ife crak your Crown. 

Eng, Man, Get you gone, you Scotch Rafcal, and thank 
your Heathen Dialed, which I don't underftand, that you 
han't your Bones broke. . 

Gib, Ay ! an ye do no underftond a Scots Man's Tongue 

* Fornication^ 

—Ife 
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— Ife fe gin ye can underflond a S<9fs Man's Gripe : Wha't 
the batter M^ now. Sir ? 

[La^s hold of him^ /hikes up bis Heelsf anJ^iti 
afiridi wer him^ 

Han Viobnte crafts the Stage^ Gihhy jumps up /rem tBt 
MoJt^ and hrujbes i^ to Violante. 

Gih. I VOW, Madam, bot I am glad that yee and I are 
foregathered. 

Vio, What wouM the Fellow have? 

Gih, Nothing, away Madam, wo worth ycr Heart» 
what a mockle deel a Mifehief had yee like to bring upon 
poor Qihhy. 

Vio. The Man's drunk. 

Gih* In .troth am I not.— An gin I had not fond ye. 
Madam, the Laird knows when I fiiou*d; ^fbr my Mafter 
bad me nere gang Heam, withoHt Tydings of yee. Ma* 
clam. 

Vie. Sirrah, get aboat your Bnfinefi, or Til have yo^ 
Bones drabb'd. 

Gib. Geud Faith, my MaAer has eVn dttn Aat te yer 
Honds, Madam. 

Via, Who is your Mailer, Friend ? 

Gib. Mony e'en Spiers the gat, they ken right wecl-^ 
It is no fo long fen yee parted wi him, I wi(h he ken yee 
haafe as weal as yee ken him. 

Via, Pugh, the Creature's mad or miftakes me for fome 
Body elie ; and I ihou'd be as mad as be, to talk to hin> 
any longer. [Exit. 

Enter Lifiardo ett the tipper End of the Stage, 
Lif So, fhe*s gone Home, I fee. What did that Scotch 
Fellow want with her ? I'll try to find it out, perhaps I 
may difcover fomething that may make my Mailer friends 
with me again.. 

Gib, Are yegaune, Madam, a deel fcopein your Com- 
pany, for I'm as weefe as I was ; but I'll bide and fee whafe 
Houfe it is, gin I can meet wi ony Civil Body to fpier at. 
— ^Weel of aw Men in the Warld, I think our Scots 
Men the greateft Feuls, to leave their weel favour'd ho- 
ned Women at Heam, to rin walloping after a Pack of 
Cyrcarlings here, that ftiame to fhow their Faces, and 

peer 
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peer Men, like me, are forc'd to be their Pimps ; a Pimp? 

Godfwarbit, Gihb/s ne'er be a Pimp And yet in troth 

it is a Thrcving Trade ;, I remember a Countryman aw 
mi can, that by ganging a fike like Errants as I am now, 
come to gat rreferment : My Lad, wot yee wha lives 
here ? [Turns and fees Liilardo. 

Lff, Den Pedro de Mendofa, 

Gib, An did ye fee a Lady gang in but now ? 

Lif yes I did. 

Gib. An dee ken her te ? 

LiJ/l It was Donna Violante his Daughter; what the 
Devil makes him fo inquifitive ? Here is fomething in it, 
that's certain. 'Tis a cold Morning, Brother, what think 
you of a Dram ? 

Gib. In troth, very weel. Sir. 

Lijf, You feem an honeft Fellow, prithee let's drink XSf 
our better Acquaintance. 

Gib. Wi aw my Heart, Sir ; gang ycr gat to the next 
Houfe, and Ife follow ye. ■ 

Lijffl Come along then. {Exit. 

Gib. Don Pedro de Mendofa Donna Violante his '. 

Daughter; that^s as right. as my Leg now Ife needna 
mcer, Pll tak a Drink, an then to my Mafter. — i- 

Ife bring him Ne^s ivillmak his Heart full Blee ; 

Gin he renjjards it not^ Deel fimp for me. [Exit, 

A C T IV. 

SCENE, Violante'j Lodgtvgs. 

E flier Ifabella in a gay Temper^ aud Violante out of 
Humour. 

IfciL T\ ^ Y Dear, I have been fteking you this half 
iVJ. Hour, to tell you the moft lucky Adventure. 
Vio, And you have pitched upon the moft unlucky Plour 
for it, that you cou'd poflibly have found in tlie whole four 
and Twenty, 
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If ah. Hang unlucky Hours, I won'c think of them % \ 
iope all my Misfortunes are paft. 

Fio, And mine all to come. 

Ifah, I have (ecn the -Man I like. 

Via. And I h%ve ieen the Man that I coa'd wiih to 
hate. 

IJab. And you muft affift me In difcovcring whether he 
can like me, or not. 

Vio. You have affifled me in fuch a Difcovery already^ 
I thank ye. 

Ifab. What fay you, my Dear? 

Vio, I fay I am very unlucky at Difcoveries, Ifahella ; 
I have too lately made one pernicious to my Eafe j your 
Brother is falife, 

Ifab. Impoffible! 

Vio. Moft true. 

I/ab. Some Villain has traduc'd him to yon. 

Vio. No, 1/abeIlay I love too well to truft the Eyes of 
others ; I never credit the ill judging World, or form 
Sufpicions upon vulgar Cenfures; no, I had ocular Proof 
of his Ingratitude. 

I/ab^ Then I_ am moft unhappy ; my Brother was the 
only Pledge of Faith betwixt us ; if he has forfeited your 
Favour, I have no Title to your Friendftiip. 

Vio. Yon wrong my Friendfliip, I/abella; your own 
Merit intitles you to every Thing within my Power. 

I/ab, Generous Maid Bat may I not know what 

Grounds you have to think my Brother fa!fe. 

Vto. Another time — But tell me, I/abella^ how can I 
ferve you ? 

I/ab. Thus then The Gentleman that brought me 

hither, I have feen and talk'd with upon the Terreiro di - 
fajfa this Morning, and find him a Man of Senfe, Gene- 
rofity, and good Humour ; in fhort, he is every Thing 
that I cott'd like for a Hufband, and I have difpatch*d Mrs* 
Tlora to bring him hither; 1 hope you'll forgive the Li- 
berty I have taken. 

Vio. Hither, to what Purpofe ? 

I/aq. To the great univerfal Purpofe, Matrimony. 

Vio. Matrimony ! Why do you defign to afk him ? 

Ifab. No, ViolantCy you muft do that .for me. 

ViQ. I thank you for the Favour you defign me, but de- 

firc 
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fire to be excos'd : I manage my own AiFairs too ill» to be 
trufted with thofe of other People ; befides ; if my Far 
ther ibouM find a Stranger here, it might make him hurry 
me into a Monajlery immediately ; I can't for my \sd^ ad- 
mire your Condudy to encourage a Perfon altogether un- 
known to you. *Twas very imprudent to meet him 

thi« Mornine^ but much more fo» to fend for him hidier> 
knowing what Inconveniency you have already drawa 
upon me. 

I/ab. I am not infenfible how far my Misfortunes have 
embarrafi you ; and^ if you pleafe, iacrifice my Quiet to 
your own, 

Vio. Unkindly urg'd — ^Have I not preferr'd your Hap- 
pinefs to every ^hing that's dear to me ? 

Ifab, I know thou haft Then do not deny me thi« 

laft Requeft, when a few Hours perhaps, may render my 
Condition, able to clear thy Fame, and^bring my Brother 
to thy Feet for Pardon, 

Vio* I wi(h you don't repent of this Intrigue. I fuppofe 
he knows you aie the fame Woman that he brought in here 
' laft Night. 

Ifah. Not a Syllable of that ; I met him veiPd, and te 
prevent his knowing the Houfe, I ordei'd Mrs. flora to 
bring him by the back Door into the Garden. 

Vio. The very Way which Felix comes ; if they ihould 
meet, there would be fine Work Indeed, my Dear> I 
^an't approve of your Defign. 

Enter Flbra. 

F/er. Madam, the Colonel waits your Pleafure. 

Vio, How durft you go upon fuch a Meflage, Miftrefi, 
without acquainting me ? 

Ifab, 'Tis too late to difpute that now, dear Violante, I 
acknowledge the Raftinefsof the A6tion — But confider the 
Neceffity of my Deliverance. 

Vio, That is indeed a weighty Confideration ; well» 
what am I to do ? 

> Ifab. In the next Room I'll give you InfbufUons ; in the 
mean time, Mrs. Flora^ (how the Colonel into. this. 

[Exit Flora one Way^ ««/ Ifab. and Vio. another. 

Re-enter Flora fwith the Colonel. 
fk. The Lady will wait on you prefently. Sir* \Exit. 

Col. 
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CoL Very well— •This b a wwfy fruitful Soil. I have 
not been here quite four and twenty Hours, and I have 
three Intrigues upon my Hands already, but 1 hate the 
Chafe, without partaking the Game. [Enter Violante 
^eiVd) Ha, a fine fiz'd Woman — Pray Heaven (he proves 
bandfome— -I am come to obey your LadyQiip's Com- 
mands. 

fVo, Are you fure of that. Colonel ? 
CcL If yon be not very unreafonable indeed. Madam ; 
a Man is but a Man. [Takes her Hand and kijjes it. 

Vio, Nay, we have no Time for Compliments, Co- 
lonel. 

CoL I underftand you. Madam Montre me^ i/otre 

Cbambre, [ Takes her in his Arms* 

Vio. Nay, nay, hold Colonel, my Bed-chamber is not 
to be enter'd without a certain Purchafe. 

CoA Purchaie ! Humph : This is ibme kept Miftrefs, I 
fuppofe, who induilrioufly lets out her leifure Hours. {Afiiie) 
Look ye. Madam, you mud coniider we Soldiers are not 
over-ftock'd with Money. — But we make ample Satisfac* 
tion in Love ; we have a World of Courage upon our 
Hands now, you know : — Then prithee ufe a Confcience^ 
and ril try if my Pocket can come up to your Price. 

[Puts his Hands into his Pocket. 
Fio. Nay,' don't give yonrfelf the Trouble of drawing 
your Purfe, Colonel, my Defign is level'd at your Perfon, 
if that be at your own Difpofals 

CoL ~Ay, that it is Faith, Madam, and I'll fettle it as 

firmly upon thee^i 

Fio. As Law can do it. 

CoL Hang Law in Love ai^rs ; thou ihalt have Right 
and Title to it out of pure Inclination— —A matrimonial 
Hint^gain ! Gad, I. fancy the Women have a Projeft on 
Foot to tran (plant tlie Union into Portugal. 

Fio. Then you have an Averfion to Matrimony, Co- 
lonel ; did you never fee a Woman, in all your Travels, 
that you cou'd like for a Wife ? 

CoL A very odd Quefb'on^Do you really expeA that 
I (hou'd fpeak Truth now ? 

Fio. I do, if you expedl to be fo dealt with. Colonel. 

CoL Why then Yes. 

Fio. is (he in your own Country, or this ? 

CoL 
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Col, This is a very pretty kind of a Catechiftn ; but I 
don't conceive which Way h turns to Edification : In thig 
Town 1 believe, Madam. 

Vio, Her Name is 

CoL Ay, how is flie call'd, Madam ? 

Vio, Nay, I aflc you that. Sir. 

CoL Oh, oh, why ihe is call'd— rPray, Madam, how is 
it you fpell your Name ? 

Fio, Oh, Colonel, I am not the happy Woman, nor 
do I wilh it. 

CoL No, I am forry for that. — ^What the Devil does 
Ihe mean by all thefe Queftions ? [AJide, 

Vio, Come, Colonel, for once be fincere. Perhaps 
you may not repent it. 

CoL Faith, Madam, I have an Inclination to Sincerity, 
but I'm afraid you'll call my Manners in Queftion : This 
IS like to be but a iilly Adventure, here's fo much Sin- 
cerity required. [AJt^e 

F'o^ Not at all: I prefer Truth "before Compliment in 
this Affair. 

CoL Why then, to be plain with you, Madam, a Lady 
kft Night wounded my Heart by a Fall from a Window, 
whofe Perfon I cou'd be contented to take, as my Father 

• took ipy Mother, till Death us doth part. But whom 

ihe is, or how diftinguiih'd, whether Maid, Wife, or Wi- 
dow, I ran't inform yon ; perhaps you are Ihe. 

Fio, Not to keep you in Sufpence, I am not (he, but I 
can give you an Account of her : That Lady is a Maid of 
Condition, has ten thoufand Pounds ; and if you are a- 
fingle Man, her Perfon and Fortune are at your Service. 

CoL 1 accept the Offer with the higheft Tranfports ; 
but fay, my charming Angel, art thou not flie ? {offers to 
embrace her) This is a lucky Adventure. [^AJide. 

Fio, Once again. Colonel, I tell you \ am not (he — 
But at Six this Evening yon fhall find her on the Ter- 
retro de pojfa^ with a white Hand kcrcl^ief in her Hand; 
get a Prieft ready, and you know the reft. 

CoL I fhall infallibly obferve your Diredlions, Madam. 

lEnter Flora haftilyy and nuhifpers Violante, ^whoftarts and 
feems furpri^ad, 
Fio, Ha, Telix crojQing the Garden, fay you, what fhall 
X do now ? CdL 
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F/9. Oh» Colonel, my Father is comiog ^ihCTj sqi4 'f 
lie finds yos here, I am ratnM ! 

CW. Od'sUfe, Madam, thraft me any wkere } ca^'t it 
gooattbis Wayi 

Fm. No, no, no, he comes that Way; ho^r ft^ I 
|>revent dieir Meeting? Here, here, ftep uitp p^y Qed- 
chamber and be ftill, as.you yalae he^* yon love $ 4on't iUr 
dU yoo've Nodoe, ai cvtt you hope to have hf r i;i yoor 
Arms. 

C^. On duu Condidoa Ym not breadie. [£»^. 

EwUr Felix. 

F^/. I wonder where my I>og of a Serrant is all diis 
whil e ■ B at (he is at home I find— —How coldly ihe 
regards me-*-— You look, Fiohfrtey as if the Sight of me 
were trooblefiime. 

Fio. Can I do otherwife, when you have the Aflttrance 
to approach me, after what t iaw to Day. 

FeL Aflbrance, rather call it good Natare^ alter what I 
heard laft Night; but fuch regard to Honour have I in 
my Love to you, I cannot bear" to be fufpe Aed, nor fuffer 
you to entertain falfe Notions of my Truth, without en- 
deavouring to convince you of my Innocence, to much 
good Nature have I more than you Fioiante.^-'-^Fny ^ve 
me Leave to afic your Woman one Queftion ; my Man af- 
fares me file was the Peribn you (aw at my Lodgings. 

Flor. I confefs it. Madam, and a(k your Pardon. 

Fi^, Impudent Baggage, not to undeceive me fooner i 
what Bttfinefs cou'd you have there ? 

/7». UJkrA and flie, it feems, imitate you and L 

ftf/. I love to ibllow the Example of my Betters, Ma* 
dam. 

Fei. I hope I am joftifyd 

Fi0. Since we are to part, Felix , there needed no Jufti- 
fication. 

FeL Methihks you talk of parting as a Thing indille* 
rent to you ; can you forget how I have lov'd ? 

Fio, I wjih I could forget my own Pafiion ; I ihouM 
with lefs Concern remember yours ■ ■ But for Mrs. 
Flor a ' ' 

FeL Yoamuft forgive her; Mnft, did I fay? I fear 

C I have 
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I have no Power to impofe, tho' the li^wy was done 
to me. 

Fio. 'Tis harder to pardon an Injury done to what we 
love than to ourfelvcs-; bat at your Requeft, Felix^ I do 
forgive her ; go watch my Father, Flora, left he flxoo'd 
avs^e and furprize us. 

FU. Yes, Madam. [ExUFlorsLk 

Fit. Doft thou then love me, Vidante / 

Yio. What need of Repetition from my Tongue, when 
every Look confefTes what yoii a(k ? . ^ 

/>/, Oh ! let 410 Man judge of Ldve but thofe who feel 

it ; what wondrous Magic lies in one kind Look. One 

tender Word deftroys a Lover's Rage, and melts his fierceft 
Paflion into foft Complaint Oh the Window, Vhlante, 
woiild'ft diou but clear that one Sufpicion ! 

f'/c. Prithee, no more of that, ray Felix, a litde Time 
ihall bring thee perfeA Satisfadlion. 

FiL Well, ViolATnt, on that Condidon you think no 
more of a Monaftery.-— ^Pli watt with Patience for thi» 
mighty Secret. 

Vio. Ah, FiUxf Love generally gets the- better of Reli- 
gion in us Women : Refoluuons made in Heat of Paffion, 
ever diiTolve upon Reconciliation. 

Enter Flora haftily. 

Flo, Oh, Madam, Madam, Madam ! my Lord your 
Father has been in the Garden, and lock'd the back Door, 
and comes muttering to himfelf this Way. 

Fio, Then we are caught : Now, Felix, we are undone. 

Feh Heavens forbid, this is inoft unlucky ! let me (lep 
into your Bed-chamber, he won't look under the Bed ; 
there I may conceal myfelf. [runs to the Do^r, andpufljes 

it open a little,. » 

Vio, My Stars ! If he goes in there he'll iind the Co- 
'lonel. ■ No, no, Felix, that's no fafe Place, my Fa- 

ther often goes thither; and ihon'd you cough, or 
fneeze, we are loft. 

FeL Either my Eyes decei/d me, or I faw a Man» 
within ; I'll watch him clofe— — -She ihall deal with the 
Devil, if (he conveys him out without my Knowiedgew 
(Afide,) What ftiall I do then ? 

Vio. Blcfs me, how I tremble I 

Fh. 
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•> Flo. Oh, Invention^ Invention ! — ^I liave it» Madam ; 
hcre^ hererhere. Sir, off with your Sword, and I'll fetcl| 
you a Difguife. [Runs in emdftubts out a RiSng-lhod^ 

FeL Ay, ay» anv thing to avoid Don Ptdro. 

Vio* Oh ! Quick, quick, quick, I ihall die with Ap- 
prehenfion. [Flora/ir/i tbo JtiJing^Hood on Feltx. 

Fh* Befure you don't fpeak a Word ! 
. FeJ, Not for the /ir^i/j.— i— But I ihall obferve yoa 
dofer dian you imagine. [j^fUe. 

Pedro (Within.) VioUmu, where are you Child ? {En^ 
ter Don Pedro.) Why, how came the Garden Door open ? 
Ha \ How now ; who have we here ? 

Fio. Humph, hell certainly diicover him. [4fi^. 

Flo, *Tis my Mother, and pleafe you. Sir. 

[Sbo W Felix both Cnrujy. 

Pedro, Your Mother ! By St. Anthony (he's a Strapper ; 
why, you are a Dwarf to her., — ^How many Chikiren have 
you, good Woman ? 

Via, Oh ! If he fpeaks we are loft. [Mde. 

Flo, Oh ! Dear Senior, (he can't hear you ; flie hasbecn 
deaf thefe twenty Years. 

Pedro, Alas, poor Woman. ■■■■■ W hy, you muffle her 
up as if ihe were blind too. 

Fel, Wou'd I were fairly off. [Jfide, 

Pedro, Turn op her Hood. 

Fio, Undone for ever.— St. Jntbeny forbid : Oh, Sir, 
flie has the dreadfuUeft unlucky Eyes.— — ^Pray don't look 
upon them ; I made her keep her Hood £hut on purpofe. 
Oh, oh, oh 1 

Pedro, Eyes ! Why, what^s the Matter with her Eyes ? 

Flo, My poor Mother, Sir, is much afflidled with the 
Cholick ; and about two Months ago Ihe had it grievoufly 
in her Stomach, and was over-peduaded to take a Dram 
of filthy Englijh Gearwi.— Which ^immediately flew up 
into her Head, and caus'd Aich a Defluxion in her Eyes, 
that ihe cou'd never lince bear the Day-light. 

Pedro, Say you fo — Poor Woman ! —Well, make her 
ill down, Fiolante^ and give her a Glafs of Wine. 
. Fio, Let her Daughter give her a Glais below, Sir ; for 
. my part ihe has frighted me fo, J (han't be myfelf thek 
• two Hours. I am fiire her Eyes are evil Eyes. 

Fd, Well hinted. 

C 2 Ped>y, 



F«*«. W«I1,. -vreH, "do io; evil »Eves, there is no cvB 
Ey«, Ohfld, jl^joir Felix flifi^Honu 

/¥». I cm glad Ms gone. 

P^^^rf. Haft thou lieapd the News, Violamtf 

#^». l^hat'News, Sir? 

ft^fp. ^Whlf^Vt^^uezV^sjoxty that Don Lo/ed?sjy7aiA'* 
ter J/a^llot is run* awa/from her Fadier ; diat Lord has 

♦ery iH'Fprtiinetrfthf his^ChlWren.^ ^'Well, Tm glad jnjr 

Dai^hter has no Indinatioji to Mankmd ; that my Houfe' 
i8flagnM"with*noSnit6rs. 14^'^' 

^w. ^Titts is Ac -firft Word I ever heard of it ; J pitjr 
her Frailty. - 

P^o. WcH {MyThlante. -Next Week I intend thy 

Happinefs ihall4)^n. [£»r^r Flora. 

rh. I don^ intend to ^yfoloqgy I' thank yon Papa. 

[A/tde. 

Pidn. -My 'Lady J/M^s writes Word ihe loijgs to -fee 
thee, and has provided every Thiog in order for thy -Re- 
ceptlem. — ^Thou wilt kad a happy Life^ my Gn*]. — ^,Fif^ 
Ti mes tefor e that of Matrinrony; where an extravagant 
Coxcomb might make a Beggar of thee, or a^'ill-natcu^d 
firrly^og 'break thy Heart. 

Flp. Bfeak her Heart J She had as good have her 'Bqdm 
brofae jas to be a Nun ; I am.ftire I had rather of the two. 

You are wondrous, kind, 'Sir ; but ifi had fucH a 

JPa^cr, I ^cnow what 1 would do. 

Ptdro, ' WJiy, What woa'd you do NKnx, ha ? 

Fk. I wt)il»dtdl him T had as good 'Right and Xitle to 
the Laws of Nature, and the £nd of the Creation, as he 
had. ■ ' n 

Pedro, You wouM, Miftrefi ; who the Devil doubts k? 
' A ^-pi^ii Aflhrance is a 'Chamber-maid's Coat of Arms 5 
and lying, 'and tJontrfniTg, the Supporters — -^ Your Jncli- 
nations'are on Tip^toe it feems — ff I fi^re yojir Father^ 
Houfewifc,'Pdhare a Peraiance enjoytf d you, fo ilrift, that 
you (hottld not' be able to turn you in your Bed for a 

Month ¥ouare enough to fpoil your Udy, Houle- 

wife, if -flie had not abundance of Devotion. 

Fh. Fyct Pkra; Arc not you alham'd to talk thus to 
my Father? Youfaid, Ycfterday, you woifd be glad to 
go with me intone Monaftery. 

Pidn. She go with thee ! No, no, ftt's enough to de-* 

bauch 
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battcb Urn whole Convent — >-.We]t, C]|il4 mnembcr 

wiatliaidtathcc; n€x« Wtck-*-^— 

Vios Ajy and what am I to do this too. — — ~ {Afide,) I 
am air Obedience, Sir ; i cai0 not Jiow* ib«n I duwge no/ 
Condkionj 

Fk* But litde does be think what Chai\gefte SMans. 

P/^-o* WeH £u4 ^«/4^f .•—— I am ^ad to find her ib 
valuing to leave the Woild, bot it is wholly owing to my 
prudent Management; did ihe know that Ihe might 
command her Fortune when ih« came at k\gty or upon the 
Day of Mlimage, peibaps-iheM change her Note. ■ 
But I h^> always told her that \tj Graad&ther left k 
with this Provifo, That ihe tnrn'd Nun ; now a fmall Pan 
of this twenty thoufand Pounds provides for her in the 
Ncmiicry» and the reft is ay ew»; thcie is nothing to be^ 
got in this Life withoitt Policy. (Jfidi^) Well, Child, I 
sftt goii^ into' the Country for two or three Days* to fet- 
tle fomr ASStm with thy Uncfir>-.«-*And t&«i-— ^Come 
help me cki.«itii a^ Cloak, Chsldi 

>3*.. Yes, Sin [&x^PedIO ^iiJ^ Viofemt<<. 

Eln Bo^ ndw fbc the'Coknd. (Gm /« thg Cba/fthfr- 
BtmJ mst; hifti CoboeL \C9kml pettiug. 

Ck4l5thcrCoaftdcar?^ 

fb. Yes, if yoo ca» climb; ftryoa.Moft ftetover the 
Wafh^Hbuie, and: jump tsxm the Oaidcn^Wall into the 
Street. 

i Cdif'Hwfi Stay, I don't value My Neck if my Jbicogiuta 
aeAversibst thy Lady's Piomi&. \&di Q6i. md Plonu 

Me-iwfer Pedro ^m^ Vk>laasr* 

Bedro. Good by, Vklanfi^ take care of thyiclf. Child.' ^ 

iPjfw. ImXti you a good. Journey, Sir.*«-Now to iet my 
Irifoney. at Literty. {Enttn Beliy. kMnd ViolerTtr* 

F^L I have lain perdue under the Stairs, tili I mratck'd 
Ae old S4mi out. 

Fh. Sk^ Sbg yoB' mzy tippeir^ [Gaer.t^ tie Dodt. 

FeL May: he fo, Madam ? — I had Caufe for. my. Sufpi* 
caon» 1 fincf, tteadieraut Wloman* 

^i«. Ha, Feiutherelt^ Naty, thov aiPs dticover'db 

F//. . f^mu./ Villacki,. wiiocMr thou, ar^ com«. oet 1) 
ciiaree thee,and take the Renrerd^ofit^ adtdtenMaEmnd^ 
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Vio. What fliall I fay ? Nothing but the Secret 

which I have fworn to keep can reconcile this Quarrel. 

FeL A Coward ! Nay, then- Pll fetch you out, think 
not to hide thyfclf; no, by St. Anthony^ an Altar fliould 
not prote^ thee, even there I'd reach thy Heart, the' all 
the >iaints were arm'd in thy Defence. [Estiu 

Vio. Dcfen<l me Heaven ! What fliall I do ? I muil 
difcover Ifahelluy or here will be Murder. ■ 

- Enttr Flora. 
Tlo, I have h^lp*d the Colonel off clear. Madam. 
Vio, Say'ft thou fo, my Girl ? then I am arm'd. 

Re-enter Felix. 

^ Fel Where has the Devil in Compliance to ycuir Sex 
convey'd him from my juft Refentments ? 

Vio. Him, who do you mean, my dear inquifitive Spark/ 
Ha, ha, ha, will you never leave theie jealous Whims ? 

Fel. Will you never ceafc to impofe upon mc ? 

Vio. You impofe upon yonrfelf, my Dear ; do you think 
J did not fee ydlx? Yes, I did, and reiblv^ to pat this 
Trick ujpon you ; I knew you'd take the Hint, and fooa 
relapfe into your wonted £rror : How eaiily your Jealoafy 
is fired ? I fliall have a-Uefled Life widi yon« 

FeL, Was there nothing, in it theo^ btrt onlyi to. try me ? 

Fio. Won't you bclieve*your Eyes ? 

FeL No, becauie I itiidi they have ddceiv'd roe ; wdl,? I 

. am convinc'd that F^th is. as neceffary in Love as inReU*: 

gion ; for the Moment a Man lets a Woman know her 

Conqnefl, he reiigns his Senfes, and fees nothing but what 

fiie'd have him. 

Vio* And as ^oon as that .M^n.fnda hie Love returned, 
flie becomes as. errant a SlaV^, as if (he had already faid. 
after the Prieft, , . '. • u -.. . 

FeL The Prieft, Violante^ wojild diflipatc thofe Fear^ 
which caufe- thefe Qaarrels ; when wilt thou make me 
happy? 

Vio, To-morrow, I will tell thee ; my Father is gone 
for two or three Days to my Uncle's^ we have Time enough 
to finiih our AiFair5-«--i-^J^t prithee leave me now, foe I 
cxpe^ fQDwiiadies to«vUit me- 
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FeL If yott command it.— Fly fwift ye Hoars, and 
bring To morrow 00.7* Yon defire I wou'd leave you, 
Violante* 

ho. I do at preient. 

Fel. So much you reign the Sovenigm of mj Soul, 

7 hat I obey ivithout the leaft. ConirouL ^ [Exit. 

Enter Ifabella. 
' I/ah. I am glad my Brother and you are reconciPdy my 
Dear, and the Colonel efcap'd without his Knowledge ; 1 ' 
Vas frighted out of my Wits when I heard him return.— 
I know not how to exprefs my Thanks, Woman— >for what 
voa fafef'd for my Sake, my grateful Acknowledgments 
mall ever wait you ; and to the World proclaim the Faith, 
Truth, and Honour of a Woman. 

Vio. Prithee don't compliment thy Friend, I/abella,-^ 
You heard the Colonel, I fuppoie ? 
: i/ah. Every Syllable, and am pleased to find I ^o not 
love in vain. 

Fio. Then haft caught his Heart, it (eems ; and an Hour 
lience may iecure hi$ Ferfon.*— Thou haft made faafty Work 
m\ OirL 

1/ah, From hence I draw my Happinefs, we fiUU have 
BO Accounts to make up after Confununation. 

She njohofof Tears, protract her Louver*! Pain^ 
And makes him njoijh, and «iuait^ andfigh in *vain^ 
To he his Wife, luhen late fie gi*ves Con/.nt, 
Finds half his Paffion ivas in Ceurffiif Jpent i 
Whilft they ivho boldly nail Delays remove^ 
Find e'very Hour afrefi Supply of Love. 

A C T V. 

S' C E N E, Frederlck'j Heu/e. 

Enter Felix and Frederick. 

FeL ' I ^HIS Hour has been propitious, I am recon- 
X ciPd to Violante^ and you aflure me Antonio is. 
out of Danger. 

Fred. Your SatisfaAion is doably minet 

C 4 Enter 
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Eftnf Lijfiario* 

/>/.. What Hafieyott loadey SirraJiy to bring me Word 
if J^9lame went home ? 

Z^ I can give you very good Retfims for irty Stay, 
6ir— Yes, Sii, fhe went home. 

Frtd. O! Your Mafter knows that, for he has. been 
tikbre himfelf, LiJ/ardo. 

Lijfi Sir, may I beg tli« FavOttr of yoar Ear. 

Mth What hav« y^^ ^ % ^ i^^^'* OmiFdix 

feems unuifym 

Fred. H% F^Um changes Colour at UJpKtdfz News* 
What can it be? 

Fel: A Suti Feofmaa, that belongs to Colonel Bfit$9th 
an Acqaaintanee of FredericJ^^^ fay yoo ? the Devil ! If 
(he be falie, by Heaven V\\ trace her. Prithee, Frukritk^ 
io yoo know one Colbael Briomh a Siot/man ? 

Fred, Yes, why do yoo aflcma ? 

Fel. Nay, no great Matter | bot aiy Man telk me that 
he has had fome little Difference with a Servant of hit^ 
•hat's all. * . 

/rri^. £ie is a good harmlefs innccefit Fellow^ I am 
furry for it ; the Colonel lodges in my Hottie, I know hte 
formeriy^ i& Btighmdi and net him here by Acddenc laft 
Night, and g^ve him an Invitation home ; he is a GeOtle^ 
men ofagood Eflate, befides his Commiffioa j of excellent 
Principles^ and f{ri£l Honour^ I afiare you. 

Fel. Is he a Man of Intrigue ? 

Fred. Like other Men, I fuppofe, here he comes.—— 

[£«/«r Colonel. 
Colonel, I began to think I had lofl you. 

CoL — And not without fome Reafons, if yOu knew all. 

Fel. There's no Danger of a fine Gentleman'^ being loft 
in this Town, Sir. 

CcL That Compliment don't belong to me. Sir. Bat 
I a/fure you I have been very near being run Away with. 

Fred, Who atiempte^ it ? 

CoL Faith, I know her not — Only that fhe is a charm* 
ing Woman, I mean as much as I faw of her. 

FeL My Heart fwells with Apprehenilon.— «{ome aedU 
dental Rencounter.-^* 

Fred, A Tavern, I fuppofe, adjufted the Matter.-^ 
Cel. A TaverQ ! Noi mg Sif, ihe is above that Ratik^ 

Iaf< 
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I affure yoq ; tbis Njmph fkeps in a Vdvet JkA^ and 
Lodgings every Way agreeable. 

/W. Ha, a Velvet Bed ^-«I diougbt yoa find but aowv * 
8ir9 yon knew her not. 

Col No more I don't. Sir. 
• Fel How came you diea fb well acquainted w!tb k^ ' 
£eG . 

/Vt/. Ay, ay, come, come, imfUd. 

C«/. Why then ypn maft know, GentkmeiVy tfcat I wa« 
convey'd to her Lodgings, by one of Cnpid*t Emifiiirie^y - 
calPd a Chambermaid, in a Chair, duo* fifty bKnd AIley«r> 
who, by the help of a Key, let me into m Garden. 

FeL S'Death» a Garden, thi» muft be FhUmti^z Gar- 
den, tjflfde, 

CoL From thence cofida6led nte into a fpacious Room* . 
then dropt me a Courtefy, told me her Lady wosid w^t 
on me preiently ; fo, without isnvaHing, modeftly with- 
drew. ' 

Fet IJamn her Modefiy ; ^is was FkrH, [Jfi^* 

Fred. Well, how then Colonei f 

CoL Then Sir, immediately A-om another Door xfibed 
fbrth a Lady, arm'd at both Eyes ; from whence fuck 
Showers of Darts^fell roand me, that had I not been co- 
ver*d with the Shield of another Beaoty, I had infallibly 
fiill'n. a Martyr to her Charaw ; for you muft know I jtift. 
faw her Eyes.: Eyes, did I fay ? No, no, hoW, I fkw 
but oae Eye, tho* I fuppofe it had a Fellow, equally as > 
killing. • 

/>/. Bathowc^meyou to fete her Bed, Sir? S*DeatI», 
this Expectation gives a thoufand Racks. I4fide. 

Ofl/.' Why, upon her Maid's giving Notice her Father - 
w«s coming, 4hc ihnift me into the Bed-Chamber. 

/>/. Upon her Father Vcoxrnng? 

CoL Av, fo fhe faid ; but puttinjf my Ear W the^Key- 
^le of the Door, I found it was aAotner Lover. 

/V/ Confound the Jihl Twas* ibe without Difj'ut^. 

Frtd* Ah poor Colonel, ha, ha, ha. ^ 

CoL Idifcovcr'd they had had a Quarrrt, biit whether 
dcy were reccncilM or not, I can't tell, far the fecond • 
Alarm brought the Father in good earneft, and had Uke 

C s to 
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to have .made the Gentleman and I acquainted, but Hie 
found Tome other Stratagem to convev him out. 

FeL Contagion ieize her, and malce h^r Body ugly as 
her Soul. There's nothing left to doubt of now, — 'Tis 
'plain 'twas fiie— Sure he knows me, and ukes this Me« 
.thod to infult me ; S'Death, I cannot bear'it. [^^. 

FreJ, SOf when (he had difpatched herald Lover, ibe 
paid you a Vifit in her Bed-Chamber, ha. Colonel ? 

CoL . No, Pox take the impertinent Puppy, he fpoil'd 
my Diveriion, I faw her no more. 
' FeL Very fine ! give me Patience, Heaven, or I Ihall 
Tourft with Rage. [4fi^' 

Fruf, That was hard. 

CoL Nay, what was worfe,' the Nymph that introduced 

me convey'd me out again over the Top of a high Wall, 

. where I ran the Danger of having my Neck broke, for 

the Father, it ieems, had lock'd the Door by which I 

enter'd. 

FeL That Way I mifs'd him :— - Damn her Invention. 
(Afide,) Pray Colonel, was this the £ime Lady you jnet 
upon the Terrino de pirjk this Morning ? 

Col. Faith I can't tell, Sir, I had a Defign to kno^ 
who that Lady was, but my Dog of a Footman, whom I 
had order'd to watch her home, fell fall a Sleep — I gave 
^him a good beating for his Neglei^, and I liave never feen 
]|he Rafcal ilnce. 
I Fred, Here he comes. i 1 . . 

Enter GIbby. 

CoL Where have you been, Sirrah i, 

Gib. Troth Ife been feeking yec an like yer Honour 
tbefe twa Hoors an meer, I bring yee glad, Tendings, Si:. 

CoL What have you found the Lady ? . ' 

Gib. Geud Faite ha I, Sir— an /hee^'caU'd Donna Vio^ 
lanie^ and her Parent Don Pedro de Mendc/a^ an gin yee 
wull gang wa mi, an'tlike.ye'r Honour, lie mak you ken 
the Hufe right wcel. 

F^A O Torture ! Torture ! \^Afide. 

CoL Ha! Violante! That's the Lady's Name of the 
Houfe where my Incognita is, fare it could not be he^, 
at k.aH it was not the fame Houfe I'm confident. [^^- 
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Fred, Violantt ! 'Tis faUe, I wou'd not have you credit 
him. Colonel.' 

Gih* The Deel barft my Blader, Sir, gin I lee. 

Pel. SirraK, I fay you do lye, and 1*11 make you eat 
it, yon Dog. (kich him J And if your Mafter Will jallif/ 
you. • 

CoL Not I, faith Sir,— I anfwer for no body's Lyes but 
, my own, if you pleaie, kick him again. 

Gth, But gin he dus, ITe ne uke it. Sir, gin he was a 
thoufand Spaniards. [walks about in a Pajfton, 

CoL I ow'd you a beating. Sirrah, and I'm oblig'd to 
this Gentleman for taking the TrouUe off my Hands ; 
therefore iay no more, d'ye hear. Sir ? [JJide to Cibby. 

Gib. Troth de I Sir, and feel tee. 

Fred. This muft be a Miftake, Colonel, for I know Ft- 
elante perfcAly well, and I'm certain ihe would not meet 
you upon the Terriero de paffa. 

CoL Don't be too poiitive, Frederick^ now I have (bme 
Reaibns to believe it was that very Lady. 

FeL You'd very much oblige me. Sir, if you'd let me 
know thefe Reafons. 

CoL Sir. 

FeL Sir, I fay I have a Right to enquire into thoie Rea« 
fons you ipeak off. 

'CoL Ha, ha, really Sir I cannot conceive how you« or 
any Man can have a Right to enquire into my Thougts. 

FeL Sir, I have a Right touevery Thing that relates to 
Viclante — And he that traduces her Fame, and rcfufes to 
give his Reafbns for't, is a Villain, . [Dratus* 

CoL What the Devil have I been doing j now Blifters 
on my Tongue, by Dozens. [A^de, 

Fred. Prithee Felix don't quarrel, till you know for 
what ; this is all a Miiiake I'm pofitive, 

Cel. Look ye. Sir, that I dare draw my Sword I think 
will admit of no Difpute — But tha' fighting's my Trade, 
I'm not in Love with it, and think it more honourable to 
decline this^Budnefs, than purfne it. This may be a Mif- 
take 5 however, I'll give yoa my Honour never to have 
any Affair dire^ly, or indire£lly with Fiolante, provided 
file is your Fiof^mte^ but if. there (hou'd happen to be an<r 
other of^ier Name, I hope you wou'd not engrofs all the 
Fiolanta in the Kingdom* 

Q 6 FeL 
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/rA Y(Hiv Vanity hft» girea me fafficient Iteaioiifl to 
believe I'm not midaken ; I'm not to be knpos'd up- 
on^ Sir. 

0>i, Nor I hMfd, Sit. 

Fil. Bftiy4 } S'DeatH, fiseh another Word, and IH 
nail tfeee to the Wall. 

C0K Art fWi (nrt of that » Sfamani. [Btows^ 

Gib, (Draws) Say tut racer Moil, vt9r vptj So! here's 
Twa to Twa> dona fear Sir, Gilrfy ftonds by ye for the 
Us/not a S^iiandk [Vapours about^ 

trtd. By St. Antbmt^ you fiian't fight (inttrfofa) on 
bitfe Safpidon, be certain of the Injury, and then.— ^ 

ttk That I will this Moment, and Uien, Sir--I hope 
you are to be found.— ^ 

C«/. Whedevw yon pleafe. Sir. [Exit Fdix^ 

Qih. S'BIeedy Sir, thene neer was Scotfinan yet that 
iham'd to ihew his Face. -[ft^^tfi^g ^b^uu 

fred, So^ Qoarrels fpring np like Mnihrooms, in a Mi* 
nute : VioUmUt and he, was bat juft reconcil'd, and yoa- 
have familh'd htm with freih Matter for falling out again, 
and I am certain. Colonel, Gibiyis in the Wroog. 

Gib. Gin I be Sir, the Mon that uld me leed^ and gki 
ht dtKl, the Dael be my Landlard; Hell my Winter Qgar" 
ters, and a Rope my Winding Sheet, Gin I dee no lib 
him as lang as I can hold a Stick in my Hond, now^ 
fee ycc 

CeL 1 am ferry for what I have fnd, for the Lady's Sake, 
but who could divine, that die was hia Miftrefs ; prithee 
who is this warm Spark ? * 

Fred, He is the Son of one of our Grandees, nam'd' 
Don Lopez, de PementelU a very honeft Gentleman, boT 
fomething pafficmate in whSt relates to his Lore— He is an 
only Son, which perhaps may be one Reafon for indulg- 
ing his Paffion. 

Col, When Parents have bat one Child, they either maktt 
a Madman, or a Pool of hiiH. 

Fred, He is not the only Child, he has a Siiler ; bnt T 
think, thro' the Severity of his Father, who would have 
married her againd lier Inclination, (he haa made her £i^ 
cape, and notwithilanding he has Offer'd five hundred 
Pounds, he can get no Tydings of her. 

Col. Ha ! How long has (he becfr miffing? 

FpOL 
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Friif. Nay, bdt fince laft Night, icfeems. 

CaL Ldjt Night 1 The very Time ! How went fhe I 

Fred, No body can tell, they conjeAure thro* the Win*- 
dow. 

CoL Vm traniborted ! This muft be the Lady I caught|« 
what fort of a Womail is fhe ? 

Fred. Middid fiz'd, a lovely brown» a fine, pouting 
Lip, Eyes that roul aiid languifli,. and (een to ffeak the 
exquriite Pleafore that her Krte^ could give I 

CoL Oh ! Pm fir'd wit)i his I>eibiptiOR<— Tit the very 
flic— What»s her Name? 

Fted, IfaheUa^^QMi are musi|K>rted,* Colonel. 

€oL I have a natural Tendeficy in me to theFIefh, thou ' 
Irnovtr'ft, and who ctn h^ar of Ghiarms. fo cxquifite, and * 
yet remain unmovM ? Oh, how I long for the appointed 
Hour ! rn to the terriers de paffa^ and wait my Happi- 
ae&; if file fails to meet me, PII once more attempt to- 
find her at Viokfite's jn fpi^e of her Brother's Jealoafy. 
(jifde) Dear BtederUk, I bef your Pardon, but I had 
forgot, I was to meet a Gentleman wgdh Bulinefs at Five, 
I'll endeavow to difpatch hhn, suid wait on you again as 
Ibon as poABle. 

Fred. Your humble ServaflWiXolone!.'' {Exi/. 

Cfft, C/Ujit 1 have no Bufi^efs with yon at' prefect. 

[Exit CokneL 

Gib, That's weel— nisctiv will I gang atid feek this Loon, 
and g9ar him gang with me to Dm Fedrc*^ Hufe — — * Gki 
hell no gang of hiihfel, Ife gar him gang by the Lug, 
Sir ; Gomwarbit Gihiy hates a Lear. [Exit. 

Stent einieger /« Violante'/ Lodgings^ 
Enter Violante and Ifabella. 
I/^. The Hour draws on, yiolante^ and now my Heart 
kegins to fail mc, but I refolve to venture for aU that. 
Wio, What do<*8 your Courage fink, IfabeUa. 
I/ab. Only the Force of Refoltltion a Utde retreated^ 
bttt rn rally it again for all that. 

Enter Flora. 
th, Dan FiHxh coming np^ Madam! 
ijak MyBft>ther! Wfaicb Wa/(h^ Igetout — Dxf. 

^ patch 



6z The W O N D ER: 

patch him as (bon as you can,, dear Fiolame. 

[Exit into the Clo/ei. 

Via, I will. (Enter Felix in afurly PoftureJ Felix^ what 
brings you back fo foon, did not I fay to-morrow ? 

FeL My_ P^Ufion choaks me, I cannot fpeak, oh, I fliall 
A)arft ! (JfiJe.J [Thro^ws him/elf into a Chair ^ 

Vio. Blefs me ! are you not well, my Felix ? 

FeL Yes, — No, — I don't know what I am, 

Fio, Hey Day ! What's the Matter now ? AnotKer jear 
lous Whim I 

• FeL With what an Air fhe carries it.— I fweat at her 
Impudence. [Afide. 

Fio, If I were in your Place, Felix, I'd chufe to ftay 
at home, when, thefe Fits of Spleen were upon me, and 
not trouble fuch Perfbns as are not oblig'd to bear with 
them. {Here he aJffeS^ to be careUfs of her. 

FeL I am very fenfible. Madam, of what you mean : 
I diflurb you no doubt, but were I in a better Humour, I 
ihou'd not incommode you lefs. I am but too well con- 
vinc'd, that you could eafily difpenfe with my Viiit. 

Fio, When you behave yourfelf as you ought to do, no 
Company (b welcome — But when you referve me for your 
ill Nature, I wave your Merit, and coniider what's due 
to myfelf— And I mud be fo free to tell you, Felix^ that 
thefe Humours of yours will abate, if not absolutely de- 
droy, the very Principles of Love. 

FeL (RiJtngJ And Imuft be fo frtt to tell you. Madam, 
that fince you have made fuch ill Returns to the Refpeft 
that I have paid you, all you do fhall be indifferent to me 
for the Future, and you fhall find me abandon your Em- 
pire with fo.Iitttle Difficulty, that I'll convince the World 
your Chains are not fo hard to break as vour Vanity would 

(empt you to believe 1 cannot brook the Provocatioa 

. you give. 

Fio, This is not to be born — Infolent! You abandon 1 
You ! Whom I have fo often forbad ever to fee me more ! 
Have you not fall'n at my Feet? Implor'd my Favour 
and Foi given efs— Did you not trembling wait, and wifli, 
and figh, and fwear yourfelf into my Hear^ ? Ingrateful 
Man !, If my Chains are fo eafily broke as you pretend, 
then you are . the flllieft Coxcomb living, you did not 
break 'en long ago ; - and I muft think l^m capable of 

brooking 
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brooking any thing on whom foch Ufage could make no 

XinpreiHon. 

I/aL ,( Peeping,) A Dace take your Quarrelf, ihe'll ne- 
ver think on me. 

FeL I always believedy Madam, my Wtaknefs was the 
greateft Addition <o your Power, you would be lefs im- 
perious, had my Inclination b^en lefs forward to oblige 
you -7»Yptt have indeed forbad me your Sight, but your 
Vanity even then aflured you \ would return, and 1 was 
Fool enough to feed your Pride.— Your Eyes, with all 
their beaded Charms, have acquired the greateft Glory 
in conquering me.— «And the brighteft Pailage of your 
Life is, wounding this Heart with luch Arms as pierce but 
Yew Perfons of my Rank. \Walks about in a great Pet. 

Fio. Match lefs Arrogance ! True Sir, I (hould have kept 
Meafures better with you, if the Conqueft hud been worrh 
preferving, but we ea£Iy hazard what gives us no Pain to 
lofe A s for my Eyes, you. are miftakcn if you think 
ihey have vanquiihed nont ':ut you ; there are Men above 
your boafted Rank who have cv.: fefs'd their Power, when 
their Misfortune in pleafmg you oiade ihem obtain fuch a 
diigraceful ViAory. 
, \TtL Yes, Madam^ I am no Stranger to your Vidlories, 

Vio* And what you call the. brightcft FaiTage of my Lift^ 
is not the leaft glorious Part of youjs. 

FeL Ha, ha, do'nt put yourfelf into a Paflion, Ma- 
dam, for I aifure you, after this Day, I fhall give you no 
Trouble — You may meet your Spaiks on the Terrier9 de 
Paffa at Four in the Morning, without the Icaft Regard of 

mine For when I q^uityour Chamber, the World ihan't 

bring me back. 

Fio. I am fo well pleas'd with your Refolution, I don't 
care how foon you take yoijr Leave. — But what you mean 
by the Terrier o de PaJfa*2X Four in the Morning, I can*t 
guefs. 

Pel. No, no, no, not you — You was not up^on the 
^erriero de Paffa at Four this Morning. 

Fio. No, I was not ; but if X was, I hope I may walk 
where I pleafe, and at what Hour \ pleafe, without aik- 
ing you Leave. 

. Pel. Oh, donbtlefs. Madam ! And you might meet Co- 
loAcl Britton there, and afterwards fend your Emiilary to 

fetca 
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flftch" him to your Honfc*-— — And upon youf Father's 
'comipg' itti thraft him- into ypnr Bed- Chamber — < witbooC 
iSdn^ my Lcarc. *Tis no Dufinefs of mine ifyoa are ex- 
pofed among all the Footmen in Town — ^Nay# if thcy.Bat- 
ltd yo4i, sad cry yon about at a Halfyenny a-pfece 
They may, widioat my Leave. 

Fia, Audacious! Don't provoke me— don^; my Ke^- 
putAttofl irnot to be fported with (Going i^ to him J at this 
Rate—— No, Sir, it is not. (htr/ti ittto fears J Inbumaa 
FtUxf — Oh, ifttBelh^ what a ttsim orHl« haff thoa- 
brought on me ? [Afiiia, 

Fe/.'H^ h I cannot bear to fee her wccp---A WoniMi's • 
Tears are far more fatal thati onr Swords. (Afide,) Oh, 
Violante — ^SDeath f what a Qoc^ am I ? Now have I no ^ 
Fowct to ftfr ; — Doft not thou know foch a Pcrfen as Co- 
lonel Brrtionf Prithee tdf me, didfl not' thou meet him at 
R)ur thitp Morning upon the Ternero Je Peffa ? 

Vio, Were if not to clear my Fame, I wbuhf not an- - 
fwcf thee, thou Bhck Ingitiel— But I cannot; bear to be 
teproach'd with* what I even blufh to think of, much ]e& 
to aft ; by Beaven, J bivc not fccniheTfmwir dt Paffk^ 
this Day; 

FeL IM not a Sats Pootmain at^K^ yen in the ^eet ^ 
neither, fldatttgl^ 

Vic. Yes, but he' ihiftooir ioc'/br another, or bewas»^ 
Atmlr, 1 know not which. 

Pei, And do not you know thi^ Sr«fJ» Go!iw}cl ? 

Fiff, ?rsLy afic me no more Queftions, this Night ftfail ^ 
dear my Reputation, and leave you without Exctik fot 
your bafe Sn^idons ; tatrc ihan^this I ihall not fatislyr 
you, therefore pray leave me. 

Peh Didtt thon ever k>ve me, Fioiami ? 
' Fio, rn-anfwer nothing. — ^You was in Kafteto Wrgon^^ 
jod nOw,^ I fhotcM be very well pleaW to be alone, Sir. 

[SheJitP donxmi and turn fajidk- 

Pel I fhall. not kmg interrupt your Contemplation. — 
Stubborn to the lait \j4f^' 

Fio. Did ever Woman involve herfelf as I have done? • 
' FeL Now would I give one of myKyes to be Friends 
with her ; for (btaiething whifpers to my S4)ul (he is not*- 
guilty. — (He 'pau/es^ then fulls a Chair^ andfishyh&at^* 
'tiUtfU Diflame^ ^looking at hier fimtr time wthout /peakrng^ 
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Then dtamtjs a Uttk wttartr f hgr.) Give me yoor Hand 
atParti&g, however, Fi§hmiej yvwftyoUf Chin Jkeit^jiUs 
§fnfitfmJbirKm$Ji*y^4dtimii.J won't yea«^ won't yo*^— 
won't yon ? 

Fio. (Half ngt^Mmg Inm) Won't I do what ? 

/ViL*Yoa know wiiat I would liave^ FkUio** Gk, ny 
HeartJ 

Fi9. (Stmiing.) Ithovgbt my Chains were ea£ly hioke. 
(Lofs her Hand into his^) 

FmI. (Dra^s his Chair cb/e u kfr^ mmd k^ but Hmtd 
m a Raff an.) Too wtll thou knowcft thy StMOf th.<-»Oh 
tBj charming Angel, iny Heart is all thy ewn« Forgive 
my haAy Paffion; 'tis the Tranfport of a Love fineeit t 

Don PediG n/riibim* 
. BmH. Bid Sondm get a new Wheei to my Chaiinf fm» 
fcntly. 

Fio, Blefs me ! My Father rethmM ! What ftall wedo 

B0w» Felik^ Weareniin'4 pail Redtenption. 

. Fei^ If 6, noi toy my Love 3 1 can knp fimm thy Cfe* 

ftt Wtndowft. [Rmrt^ tk Door nntirt liattcte in «idn 

tkfa 000 ibi Am\ HHd htbs it ^ihin fid0k 

J^h. (Feefh^,) Say yon ib : Bnf I iuU prerem yoo;. 

Fd. Confnfion ! Some BDdy Mts the Stoor wiihioM 

'fide; FH fee wh& yOi^havlB eonceaPd here, if I die fol^l^ 

Oh Fiolanui haft thou again facrific'd me to my Rit^l 

Fm, By Heaven thou haft no Rival in my Heart, let 
that fuffice*-*— Nay, fi^re you will not let my Father find 
you her e Dtftra^ion ! 

FiL Indeed bot I ihalt*-*excefit you command this Door 
to be open'd, and that Way conceal me from his Sight. 
\He ftruggks n»itb her ta €pme at the Dwr* 

Fto. Hear roe, iVAV-^hongh I were furc the refofing 
what you a& would feparate us fpt ever, by all that's pow*- 
erful you (hall not enter here : Either yon do love me, of 
you do not ; convince me by your Obedience. , 

FeL That's not the Matter in debate— I will know who 
is in this Clofetv >t the Coafequence be what it wfll. Nay» 
nay^ nay, you ibive in Vftin ; I will go 'A« 

Fi9, You ftiall not go i a * ■> ■ 

Mntet 
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^ Enter Don Pedro- 

Pfii. Hey day ! What's here to do ? I will go in* and 
you ihan't go in— and, I will go in— Why, who afe you. 
Sir ^ 

Fel. 'Sdcath ! What ftiall 1 fay now ! 

Fed, .Don Felix, pray what's yoor Bufinefs in my Nouie ? 
Ha, Sir? 

yt9. Oh Sir, what Miracle retarn*d you home (b foon ? 
Some Angel 'tWas that broaght my Father back to fuc- 
cour the diftrers'd--*--.This Ruffian he, I cannot call him 
Gentleman—^ — has committed fuch an uncommon Rode- * 
n^s, as the moft profligate Wretch would be afham^d 
to ow n 

FeL Ha, what the Devil does (he mean ! [JjUf- 

Fio. As I was at my Devotion in my Clofet, I he^ a 
load knocking at our Door, mix'd with a Woman's Votcey 
which feem'd to imply Ibe was in Danger.—— 

FeL I am confounded 1 [Afide. 

Vio, I flew to the Door with utmoft Speed, where a 
Lady vail*d rufhed in upon me ; who, falling on her Knees, 
begged my Protection, from a Gentleman, who, fiie faid» 
purlued her : I took Compaffion on her Tears, and locked 
ner into this Clofet ; but in the Surprize haiving left open 
the Door, this very Perfbn whom you fee, with his Sword 
drawt), ran in, protefting, if I refused to give her up to 
hk Revenge, he'd force the Door. 

FeL What in the Name of Goodnefs does fhe mean to 
do ! Hang me ! \^A/ide. 

. Vio. I ftrove with him till I was out of Breath, and had 
you not come as you did, he muft have entered — But he's 
in Drink, I fuppofe, or he could not have been guilty of 
fuch an Indecorum. \Ltering at Felix. 

- Ited. Fm amazed ! 

FeL The Devil never fail'd a Woman at a Pinch ; 

What a Tale has fhe form'd in a Minute In Drinks 

^ttotlia; a good Hint: 111 lay hold on't to bring myfelf 
off. [Afide. 

Fed. Fie Don Felix ! No fooner rid of one Broil, but 
-you are commencing another. — To affault-a Lady with a 
naked Sword, derogates much from the Charailer of a 
Gentleman, I affure you. 

/jrf. (Cduttter/eits Drunkenm/sJ Who, I afiault a Lady, 

— — -upoa 



A Wo MAN heps J S £ C R E T. 67 

■ ■ ipon Honour the Lady aflaulted me. Sir ; and woald 

have feiz'd this Body Politick upon the King's Highway 

let her come out, and deny it if fhc can — pray, Sir, 

command the Door to be openM, and let her prove me a 

Lyflff if ihe Icnows how 1 have been drinking right 

Fr^ttcb Cka«t, Sir, but I love my own Coaniry for 2ll that, 

Ped^ Ay, ay, who doubts it. Sir ?— -Open the Door, 
KtoioHtey and let the Lady come out. -— Come, I warrant 
thee, he fhan't hurt her. 

Fel, Ay, ^ now which Way will (he come off? 

#Ge0. (Unlocks the Door) Come forth. Madam, none fhall 
dare to touch your Veil — ^1*11 convey you out with Safetyr 
or loie my Life^I hope (he underftknds me. [AfiJe. 

Enter Ifabella veiPd, wid crtfis the Stage. 

I/ah, Excellent Girl ! • ' [Exit. 

FeL The Devil ! A Woman ! Til fee if (he be really fo. 

[Offers to fi^hw her^ 

Fed. (Draws) Not a Step^ Sir, till the Lady be ^ad 
yonr Recovery. -^I never fuj&r the Laws'of Hofpitality to 

be violated in my Honfe, *^ir. Fll keep Don Felhcher% 

till yoQ iee her tofe out, Fiolsnte. 

Fio, Get clear of my Father^ and follow me to the 
Terriero de faffk, where all Miilakes (hall be reai(fed. 
(4fid^i$FAm.)^ [£x//Violalite. 

Fed. Come, Sir, you and I will take a Pipe and a Bottte 
togedxer. . . • ' i 

Fei. ]>8mn your Pipe, Sir, I won't fmoak— *I halt 

Tobacco Noyl^. I, I, I won't drink, Sir — ^No, nor I 

won't (lay, neither,' and how will you help yoay(clf ? 

Fed, As to fmoaking, or drinking, you have your LU 

bcrty, but you (hallday, Sir, [Gets hettt/een him and 

the Door^ Fe\i^ Jfrikes up his Huls and EsdU 

FeL Shall I fo. Sir -But I tell you, old Gentleman, 

I anx in haHe to be married-:-^ And fo God be with you. 

Fed, Go to the Devil — In hade to be married, quothaj 
thou art in a (ine Condition to be married, truly ! 

Enter ^ Serv^mt* 
Ser. Here's Den Lofez de Fementfl to wait on you. 
Senior. 

?ed^ 
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Fed. What the Devil does he want? Britg Mm i^ 
&e's in iHirfoit of hu Sob, I foppofev 

£nttr Don Lopez* 

£«/• I am glad to find you at Home^ . Dtt Pidmg, I 
was told that you was ieen oponi iii6 Road to ■ ■ ■ . thii 
AfteraooB. 

Pui. That might be, my Lord ; but I h&d<the.Misfi»V 
tunc to break the Wheel of my Chfariot; which ob%*d 
me to retuci»— What iff your PieBfore with me, my Lotdi 

!«/. I am inibrm.'d that my Daughter is ia yoa U<Niie> 
fka Ptdra: 

Bid. That's more than I know* my Lord ^. but l|ei9 
was your Son jaft now as drt^nk as an Emperor. 

hip. My. ScMi drank I I nevter fiuv hna in dtidk in my 
Life; wheie i.^ he» pray. Sir? 

Fed* Got\t to be mttrried. 
.. i^ Married ! To whom ? I don't know that he comt- 
ed any Body. , 

. P^ Na^r. I kncmr n«iM«g of. tl^-^-e^WiA^ (here-f 
f£ittef^Str<tMt.) bkl-my Da^t^TCfiMe hicWi^ tU/S^tA 
JOB another Stoiy, my I^id* 
- Sm €he'»gOilt eBlii»aCl|air> Sit« 
. JhiC Obi in aiChairt Whai^oytMi oma^ Sir2 
. ^* A» I fey, Sir ; and Donna I/aieIlanmMliM^aaialle» 
^ft.b<?(b|eh«r, 

Ser. And lion Felix followed in another ; I aveiiseanl 
<lhem aU bid the CHau« go t0 th^ Tirri«9 Ve^qi^ 
, Pod. Hai What Bnime(& has xaj Daag^ter. there ? I 
am cOnfoBoded, and know not what to thmk< — *««- WithiB 
tli«re. [Exit. 

\ Loft. My Hkart mfrgiyee m« plagoily -^— * CaU me att^ 
J^mmH^ I'll parfue thcaf ilrait. 

&cn^t eiuuigos'40 the Sfrtot Aifiro Son. Pedro'/ Ai^* 

Enter Liflardo. ^ 

Liff: I wifh I cou'd kt Flora Methinks I have am 

hankering Kindnefs arfftrthe ^u^-'We mud be reconcil'd.- 

. inter Gibby. 
• Gih\ Aw my 6ol, Sir,. butlfe blithe to find yee here^ 
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Xfi^'Ha! Brother! Give me thy Hand, Boy. 
Gih. Not fe faft, fe ye me— •Brether me nc Bf«thera, I 
Icom ia Lyar as muctde as a Thrife, fe ye now, and yec 
iRHft gang intal this Hoofe with me, and juilifie to Dwnd 
Fiolant^% Face, that, (he was. the Lady that ^ang'd in hpre 
this Morn, & yee me, or the.Dcel ha my Sol, Sir> bu; 
ye and J (hdl i)e fwa Folks. 

X^ Jtrf^ify it to Danna Vi^houit F^ce, quotha^ Tor 
tHiat ? Sure you don't know what yoa fey. 

-GfA Troth de I, Sir, as wecl as ye de ; theseftpe com({ 
jJeng, and mak no xneer Words abont it. 

[Knocks haftify ja ibe D90r^ 
Lijfl Why, what the Devil do you mean ? Don't you 
confider you are in Portugal F Is the Fellow mad ? 

Gih. Fallow ! Ifc none of yer Fallow, Sir, and gin this 
Place were Hell, id gar ye de me Juftice> (Liffl going) 
juy, the Dcd a Feet ye gang« iJ^^J^ hold ojbimy and 

knocks again. 
Enter Don Pedro. 
. Fed, How now ! what makes you knodc (b loud ? 

•Gib. Ginthisbcj^wPfi/r^'sHoufe, Sir, I wouM ipeak 
/With Donna Vhlante^ bis Daughter. 

Liff. Hal Don Pedro himtelf, I wilh I were fairly ofR 

lAfide. 
fed. Ha ! WJiat is it you want with my Danghter» 
^iray ? 

Gib. An (he be your Donghter, and ^Hk yer Honour/ 
^command her to come out, and anfwer for heriel now, 
and either juHify or disprove what this Child told ine 
this Morn. 

Uff. So, here will be a fine Piece of Work. \Afiiie. 
Fed, Why, what did he tett ypu, ha ? 
Gib. Be me Sol, Sir, Ife tell yon aw the Truth ; ntf 
M^er got a pratty Lady upon the how .de yee c^'t— 
Paffk here at Five this Mom, and he gar me watch Jier 
heam^-rAnd in Troth I lodg'd her here, and meeting this 
ill-favour'd Theife, fe ye roe, I fpierd wha Ihc was*— -And 
he told me her Name was Donna Violantey Don Pedro dt 
Mendofi^^ Daughter^ . 

Ped* Ha ! My Daughter with a Man abroad at Five in 
the Morninjg; : Death, Hell, and Faries; by St. Antbony 
Pm undone. [Stamps. 

Gib. 
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Gii. .Wuods, Sir, ye put ycr Saint intul bony Com- 
pany. 

PfJ. Who IS your Mafter, you Dog you ? A4(hemt^ I 
fhall be trkk'd of my Daughter, and my Money too^ 
that's woril of all. 

Gi^. Yc Dog you ! 'Sblcad, Sir, don't call Names-^I 
wont tell you wa my Mafier is, fc yc oie now. 

P^^. And who are youy Rafcal» that knows my Daugh- 
ter fo well ? Ha ! ' [Holds jip his Caki* 

Lijf» What, .fhall I fay to make him give t;his ^cots Y^^ 
i good beating ^ (Afide.) I know your Daughter, S^ttMr^ 
Not I, I never (aw your Daueiiter in all my Life. 

GiL fKfioch him da^n ivitl bis Tift.) Deel ha my Sol, 
Sar, gin ye get no your Carich for that Lye how- 

Fjdro. What hoa! Where are all nay Servants? (En^ 
Ur Servants on one Side, Colonel, Felix, Ifabella, and Vi- 
olante on the other Side.) Raife the Houfe in purfuit of my. 
Daughter. 

* Serv. Here fhe comes. Senior, 

Coh Hey Day ! What is here to do f 
Gib. This is the Loon lik Tik, and lik yer Honor, that 
lent me Heam with k Lye this Morn. 
. CoL Come, *tis all well, Gihiy, let him rife. 

* Pedro, I am Thunder- (Iruck and have not Power to 

fpeak one Word. ' 

Fei, This is a Day of Jubilee, LiJfardo\ no quarrelling 
with him this Day. 

Lijf, A Pox take his Fifts.— Egad, thefc Britons are 
but a Word and a Blow. 

Enter Don Lopez. 
' Lop. So, have I found you. Daughter ; then youi have 
i^t hang'd yourfelf yet, I fee. 

CqL But fhe is married, my Lord* . 

Lop. Married ! Zounds, to whom ? . . 

QoL Even to your humble Servant, rty Lord. If you 
pleafe to give us yOur Blefling. , \Kneels, 

Lop. Why, hark ye, Miflrefs, are you really married ? 

Ifah. Really fo, my Lord. 

Lop* And who are yojj, Sir ? 

Col. An honefl North Briton by Birth, and a Colonel 
by Commiflion, my Lord. 

Lop\, 



A Wo M A K keeps ^ Secret, 71 

Lop. A Hcredck ! The Devil ! [fftA/i up his Hands. 

Pedro, She has plaid you a flippery Trick indeed, my 

Lord — Well, my Girl, thou hafl been to fee thy Friend 

married. — ^Next Week thou (halt liavc a better Hu/band, 

my Dear. (To Violantc.) 

FeL Next Week is a litde too (bon, Sir, I hope to hVe 
longer than that. 

Pedro, What do you Inean, Sir ? You hare not made a 
Rib of my Daughter too, have you ? 

Vio, Indeed but he has, Sir ; I know not how, but he 

took me in an unguarded Minute, when myThoug^hts 

were not over 'ftrong for a Nunnery j Father. 

Lop. Your Daughter has play'd you a flippery Trick 

too. Senior. * 

Pedro. But your Son ihall be never the better foPt, my 

Xiord ; her twenty Thoufand Pounds was left on certain 

Conditions, and I'll not part with a Shilling. * 

Lop. But we have a certain Thing calrd Law, fhall 
make you do Juflice, Sir. 

Pedro. Well, we'll try that,— my Lord, much good 

may it do you with your Daughter-in Law. [Exit. 

Lop. I wifh you much Joy of your Rib. \Exit. 

Enter Frederick. 

Pel. Frederic}^ welcome ! — I fent for thee to be Wit- 
nefs of my good Fortune, and make. one in a Country 
Dance. '• 

Fred. Your Meflenger has told me all/ aiid I fincerely 
ihare in all your Happiaefs. 

CoL To the Rightabout, Freilerick, wifti thy Friend Joy. . 

Fred, 1 do with all my Soul ; = and, MadaSn» I con- 
gratulate your Deliverance.— Your Sufpicions are clear'd 
now, I hope, Felix. » 

FeL They aie, and I heartily afk the C«loneI Pardon, 
and wifh him happy with my Sifter ; for Love has taught 
me to know, that every Man's Happin^fs confifls in chu- 
fing for himfelf. 

Lijffl After that Rule I fix here. [To Flora. 

Flo. That's your Miftake ; I prefer my Lady's Service, 
and turn you over to her that pleaded Right and Title to 
you to Day^ 
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Uff. ChuTe, proud Fool ; I Anq't a& you Iwke. 

C/^. What fay yc now. Lag ; w^ ye ge y^ Mtiden. 

bead 10 poor GiUy. What fty yp«, will yc daoce tke 

Reel of Bogye with me ? 

/«//. That I may not leave my Ijady,*'-^! take yf u at 
your WoKi,—axidtho' <»rWcipjng has bfeofcort, Pflby 
her ExaHiple love yoa dearly. [Mt^pk^. 

Fd. Hark! I hear the Mufick ; iombody has doocua 
the Favour to fend them ; ^aU them m. 

A Country Dance, 

Gth, Waunds, this is bony Mii^.«^How taw ye that* 
Thing that ye pinch by the Craig» and tickle the Weam^ 
ont make it cry Grum^ Grum. 

Fred. Oh ! that's a Guittar^ Gihly. 

FeL Now, my Violante^ I ihall prodaim thy Vertaes td 
the World. * ' . 

No more let us thy Sex*j ConduB hlame^ i 

l^ince tbo^rt a Fr^of to their eternal Fame^ \, 

Th^ Man has no Mvantage but the Nam* j 
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fyUfiwn vntb^aU ouf Modem La*ws combined. 
Has giijen fuch Power dtffotie to Mankind^ 
That We have only Jo much Vertui now. 
As they are phased in favour to allotv. 
Thus like Mechanic Work ^wire u^d ivith Scorn, 
And ijoouHd up onfyy for a prefenf Turn ; 
Some are for having our vihole Sex en/lat/d, 
Affimung we've no Soals» * andzzxCt be ikv'd ; 
But njnere the Women all of my Opimony 
W^dfoonjhake off tbisfalfe ufurp'd Donamon i 
W^d make the Tjrants own, that nve con*d prove. 
As fit for other Bufinefs as for Love^ 
Lord! What Prerogative might va ohtedn^ 
Could vfefrom Tieldimg^ a few Months rrfreun f 
Hov) fondly vjoi^d our dandling Lovers doat ! 
What Homage v»i^d be paid to Petticoat ! 
^Twou'd be d Jejl to fee the Change of Fate, 
Hovj vje might all of Politicks debate ; 
Promife and S^wear^ what vie nier meant to do. 
And vfbat*sftill harder. Keep oar Secrets too. 
Ay Marty ! Keep a Secret, fays a Beau, 
Andfneers at fome-ill-naiur'd Wit below ; 
But faith, ifwejhou^dtell but half we know. 
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* Allading to an ironical Pamphlet tending to prove 

that Wmtn had no Souls. 

J) , Tberis 
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fheris mmtf ajpruceyoung Felltnu in this Placet 
Would ne^jtr mort fre/unu tojbow bis Face ; 
Women art not/o «weai, <whate^er Men prate .• 
How manf tip top Beaus have bad the Fate^ 
T^enfey from Mamma's Secrets their Eflate. 
WbOf if her earfy Folfy had made Jtnouun, 
Had rid behind the Coach^ that*s now their own. 
Bnt here, the wond'rons Secret jff« dif cover ; 

A Lady ventures for a Friend^ a Lover. 

Prodigious ! For wy Pmt 1 frankly^onnn, 
Pad/poiVd the Wonder, and the Woman Jbown, 
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The Devil to do about Hcr» 



C O M E D Y, 

As it is Acted at the 
New-Theatre in the Hay-Market, 

By Her Majesty's Servants. 



THE 

PREFACE. 

/Shou^J not ha*ve troubled mjf eourteous Reader tvith a Pre- 
face, had I not lain uiukr the Necejpty of clearing «pr- 
filf of 'what feme People have been pleafed to charge me 
fivitb, viz. of being the Author of a Paper calVd^ The Fe- 
jnale Tatler, cmtfequentlj of a Paragraph in that of the i^h 
hiftant^ relating to this Coaudy ; tho* I think no reafonable 
Perfon fanU believe 1 could be guilty of fo much Folly. Tho* 
Vamity is faid to bi the darling Vice of fVo/^auAindf yet no* 
ihing but an Ideot nuould exprefs thsntfelves fo openly ; and I 
. k^ ihe World <iiM«'/ think me guilty of printings ^he^ Imuft 
Mt/b to ready tw imagine it nvrote etven by any Friend of 
mimeyfortwo Reafoni: Firft« the Groffn^s of the Fhttetyi 
. Secondly, the Injury it mufi vf courfe do w* ia the Run of 
jRpr Play J iy putting thefe Pe^U out ofHumoary mihtfe j£lioM 
woas to ^*ve Life to the Piece. 1 1 fuppoje ihefe Reafons are 
Efficient to .con*uinee the judicious Part, that J tuas mo *wqys 
concerned in thofe Reflexions, but own I was treated with all 
tie feeming Ciwlity in the World, till the ficond Night of my 
Cumedjf. I nvillingly fubmitted to Mr. Cibber^sfiiperioryu^" 
saent in Jhortening the Scene of the Ghoft in the loft AH, onA 
ielieved him perfeStly in the Right, becaufe too much Repeii* 
lion is tirefome. Indeed, ivhen Mr. Eilcourt fliced moft of it 
out, I could not help interpoflng my Defires to the contrary, 
nvhich the reft readily comply* d tvkh ; and I had the Saiis' 
faSlion to fee I mjas not decei'ved in my Opinion, of its pleajing. 
This Pajfage I 'happened to mention among nry Acquaintance \ 
for ^iis natural to ha*ve a kbid of a Tender for our oivn Pro- 
duXions, but efpecially if they have the good Fortune to divert 
others. Nonv, if from this the Author of the Tatler ga- 
thered his Accounts, I am guilty of fpeaking, hut not defign* 
edly ; for who they are that tarite that Paper, or ho^w diftin" 
guijh d, I am perfeSly ignorant, and declare I ne<ver< <was 
tfincjerned, either in ^writing or publijnng any of the Tatlers. 
D 3^ Ineven 
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I never bad the Vanity to thiniy much kfs to publijbj that 
any thing 1 am capable of things conU/upport theStage^ th^ 
1 ba've had the good Fortume to pUa/iy or to find the To^am 
'willing to be pleafed\ tho^^ atprefent^ itfeenu^ a certain Au- 
thor has entered a Caveat againfl all PU^s running to afixtb 
Kight^ but his oiun, Tho* an Opera interfcf^divith this Co-^ 
medy^jet brought above Forty Pounds the Jecond Night $ ivhich 
Jkc'vud it had fame Merit ; far I have knovsn a Play kept up^ 
that faiPd of half that Money the fecond Night, Nonv, by 
the Rules of the Houfe, it ought to have been plafd on : &it 
«who can fecure the Life of a Play^ vjhen that of a Man is 
bften facrificed to the Malice of Parties ? This Play met,*with 
a kind Reception in general, and votvjithflanding the Difad" 
vantages it had toftruggle ivith, by raifing the Prices thefirfi 
Doy, and the Nearnefs ^Chiiftmas, // ivould have made its 
^.Kuy to afixth Night, if it hadhadfdir Play> Mifiaki nu 
not, I do not mean from the Reprefentation ; fr I mufi do the 
Players Reafon : Had Ifearch*dall the Theatres in the Worlds 
I could not have feleQed d better Company, nor had more Jst- 
ftice done me in the AQion, th^ they ha%*e not deeJt honoura' 
bly by me in mjf Bargain ; for they ought not to have flofd 
the Run, upon any Pique v^hatever. *Tis fmall EnccuragC" 
ment to vmritefor the Stage, ivhen the ASors, according to the 
Caprice of their Humours, maugre the Tafte of the Tovuu, 
have Povoer to fink the Reputation of a Play ; for if tbtf re^ 
fobve not to et£t it, the Tonvn can*t fupport it. 

Well, if there is any Merit infujfering vorong fully, Ifi>aU 
find niy Account in^t one time or other ; in the mean vfhile I 
entreat the Female Tattler to be witty no more at rny Expence* 
1 defire I may not be ranked in the Number of thofe thatfup^ 
fort the Stage, fince the Stage is become a Noun Subfiantive, 
tatdrefolves to fbevj it is able to ft and by it/elf 
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PROLOGUE, 

By a GENTLEMAN. 
Spoken by Mr. W i l k s. 

f^UR Female Auther trmhUng ftands ^itbiuy 

Her Fear ari/es/rom another^ s Sin', 
One of ker Sex has Jo abused the Tonun, 
That on her Score fie dreads jour angry Frown : 
Tbo* I dare fay ^ poor Sotd^ Jbe never <writ 
Lampoon f or Satyr on the Box or Pit ; 
A harmlifs knm^rous PLejf is her Extent of Wit. 
Tbo' BickerftaHT/ 'uafi Genius may engage^ 
And UJb the Vice and Follies of the Age\ 
Wlpfifon*d tender Delia tax the Nation ; 1 

Stickle^ and Make a Noifefor Reformation, > 

Who ahways ga*ve a Loofe^ betfelf to Inclination f J 

Scandal and Satyr^s thrown ajtde to-day ^ 
And Humour tbefok Bufinefs of our Play, 
Beaux may drefs on to catch the Ladies Hearts, 
And good Ajffierance p^fsfor mighty Parts : 
The Cits may iring their Spoufes ^without Fear, 
We fl>ew no Wife that* s poaching for an Heir, 
Nor teach the Ufe offne Gaufe Handkerchier. 
Cowards may huffy and talk of mighty Wonders, 
Andjihsfet t^^for Twenty thouf and Pounders* 
Our Author, even th? Jhe knows full ivell, 
Is Jo good-natw^d, Jbe for hears to tell 
What Colonels^ lately, ha'oe found out the Knack 
To mujier Madam, ftilU hy Ned, or Jack. 
To keep their Pleasures up ; a frugal IFay, 
They 'gi*ve her— Subaltern's Suhfijience for her Pay^ 
Injhort, wbateUr your Darling Vices are. 
They pafs untouched in this Night's Bill of Fare, 
But if aU this cae^t your Good-Nature wake, 
Tbo' here and thercy a Scene JhouU fail to take. 
Vet fpare her for the Bufic-Body'/yW*. 



} 
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EPI LO GUI^ 

Spoken by Mrs. Oldpiej^p* 
Written by Mr. Gibber. 

A PorUr delivers a Letter jujl as Jke is going to /peat. 

II/'HATs thhf ." Billet Doux? from Hands wiknownt 

^Tis nenxj to /end it thus Yore aU the Town : 
But Jince the f^or Man^s Fajfioifsfi agog^ 
ril read it out hy nvay of Epiiogue. 

Reads^ Madam, 

Permit a Wretch to let 70B know. 

That he's no more in Statu S^uo. 

My Ruin from this Nijght commenceip 

Unlefs your Smiles refund my Senfet % 

For with one Thmft of Cupid's Dart, 

YouVe whipM your Slave quite thro^ the HdHt t 

Therefore, I beg yoo, cail your Eye 

O'er Boxes, Pit and Gallery, 

In Pity of my Pains and Doubc« 

And try if you can find me out. 



I 



Poor Soul! Hefeems indeed in difmal Plight ; 
Let's fes ! it eofft Ap, fure ! from tb* upper Flight 5 
Noy no — that's plain-^foT'^^None of them can Write : 
Kor can I think it from the Middle fell i 
For Vm afrai d ■■ as fenu of them can Spell: 
Bcjidey their haggling Pajfions ne*uer gain, 
Beyond the PaJ/age-iualking Nymphs of Dnxry^Lane : 
And then the Pit's more ftoclCd ivith Rakes and Rovers ,. 
Than any of thefe fenfelefs, tvhining Lo*uers. 
The Backs 0* th^ Boxes too feem mojily Hn'd 
With Soulsy nvhofe Pajfiorts to themfel'ves confined. 
In Jhorty " / can*t percei'-ve, ^mongft all you Sparks^ 
The Wretch diftinguifit' d^ by thefe bloody Marks. 

But 



EPILOGUE. 

Mutjince the Tomm has heard your kind Cemmatuht Sif'p 

^/fe Ttyum Jhall e*en le Ifitnejs of my Anfixer^ 

Firfi thm^ he^wars you pro^ve no Spark in Red^ 

tP'ith empty Pur/cy and regimental Head \ 

7hat thinks no Woman can refufe t* engage in^t^ 

While Lo^s advdn^d iMttb offered Bills on Agent r 

That /'wears hc^llJettU from his Jcy*s ccmmencing^ 

ji^d make the Babe^ the Day he's horny an Enfgn» 

Nor ecu d I hear a titPd Beau, that flea Is 

From fafting Spoufe her matrimonial Meals ; 

l^hat Modijh fends next Morn to her Apartment y 

A ci^il Ho^-w d'ye-^far alas / from th* Heart meant i 

Then po<wder*dfor /h' enjuing Days Delightsy 

Bo'ws thro^ his Croud of DunSy and drives to WhitcV# 

Nor cou*d I like the Wretch, that all Night plays. 

And only takes his Reft on nvinning Days ; 

Then fits up from a lucky Hity his Rat fiery 

Then^s trac'dfrcm his Orig^ttal — bi the Tattler. 

To tell you all that are my fxt Averfcn^ 

Woud tire the Tongue of Malice, or Afperfion* 

But if I find ^mcttgfl All one generous Hearty 

That deaf to Stories takes the Stage's Part; 

That thinks that Purfe defer*ves to keep the Plays f 

Whofe Fortunes bound for the Suppottt of Opera's ; 

That thinks cur Conftitution here is jujilyfxty 

And Hotv no more ivith Lanvyers Branvls perplext ' 

He, I eteclarey Jhall my nvhcle Heart recei*ve J 

And .(^what's more flrangej FU love him JAihile j[ li^. 
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Dramatis Perfona, 



MEN. 

tfr Jeffity Conftant, Fathir to d^- I 

tain Conftant. ) 

Captain Condanty in Love nviti2 

Belinda. £ 

LovdvtlFriendto Captain Conftant. 
Faidmil, a Gintkman of Fortune in \ 

tove 'with Laura. ) 

Sir David Watchum, GuarJian to 1 

Laura. ) 

Trufty, Steward to Sir JtSrey. — 
Nain» ji Country Squire in Love 1 

nmtb Belinda. 3 

Slouchy Servant to Num. — 

Clinch, Servant to Captain Con- 7 

ihnt. 3 

Roger, Farmer to Sir It^rty. 

Manage, Servant to filxhixxh — 

Coachman. _ — — 

Sam 

Another Servant, 



Mr. Bowman* 

Mr. Mills. % 
Mr. Hulband. 
Mr. Wilks. 

ijfr. Johnibq. 

Mr. Eftcourt. 

Mr. Dogget. 

Mr. Crofs. 

Mr, Pinkeman. 

Mr. Ballocfe. 
Mr. Cibber. 
Mr.'Harris. 



WOMEN. 

Belinda, Supposed Daughter to ^ > 
Trufty. J 

Ldura, Jm Heire/s in Love with \ 
Faithful. J 

Maria, A Gentlevsoman of fortune. 

Dorothy, Belinda'/ Maid. — — 

Lucy, Laura'/ Maid. — — — 



Mrs. Oldfield. 

Mrs. Croft. 

Mrs. Porter. 
Mrs. Saunders. 
Mrs. Bicknell. 



:S C E N E, the Minfter-yard in Peterborough. 
ne HouTi Six in the Morning* 



The 



The Man's bewitch'd; 

O R, 

The Devil to do about Her. 




ACT I. 

S C E N E I. T:bi Mnfter^Yard in Peterborough. 

Enter Czptain Gonftant, and Clinch in Mournings luitb 
Riding-Habit over it, 

Capt. ^^^it^LINCHf Where are you. Sirrah? 
Why don't you come along ? 

C/in. Ah ! Pox of this riding Poft. 
■ Look ye. Captain ; if you have 
threefcore Mile^ farther to go, I am 
your humble bt:rvant. 

Capt, No, Sirrah, I am at my Journey's End This 

Town of Peterborough is the Bound of all my Wifhes. 

Clin, Say you fo. Sir ! Pray be pleased to make it mine 
too. 

Capt, Why ? What is yoor Wifh ? 
CJin. Why, with Submiffion, Sir, to know the Reafon 
of your Expedition, and Gravity of Habit : Have you a 
mind to fet up the Buiinefs of an Undertaker here in the 
Country ? 

Confi, No, Clinch, my Buiinefs is with the Living, not 
with the Dead, Til aiTure you. 

Clin, Then can't I for my Blood imagine why you are 
thus drefs'd; your Father, nay, your whole Family are 
well ; not fo much as a Nephew, or fecond Coufin dead ; 
nay, nor no fear of Peace— Then why the Devil are 

wc in black? You laugh ^CaJi thefe Ctothes caiue 

P 6 Joy 
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Joy, without the Pcrquijite that belongs to it ? 'Ti5 a 
mournful Equipage, and Aiocks my Soul, i am fare. 

Confi. Pcrquifice ! Why what PerquiEte does Mourning^ 
bring wirh it to caufc Joy ? ha! 

CV/». Oh, Sir, (cvcral:— As when a Wife buries her 
Hulband, fhe has Sorrow In one Hand, and Joy in t'other; 

a fliort Widowhood cures fach a Grief. Or a rich Heir 

at the laft Ga(p of his Parent, where there is a Year's 
Rent m the Steward's Hands— —B«t, Sic, to the Point t 
cithor lei me into the Secret, or difcharge me. 

Cenfi. Ha, ha, ha ! Why then if I muft tell thee ; this: 
Kabtt, if Fortune fiivouis me, will be worth to me two 
ihou&nd Pounds. 

CliiL. Say you fo, Sir ; and pray how much will it be 

worth to me ? For I am drd*s'd like you If I have not 

the fame Privilege, why (hould I be confin'd to the iam& 
Carty? 

Confi, Oh } you fhall have your Part, Clinch^ never fear. 

C///?. Ay, Sir, but there are fome Parts I don^t care for 
— 1 hope you have no Defign to rob upon the Highway* 

Cor^fi. Rafcair . 

Clitu Nay, bent angry^ Sir ; if there fhould be Peace> 
^s what many an honeft Gentleman miiil come ta: I have 
'*o Aversion for die Name ; but I have fcr the Puniih- 
meat I'll not (bate a Stpoke-— th«Befei« .what good- 
can I do you ? 

""Qonfl. Ha, ha> hal> I fhall have more Occafion for your 
Fyes than your Arm — ^You can weep, Sirrah* can*t you ? 

din. Ay, Sir, I fhall weep^ that's certain, to fee yoxk 
^cme to the Gallows- 

Confi, Ye Dog you, I tell yoa there is no Danger. 

^ Clin:. No Danger Why then fhall I weep for Joy,, 

. Sir.-. — But how, Sir, how ; mufl I roar, or ihed Tears? 

Cottft.. So you do but counterfeit well, no matter which. 

ilin. Ah, let me alone for counterfeiting, I defy a 
Woman to outdo me ia that.— iook ye. Sir, you iiall 
hear— hera, hem. [Roars ouU 

Confi. Vtry weli — be fare when I weep- 

Cltt. Kll make terrible Faces ^What think you, Sixj^ 

is not my Pipe very mufical for weejgting ? 

Confix Oh? Excellent. 

Clin. But what does this figaify ! Where Ko tbe Myfteryi^ 
^ Conjk 
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• Cmrji, Well then — Since you muft know it j You «ie 
not infeniible how my Father has treated me, ever iince I 
lefns'd to marry Mrs. Nomehed, wbofe Manners fuited 
with her Name« and her Face was coarfer than either ; and 
becaufe I drew a Bill upon him for fifty Poands laft Cam- 
paign, he threatens to diGnherit me; nay» and fwears^ 
that if for the future I don't make it appear I live upon 
half my Pay, he*ll make my Serjeant his Heir, who was 
once his Footman. In ihort^ 1 can b^ his ill Ufage no 
longer. 

C/tM, Ah I Sir, had you married that Lady with twenty 
thoHifind Poands, you need not have drawn upon him for 
&fty. 

Confl, If ihe had twenty Times as much, I ihou'd re- 
lufe her for BelMas Sake. 

GItn. But Sir Jefry refolves againft that Match— Vott 
mull not marry his Steward's Daughter. 

Coftfi. I hope to prove you- a Lyar, Sir; and by this 
Drefs to carry my Defign; which is to pf-rfuade TruJIy, 
that my Father dy'd of an Apoplexy, by which means he 
mufl account with me for the h;ilf Vear*s Rent, he fent 
the old Gentleman Word was ready for him. Two thou* 
iand Pound, Clinc h > This Letter I furpriz'd by an 
Accident; 'tis from my Father to him. [Readi^ 

Mr. Trufyy " The fevera! Sums which you have re- 
'* turnM rile without any Receipt, amouTtt to eight hun- 
*'*' dred Pounds \ there repiatas behind two thoufand two 
** hundred Pounds, which you tell n>e is ready for me ; 
*• don't give yourfelf any Trouble about remitting that, 
" for I defign to be down myfelf in a Fortnight ; and then 
'** the Leafes which you mentioned, (hall be renewed." 
Ifat need-v^riu no more^ tiSycu/ee 

Tour real Friend, JeWrey Conftant^ 

Clin. Excellent, Sir ! Why here may be a pretty Penny* 
towards, if the Devil don't croib it. But, Sir, if my 
old Mailer ihcuid take a Maggot, and write to Trufy^ to 

return his Money after all His Letter and our Story 

wou'd have fmall Connexion ; we Ihou'd be oblig'd to al- 
ter our Note. I wou'd advife you to take the old Stew- 
4u:d to the Tavem^ gnd jlay as little in his Htiufe as you 

can^ 
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can, forfear ofdifcovciy: Beiidesy Sir, a Glafs of Wine 
and a Fowl, makes Bufinefs go on chearfuU/, Sit. 

Cofift. Chcarfttlly, Sirrah ! — — Y6\x don't confidcr that 

it is not my Builnefs to be chearfol 1 adinir© Faithful 

ftays fo long. 

Clin. Perhaps he can't find Mr. L9<uilyt Sir. 

Conft, I directed him to the Coffee-houfe, where he 
foldom fails to be at this Time of the Morning. 

Clin. Poor Gentleman ! I warrant he's ruminating ap« 
on his Misfortunes. Well ! 'tis fometimes a Bleffing to 
want Money— You 'fcap'd the Highway-men, Sir ! 

CMft. What am I the better for that, Sirrah? My 
Pockets are as empty as my Friends, who fell into their 
Hands : But here comes my fellow Traveller — and Lovely 
with him; he has found him at laft«— Dear Lovely^ 
how ia't ? 

Enter Lovely, Faithful, and Manage, in riding Habit. 

Lov> Captain Conft ant ^ welcome ! Who expend to fee 
you here ? Why did not you fend me Word of your 
coming ? 

Clin, He hardly kn^w it hirofelf two Hours before he 
got on Horfeback, Sir ; nay, I much queftion if he knows 
it yet. 

Conft. My Journey indeed was fbmething precipitate. 

Clin, Ay, Sir; don't you (ee we are in Mourning ? 

Lov, Mr. Faithful has iaform'd me of every Particular ; 
and I wilh I cou*d really give thee Joy of fix thoufand a 
Year, Boy. 

Clin. At the rate of half a Year's Rent you may— If 
Fortune proves not an errant Jilt indeed, Sir. 

Lvif. Come, Gentlemen ; what think you of my Houfe.^ 
I'll get fbmething for Breakfaft, whilft you change your 
Linnen. 

Conft. 'Tis near Six— I have a mind to fee if Belinda 
comes to Church this Morning. 

Lov, She feldom fails 

Faith, Prithee, Lovely \ can you inform me, if a young 
Lady that lives at Sir David Watchumh will be here too ? 

Lo'V, Mrs. Laura Wealthy^ your Mifbrefs, you mean. 

Faith, The fame. 

Lov. We have heard of the Lady ; but I believe no- 
body 
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body In Pettrberaagh has feen her» except his own 
Servants^ 

Conft. What kind of a Temper is the dd Fellow of? 

Lo'V. The moft peeviih» iplenedck, miftruflfQl, ill-na- 
tur'd Wretch in the whole Coanty : He comes to the Cof- 
. fee-houfe every Morning in an old rufty Chariot for haf!e, 
the longefl Journey he takes in the Year : He feklom comes 
to Church ;. nay» fince that Lady came, he has not once 
been ieen there ; we fancy he dare not ilay two Hours 
from home, for fear (he ihould be ftol'n away. 

Man. Ah, Sir ! This Aocosnt is moH uncoq^ortable in 
^ our Affairs. 

Faith. It gives me more chagrin, than the Rogues did, 
. when they (bipp'd me of my Money this Morning— 
Which way (hall I give Laura Notice of my being ia 
Town ? 

Conft, Have Courage, Faithful '^ I warrant we profper. 

Lo^-v. Nothing like a good Heart ; you fhail not want a 
fmall Sum of Money, Sir. 

Faith. I thank you. Sir. 

Conft, I'll be as diligent in thy Afiairs, as in my own 
—If any lucky Opportunity offers, I'll be ready to 
ferve thee. 

Lo^, I'll be the fame to both. 

Conjt, I know it ; and when I am able, I hope^ if my 
Defign fucceeds, thou (halt meet Returns in me. 

Faith. I am oblig'd to both. — But who have we here ? 

Several People cro/s the Stage to Church, 

to'v. Here comes Belinda^ and with her my Tyrant 
Maria, 

Faith, Well, Gentlemen, youll beft entertain your 
MiilreiTes alone ; I'll back to t;he CoiFee-houfe, and over 
a Difh of Tea think what courfe to fleer. 

Cotift, Mind if the Courant be there, wherein I got my 
Father's Death inferted, the better to favour my Plot. 

Faith, I will. Captain, and be fure to confirm the 
News. \Fxit Faith, and Manage. 

Lo'v, We'll call on you there prefently. ^ 

The Bell rings. 
Conft, But is Maria obdurate AUI, Lovely P 

Liam% 



Lav. Not in reality, C0/|^«ffir-<— «Bot flie has fo mscfa of ' 

the Woman in her, to keep up her Rule till the laft. 

Enter Belinda and Maria. 

Confl. Ladies, good Morrow ! The Sound of the Saim^s 
Bell brings Angels abroad. [Sak/tes ^enu 

BeL Loftftant ! and in Mourning I Pray who's deaci ? 

Confix One for whom I ought to grieve, did it not fmooth 
a Paflage to Belinda'^ Arms, through the Hearts of ouf 
inexorable Parentf. 

BeL Your Father \ Sir. i 

Gin. The fame. Madam ! He^s, as dead fts an Herring*. i | 

I proroife you.- 1 I 

Mtxr. Now don't I know, whether I had b«ll: fay Pa* ( 

iorry for yow Lofs, or wifh you much Joy of your Gain. 

Clin. I dare fivear. Madam, he can't tell you yet. ( 

Conft, Peace, Blockhead. I 

t Mar, Mr. Lonely, are you for Prayers > \ \ 

Ccnft, You are the'Shrine he kneels to, Madam-; if you'll , 

vouchfafe to bear him, he can pray raoft devoutly. 

Mar, And di&mble moft ferventb/ ( I 

Lov, No faith. Madam, that Quality does not belong; i 

to us that is the Womens Prerogative.* I 

BtL And do you never encroach upon our Privileges^. i | 

fweetSir? J 

Lev. Yf s, yes, faith ; I have encroach'd upon fome of i | 

the Sex's Privileges in my Time, I muft own. Curio/ity ' | 

— Madam, feldom leads us to put on mafking Habits ; bu& { 

a Lady cannot drefs without '^em ; DiHimulation is as n»- 
ccflary as her Patches. I 

BeL Ay ! How do you prove that ? 

Lonj. Why thus: When you woa'd gain a Man you like,, | 

you appear what you are no t We believe you Angels> ' \ , 

but don't always find you fo. , 

Mar, We always find you Angels, but of the fal'n Kind» J , 

Conft, 'Tis impofirble (o be otherwife, whilft Beauty I 

keep her Court below ; you charm our Eyes, and all our | 

Senfes wait you. 

Lov, Pride and Vanity predominate in your Sex, and ' 
" like Centinels relieve one another ; Pride has made a \aZ^ 
dy fwear ihe has hated fach a Man> tho'-fhe was dying fov 

th« 
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Ac. Sight of iun,- And Vanity made her cards a Fop> 

tisat at die fame Time ihe wiih'd at the Devil. 

Mar. And are not yon even with us? Will not you figh, 
ogle, cringe, flatter, fiirear, kneel, nay, give it under 
yow Hand, you love to Defperation ? But let the poor 
mi^ken Nynph once yield, and you'd give Bond and 
Judgment to that old Qentleman you nam'd but now, in 
two Days to take her <^ your Hands. 

Coafi. I hope yOn don't include the whole Sex, Madam I 

LoTf. That fee does not, I'm fure ; fi* ihe knows I ne- 
ver Iwore any thing to her, but what I m ready to make 
good— — Ai^ if ibe be not the moft unconfdonable W<K 
ttian, ihe will own I love her heartily. 

Conft. That I dare witnefs for diee, Lo*vdy. 

MsL Ay ! Why, what Proofs has he given ? 
' £0v. Proofs ! Why. I talk df her all Day— And inum 

ef her all Night When ihe's abfent, figh for her ; and 

am tranfported when I fee her. If th'cfe be not Prooft of 
Love, let the Parfon fay Grace, and 111 give her better.. 

Bel. All this may be doiit without one Grain of Love,, 
jnay it not. Captain } 

-Cm^. Not when you are the Ofajefi, Madame and^Ott 
Jttne too well acfuamted wiih.my Heart, to aik that Qgef- 
jtion oat of Jcimple, I'm certain. 

Mar. Thefe are no Proofs ; you mvA grow lean asd 
^e^re— *«-£ac Iiule, and fieep leis—^ Write fifty Let- 
ters in a Day, and hm, them all again— Then ilart ufb 
and draw your Sword ; hold it to yodr Breaft ; then throw 
it away again^->— Then take your Pen and write your laft 
Farewel-*— Diipatch it to your MiftrcfS'— -Then take a. 
Turn by fomc melancholy purling Scream, with Hat 
pull'd o'er your Eyes, in deep Contemplation rcfolve thro* 
what i3oor to let in Death, if the Melfenger return with- 
out Succefs— — — When I fee you do this, Til Write LOf 
ver upon your Brow. 

Lov, When I do, you ihall write Fool on my Foreheads, 

Hang thU nj\jbining Way of nvooingf 

L(i<ving tvas dejign^d a Sfort^ &c. \Sittg9, 

Con/}. Come, come. Madam, a Truce; you know he 

k)ves you. > . v 

l^ov. As weU as I know (he loves mc ; we were bora 
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for one another. Child; no Man in the Kingdom (hall 
have thee bat myfelf «*— Then, if you will eat Chalk, and 
die of the Pip, I can't help it : Ha, ha, ha ! 

Mar. Be not fo poiitive, Lovefy, — One Se£l of Philofo- 
phers tell us, we ought to doubt of every Thing. 

Lav. Bat the Topic was not a Woman in that Ailertioo ; 
but if it were. Women in their Days were no more like 
Women in ours, than a Clodhopper is to a Captaia 
oToot. Our L^ies are like two Negatives, to be un- 
derftood in the AiErmative ; ha, ha ! Madam, does not 
any Friend here look like one of thofe Lovers you defcrib'd ? 
Faith, I think a Woman cannot wiih a flmpler Figur e 
Now has he a thoufand Things to lay to Belinda alone. 

Coafi. Yoa guefs right, Z*^f^— — -I am going to yoor 
Father's, Madam, to lettle our Accounts ^ 1 hope XOu'U 
return as foon as Prayel-s are over. 

Bel. Direaiy 

Cwji. Oh Belinda/ 

Now is the Crijfs tf mtgiodwr ill; 
Tumfor m#. Fate, or lei tty Wheel ftandfliU. 

Idv. You'll remember us in yoor Prayers, Ladies.*^— 

Men^' Amongft ^^nvs, Turks and libels. [Esett^ 

Lev. Come, now for my Hoafe—— We'll call on 
faith/iJ. 

Conft. Lead o»— — Pll diangemy Lt»en, and to Truftf% 
immediately*— But hold*-— ^^C/uircifr, hark ye. 

Clin. Sir. > 

Conft. I had no Oppoitttaity to inform Belinda of my 
Projedt ; you muft away to Truftys and let her Maid into 
the Secret, I wou'd not impofe upon her — The Man that 
truly loves, cannot deceive the Objed of his Vows. 

We never felt the Force of Cupid'/ Dart^ 
Who lets bis Tongue run counter to his Heart % 
Or ever can defer ve the charmng Maid^ 
That is by Faljbood to his Arms betrafd. 
For mutual Paffions in all States agree. 
And lines the Yoke with true felicity. 
Shejhallmy Project nxjith nrf Love compare^ 
If Jhe approves it, Pm indeed an Heir. 
Or at the vtorft, v)e are but as vne vjerem 



Enter 
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Eftter *JSquire Nam, and bu Man Slouch. 

Num. What think you, Slouch ! Had wc bcft go into 
the Minfiery or tztry here whilft Mrs. Belinda comes out ; 
for her Maid fays (he's here : Lord, Lord, how religious 
Folks are in this Town ! Why they rife as early to Church 
here, as our Parfon's Wife does to milking, I think ■- 
Well, but what had we Beft.io do, ha ? 

Siou. Why go in, I think— Or tarry here ; which you 
will, Matter. 

Num.%Nay, nay, mun, I don't know which is bett, that 
makes me afk you ; for I know, Sloucif, you nnderftand 
Breeding and Haviours ; for you have been at London with 
fat Bullocks, and fo was never I ; but I refolve to go next 
time, ha! Slouch! 

Slou. Ay, Mailer ; but an you marry this fame Mrs. 
Belinda, as fure as your Name is * Squire Num, ihe'D not 
let you bu^ge a Step. 

Num. Marry her 1 Nay, nay, I flial! marry her, that's 
fure enough, I think ; and yet 111 fee London for all that 

Why, what doft thou think FIl be ty'd to a Wife's 

Tail all* Days of my Life ? No, no ; the Family of the 
Nums won't be Wife rid, Shuch^-^BvLl hark ye, an her 
Father Ihou'd chop up the Wedding to Day, before my 
new Clothes are made ; for he likes me woundily, mun. 

Shu. Od, well thought on. Matter ! Don't go into the 
Church, I iay ; who knows, but when the Paribn has done 
his Prayers, but he may begin your Plagues, Matter, ha ! , 

Num. Od, that's fmart now— Ha, ha; hufli, hufli^ 
Slouch, they are here— Now fliow your Manners— 

Enter Tnk^y, Belinda 4W Maria. Se^veral others cro/s tb$ 
Stage as from Church. 

Tru. I have met a Report in the Church, that the New« . 
fays Sir Jejfrey Conftant is dead ; if it be true, there's a 

better Hufl)and for Belinda than this Fool Od ! I'll for 

London as foon as I have din'd ; my Heart akes ; pray 
Heaven he fettled his Attairs before he died : I have no 
Receipt for the Money I paid him. 

Num. Sir, your Servant ; Father has fent me agen to 
fee Mrs Belinda, and bid me tell you. That he wou'd come 
over himfelf, I think, next Week, and do what you wou'd 
have him to do, I think^«-— And ib, I fuppofe, we are 

agreed. 
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agreed, Forfooth— — Only I muft defire yoa to ftay tHI 
my new Clothes are made. Father bought the Clotfa laft 
Stmrbich Fair ; and the Taylor comes To-morrow, don't 
he. Slouch P 

Shu, Ay» and his Man Stuyt^e, too ; and he works like 
a Dragon— -~My Mafter will foon be fit, FoHboth. 

Mar. Fit, quotha! for what? ha, ha. 

Ajkw. For what ! Nay, nay, let me alone for that, anj 
don't fhow her for what, when I have her once, I'll be 
Jiea'd. 

Mar. Heaven defend me from the Trial \ 

Tru, Sir, iince I faw you laft, I have confider'd my 
Daughter is no proper Match- for you ; and therefore I 
defire yoa to return with all poflible Speed, and acquaint 
jToor Father, that he may not andertiJ^e any unneosflary 
Journey. 

BeL Ten thoufand Bleflings on that Voice. 

Num. Hey-day: What's xhe Matter now 5 Why yoa 
4on't pretend to make a Fool of me, do ye ? 

Mac. No» ihou art made to hb Handt h a» iab 
it 

Nu0i. Who fpeaks to you, Miftrefi; I wbs notmadelbr 
jFOu,' I'm fow. 

lUr, No, I thank my Stare ! 

Num. ril not be chous'd at jthis rate^ man : Did yoa 
aot tell me, if ay Father wou'd iettle fo, and fo, that I 

jfliou'd have her And now you cooie with a confider^- 

when4t has coft me the Lord knows what in Journeys, as 
Slouch can teftlfy. 

Shfu. Yes, with a fafe Confcience, I can fwear it has 
coil my Matter — and me, above diirty killings upon yoa. 

BeL What, did you club with your Mafter then, Mr. 

^Slouch f ^ 

Sim. Now and then, fbr a Fls^on of Ale, an it pkafe 
you* 

BeL Oh you (hall be no Lo(er> F«end---There'fi fome- 
, thing to defray your Expences — [Gives him Moaey. 

Shu. Thank you kindly, Forfooth— Od, tWs 'tis to 
be iharp— Now wou'd I give Six-pence to know if this 
be a good Guinea, or a Counter l m » [Jfide. 

Tru. As to your Charges, Mi;.. A^iww— if you pleafe 
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to give me a BHI, they fhali be difirbargM— But for my 
Daughter, I have defign'd her otherways. 

Num, A Bill ! I fcorn your Words ; I'm as well able, 
de you fee, to fpend thiny Shillings as you, for ought I 
know ; yet Pm not angry neither ; only what makes me 
xnad, IS, that you (hou'd think me fuch a Fool to be fob'd 
off I know oot ho^ Why mun, all our Town 

knows that I'm to have her» and tbey hav^ promis'd mt 

the Bells (houM ring a whole' Day And now yon'd 

have me go home with a Tale of a Tub* like a Dog that 

has loft his Ears ^— -What did you come bouncing to 

our Houfe for ! and iay I fhou'd have your Daughter 
I did not come after her, nor you neither, mun. 

Tru. What I faid I thought at that Time, Sir ; but no 
Man can blame me for changing my Mind to Advantage 
in difpofing of my Child— I have a better Profpedl both 
in Birth and Mate, than you, or your Father can offer. 
Therefore I fay, without any Paiion, J defire you'd give * 
yoarfelf no farther Trouble about this Matter, Mr. Nttm, 

Bel Birth, andEfiate! What means my Father? Hov? 
I tremble ! 

Mar. He has certainly heard of Sir Jeffrey^ Death, and 
defigns to make thee happy. 

BeL Impoflible ! he was in the Minfter before as« 

Num. Birth, and Eftate ! Shuch^ come hither. Sirrah I 
Han't my Father a Thoufand a Year ? 

Slou. Yes, that he has, an moie too : He has ten Han« 
dred, I'llfwearit. 

Num. I believe he has, as yoo iay* ^kucb* 
• Om, Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! 

Num. An I am all the Children he heas, am I noty 
Shuch f 

Shu. Ay, all that he dares own. Sir. 

Num, Look ye there, now! An I'll hold you a Bottle 
of Cyder that Pm as well born as he ; my Father's Church- 
warden, and Captain of the Militia, as 'tis known very 
well ; and Fm calPd the jroun^ Captain, if^ I am, 

&Uiu. Aye, that every body knows, 

7ru, Sir, I have nothing to fay to that, and am your 
humble Servant— Come Belinda, 

BeL I, wiih you a good Journey, Sir. 

Mar. Captain, yourServamt. ^ \Exit. 

Num^ 
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Nam. A murrain take yoor Flee r . 

Slotu You may go to London now. Sir. 

Num* Go to LonJon, go to the Devil ! 'Slife I'll follow 
them muB» may hap he do's but joke i and Father will 
break my Head, becaufe I did not underhand a Joke — 
Therefore come along, SIoiuA* [Exeunt. 

ACT II. 
SCENE, Sir David WatchumV Hou/g. 

Entir Sir David into a Garden hefite the Door. 

Sir Dav:'^ HAVE furvey'd my Houfe round and round 
A to Night, from Door to Door, and Gate to 
Gate- H e that wou'd keep a handfbme Woman of 
twenty thoufand Pound, muft learn the Gamefter's Art, 
to live without Sleep— Methought, from my Garret- 
Window, I faw a Man fauntring about my Ground, and 
feem'd to pry too narrowly into my Houfe— It may be a 

Rogue 1 would not lofe Mrs. Laura; for, if poflible, 

ihe (hall fill no Arms but mine. I have kept her from 
the Sight of Man thefe twelve Months ; and now I defign 
to offer her Liberty, provided (he'll confent to be my 
Wife; if fhe refufes, I'Jl have the Lights quite ftop'd up, 

and (he (haU not fo much as fee the Sun Ha ! who's 

here ! Ho, 'tis Levy, her Maid ; I wi(h I cou'd make this 
Jade of my Intereft— — What the Vengeance does ihe do 
up fo early ? 

Enter Lucy. 

Lucy. This old Fellow is certainly the Devil— One can 
go no where, but one is fure to meet him. 

Sir Dav. What mklces you here, ha, Mi(h"efs ? — ^Now 
am I afraid of venturing to the Coffee-hou(e, tho' my 
Coach is at the Door. 

Lucy, Too much Sleep is unwhole(bmc, you know. Sir, 
by your own Rule; fo hearing the Door open, I came 
down to breathe the Morning Air. 
. Sir. Dav, That you might have done at y6ur Window ; 
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no, no, yT>a have fome Plot in Hand now, I warrant ! 
Wlicrc*s your Miftrefs ? 

Lu^. In her Chamber : Where fhou'd fhe be ? 
Sir Da^. In her Bed wou'd be a fitter Place Wo- 
men of Virtue, that have no Intrigues, are faft afleep in 
their Beds at Ais Time a-day. 

Lucy. Afleep ! That's impoilible in this Houfe — Pray 
how can any body deep, as long as you are awake ; are 
yon not rambling dl Night ; ap Stairs, down Stairs, lock- 
ing one Door, and opening another ; hemming, cough* 
ing, fpitting, fneezing, yawning, ftamping, mutt'ring ?— -« 
One no fooner ihuts one's Eyes but flap goes a Door, 
clatter goes a Key-^-down tumbles a Stool, bow-wow goes 
the Do g T his is the conftant Mufick yon make. Sir : 
'Slife, if one were a Slave in Turkey^ one fhoold fome- 
times reft in quiet. 

Sir Dav. Good lack, good lack, all this I get for my 
Car e W hy all this^is for your Lady's Good, Lu^, 

Lucy^ Nay, if yon call this Good ! Then pray, Sir, 
employ your Study for the future, to do her ill Offices ; 
for nothing can be more difagreeable, than your prefent 
Treatment both to my Lady and me. 

Sir Da^. Say you fo ! What, you don't like your way 
of living then ? ha. 

Lucy, Not at all, I afTure you. Sir — Living ! d'ye call it 
W e wou'd have Liberty, Sir. 

Sir 2><i«r. You (hall have Liberty, if your Lady is not 
her own Enemy — and for your Part, if you plesife, you 
may ferve yourfelf and her, bjr being ierviceable co me. 

Lucy. Which Way, pray Sir ? For there arc not many 
Things I wou'd refufe to procure my Lady her dear, dear 
' Liberty ; pray inform me, I'm impatient to know it. 

Sir Z>^w. Why thus -—I have a very cordial Aflfedion 
for.Mrs. Laura^ out of pure Coniideratxon of her Youth— 
I wou'd not have a young Woman fall into ill Hands at 
firft ; therefore I defign to marry her myfclf. 

Lucy. Heaven forbid! That wou'd be falling into ill 
Hands, indeed. [JJide. 

Sir Da^. Now I wou'd have you break this Matter to 
her; and fecond it with all the Force of Argument you are 
icapable o f When we are married, you ihall take what 
Liberty you pleafe. 

Lucy, 
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Lucy. Why, fare a Perfon of yoor experienced Yflim 
^Ou'd not be goilty of fuch a Folly. 

Sir Dav. What do you call Folly ? I had no Childr<a 
by my laft Wife, and I wou'd willingly have an Heir to 
Jceep up my Name and do yon call this Folly ? 

LMcy, Heirs ! Why, do you hope for an Heir o£ your 
own getting. Sir ? 

Sir Dai;. Why not, pray ? 

Lucy. What, upon fuch a fine Woman as (he is I n 
my Confcience, were I in your Place, I fliou'd dread being 
the errantcft, you know what, in Chriitendom. 

Sir Dav. Oh Mrs. Pert I that's not your Bu%eis, I (hall 
dread no fuch Thing — All 1 defire of you, is to tell her, 
my Eftate, Prudence, Wifdom and Temperance, oat- 
weighs Youth, Folly, Tides and Debauchery. 

Lucy. Yes, for one that is in love with her Grave. Cer- 
tainly, Sir, you are not in your right Senfes— .Why, your 
Requefl is fo abominable, fo vile, fo ridiculous, and fo 
unjuft ; that I wou'd not be concem'd in it for a thouiand 
Pounds Indeed, you have pitch'd upon the wrong 

Perfon, Sir. 

Sir Da<v. Szy you fo ! Good lack So I have pitch'd 

tipon the wrong Perfon you fay ! ha ! If I had defir'd 
you to fay your Prayers, I'll be hang'd if I had not 
pitch'd upon the wrong Perfon too, Goflip prate-a-pace 
* but I'll hamper ye, J warrant you ; I'll cro(s your 
Defigns, till L have finifh'd my own — ^go, get out of my 
Sight. 

Lucy* Well, furely this Life won't laft always,. [Exit* 

Enter Manage. 

Mm. My Mailer days at the Cofiee-houfe, and has fent 
me to furvey this Dome, and try to give Mrs. Laurah 
Maid Notice of his Arrival ; but how far I may be fer- 
viceable to him, I know not Ha ! who have we yon- 
der ? The old Guardi^m himfelf, I doubt*— So, he has 
found me What the Duce muft I pretend now i 

Sir DaiA. What do you want, Friend, ha ? 

Man. Good-morrow, Sir. 

S\T Dav, Well, Good-morrow; what more? 

Man. I hope you are well. Sir. 

Sir Dav. Yes, thank Heaven, Sir! What then ? 

• Man. 
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Man, Why, then I am very glad of it. Sir. 

Sir Da'v, You are very glad of it. Sir ! Why, what a 
Pox is my Health to you ? Who are you ? What arc you ? 
And from whence come you, ha, Sir ? 

Man. Faith, Sir, your Queflions are (6 copious, that 
they require a confiderable Study to anfwer: Let me re- 
collefl; a little — I have gone through fo many Trades, that 
without my Diary (which I have not about me at prefent) 
I can't remember half of them ; nor indeed can I tell ho>Y 

to' ftile myfelf otherwife than an univerfel Man The 

World is my Country ; and for want of an Eilate, I live 
by my Wits. 

Sir Dakf, A Rogue, I warrant him. [4fi^^* 

Man, Sometimes an honeil Man, fometimes a Knave i 
jujl as Occafions fall out. 

Sir Day, Ay ! and you oftencr happen to be i Knave, 
than an honefl Man, I doubt. Friend. 

Man, Why lock ye. Sir, that is juft as I abound, or 
waint Money ; for my prefent Profeflion is Phyfick — Now, 
when my Pockets are full, I cure a Patient in three Days ; 
when they are empty, I keep him three Months. 

Sir Da'v. An excellent Principle, truly — But, pray what 
is your Bufinefs at my Houfe ? ■ We are all in a good 
State of Health at prefent. 

Man, Nay, no very great Bufinefs, only I look*d in at 
I pafs'd by. Sir, that's, all. 

S\i Dav, Now, in my Opinion you have another Rea- 
fon ; for you have the Afped of thpfe Sparks that come . 
in at a Window, or down a Chimney at two in the Morn- 
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Man, Have a care what you fay. Sir, Fm known very 
well not far off. , ^ 

Sir Da'v, Ay, too well perhaps ! Zounds, Sir, what 
Bniinefs have you here ? fpeak. 

Man, A queer old Duke this —Why, Sir, if you muO: 
know, I am in fearch of fome. Simples, which I have bc- 
cafion for. ■ 

Sir Da*u. Simples ! 

Man, Yes, Sir. 

Sir Da<z;. Simples! A very fimple Excufe, Faith -^: — 

Man. Sir, I have many Years pradlis'd Chymiftry, ianJ 
there's fcarce any Difeafe incident to Humanity, but I 

E have 



•have car'd ; Stone, Gravel, Spleen, Vapours, Fits of tHe 
Mother, and fo forth ■ 

Sir Dam. Rather Fits of the Father, I fanqr. 

Man, I had attained to fuch Perfedion in the Cliymic4 
Art, that I wanted bat one Degree of Hfat to reach the 
Philofopher*s Stone. 

Sir Dav.. That Habit, methinks, does not anfwer this 
mighty Skill. 

Man. Oh ! Sir, Skill does not lie in Clothes — And the 
moil ingenious are not always the moll^fortunate — I have 
had many Croffes in my Tipie — which has reduc'd ai^e 
much below my Birth, I aflure you — I ferve an Officer at 
preient, in the Quality of a Valet de Chamhre, whofelife 
I fav'd at the Battle of Audenard^ when he was ihot thro* 
with a Cannon-bair. 

Sir Da'u. Howi (hot through with a Cannon-ball ? 

Man.^ Yes, Sir ; what, do you wonder at that ? Why, 
Sir, I have a Water, that if your Head were off, Fd but 
wa(h it with that, and clap it upon your Shoulders again, 
and you fhou'd grow as perfeftly well in Half an Hour, 
as ever you was in your Life ; I have made the Experi- 
ment upon Thoufands ; my Mailer's Brother was one of 
them. ■ ' 

Sir t>a*u. If you were in Petticoats, I Ihou'd take you 

for the Kentijh Miracle What is this Officer's Name, 

Friend, that you ferve ? 

Man, Captain Bounce^ Sir. 

Sir Dav. Bounce ! I fancy you are related to him ; are 
you not. Friend ; 

Man. No, Sir, not at all ; indeed he ufes me more 
like a Relation, than a Servant, for the Rea(bn before - 
mentioned. 

Sir Z>flv, Ha ! And where is he, pray ? 

Man, At the Talbot^ Sir ; if you pleafe I'll fetch him 
hither ? 

Sir Da<v, By no means. Sir ; but wlu^t Bufinefs have 
you here in Peterborough ? 

Mam We have been raifing Recruits, Sir— A Pox of 
t^is old Dog ; how many impertinent Queflions does he 
^ aik ? — Here's no Hopes of feeing Lucy. 

Sir Da'tf. Well, Sar, 1 defire you^d look your Simples 

clfe- 
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elfewhere; for I don't^like you, notwithftanding your fair 
Pretences. 

Man, Sir I ihail obey you -r^ But pray who does thi« 
Houfe belong to ? 

Sir Daw. Why, this Hoafe belongs t o . its Mafler. 

Man. Indeed, Sir — Pray who is that Mafier> if I 
may be fo bold to afk ? 

Sir Dav. Why that Matter is a Man, Friend. 

Man, Really Sir ! your Anfwers are fo condie and fb 
ingei^us, that it is impofiible to quit your Company ■ ■■ 
. We defign for Cambridge to-night, pray what Timedoyott 
think we fhall get in ? 

Sir Daw, t£b Town-Clock will tcU you, when you 
come there. 

Man, Is it poflible!— *I hun^bly thank you, Sir«— one 
Thing more I wou'd gladly be refolv'd 1 have a Bro- 
ther bound for Portugal^ pray is the Wind fair, Sir f 

Sir Dwv, What do you take me for, a Weather-cock, 
Sirrah? Hark ye, the Wind will blow you no good, if 
you don't get about your Bufmefs ; remember that, and 
(6 farewel. [Exit, 

Man, Very well this muft be Sir David his own- 

{c\[ 'Egad he has all his Paces, it will be hard to bring 

Matters about here ; I'm jull as wife as I was when I came 

and have told fifty Lyes to no Purpofe Ha ! his 

Coach at the Door, I'll watch .whither he goes, I'm re- 

folv'd. 

Re-emer Sir David. 

Sir Dtfv. What, are you not gone yet. Sirrah ? I'll 
have you laid by the Heels, if you don't get off my 
Ground this Moment. 

Man. Sir, I am going this Moment A Pox of his 

t^eathem Jaws— Well, I'll inform my Mailer what has 
pafs'd, and leave him to think on what's to come. 

[Exit. 

Sir Daw. So, he is gone •»-— ^ I don't like the Counte-^ 
nanoe of this Fellow— —5^w—— 

Enter Serwant^ 
Sam. Sir. 

Sir Da'v. Lock my Doors, d'ye hear ; till I return from 
ihe Coffee- koufe, let lio Body in or out.-— 

£ z ^ Sam, 
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^430. I (hall obfenre. Sir. - [Ex. fevernil}, 

SCENE changes to the Coffee-boufe\ Lovely, Conftant, 
««</ Faithful. 

Faitb. I have confirm'd the whole Town in the Belief 
of thy Father's Death. 

Conft, Then thou haft done me Service — Come, you'll 
both go with me to Trufty^s 

Faitb. No, I have a Mind to Hay here ; to fee if Sir 
D/tviif comes ; this Morning I will try to get acquainted 
with him ; perhaps my being a Stranger, he may invite 
me to Dinner. 

Lov. Ha, ha ! He wou'd as (bon give thee his Eftate. 

. Enter Manage. 

Faitb. Ha ! Manage, what News ? Haft thou feen Lucy f 

Man. No, Sir, but I have feen the Knight. 

Faitb. WeU, and what have you difcover'd ? 

Man. That it was not worth your while to come Poft 

itom London, to return the fame Way Ah ! Pox of the 

laft Horfe I rid ; what a curfed Fall had I in Stangate-bole 

don't you remember. Sir, how I lay over Head aad 

Ears in Mire ; whilft the Gentlemen of the Pad difburthen'd 
you of a hundred Pounds ? 

Faitb. Hang youjr unfeafonable Memory, Sirrah ; leave 
fooling, and tell me ■ You faw Sir Da'vid, did yoa 

fpeak to him ? 

, Man, Yes, Sir, but he anfwer'd me with a damn'd four 
Air ; and I aftlire you it will require Cannon to reduce his 
Citadel. 

Faith. Leve has taught me to furmount all Difficulties. 

Man. But here the Knight will be immediately ; fot- I 
heard him giv'fe Orders to lock up the Doors, till he re- 
turn'd from the CofFee-houfe. 

Lo^, Ay, that's right. Sir David ! ha, ha. 

Faith. Lock up the Doors ! Ah poor Laura ! how fliall 
I give #iee Notice of my being here ?•— 

Confl. I have a Thought in my Head, if it cou'd be put 

in Pra£lice -Hark, I'hear the Coach— ha ! here's no 

body in the Room to difcover the Trick Let us pre- 
tend a Quarrel Draw, Faithful. 

Faith. To what Purpofe i 

Conft. 
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Confl^ You fhall know inftantly Ltyvely^ do you feem 

to part as ; he's here — ^Damn you, Sir, you lye. (draws,) 

I have not loft, nor will I pay 

^ Faith. Take your Lye back. Sir. \^fitm tofght. 

Enter Sir David. 
. Lov, Why Gentlemen, Gentlemen, what do you mean ? 

Faith. Damn you. Sir, yoa ihall pay me ^ 
^^Canft. There is the Money then, you have it pre- 
tend to be wounded with that Thruft, Faithful 

[Afide to him, 
.. Faith, I am wounded —pray help to lead me home. 

Lo*v, Oh Friend ! what have you done ? 

Sir Da*u. What's here. Murder ? . 

Cofifi. I hope the Wound's not mortal— —Cur fe on my 
unlucky Arm ; how doft thou, NedP 

Sir Da*v. Do quotha I If the Gentleman is wounded, I 
psuft fecure you. Sir. 

Conji. Secure m'*, Sir 1 Alas ! Sir, I don't intend to fly ;' 
a Pox of all Wagers, I fay. 

' Faith. Pray lead me to my Inn, for I feel my Spirits 
very faint. 

£00*0, Lead you ! Alas, I doabt you cannot walk fo far. 

Con/i. What, is \here not a Chair or a Coach to be 
got? 

Lev. Sir David has a Coach at the Door^ if you could 
prevail with him to lend it you a little. 

Coftfi. Sir, pray oblige us with your Coach, it fhall re* 
turn immediately. 

Sir J}av. With all my Heart. [Gees to the Deer, and 

/peaks te his Coachman aloud. 

Tomf here, carry this Gentleman home d'ye hear, 

and make Hafte back again. 

Faith. Oh ! Friend, I underftand you now ; my Soul 
dances with the bare Idea. 

Conji. It has fucceeddd to my Wifli — Lovely^ help lead 
him to the Coach. 

Sir Dav.. If there be any Danger, Mr. Lovely^ take care 
to fecure the Murderer. 

Lov. Oh! they are intimate Friends, Sir David, he 
won't iiinch» I know. 

E 3 Sir 
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Sir Danf. Well, well, lookyoa to that.— • 

[Ex, ivtp tke Htm/i, 

Conft. Mmage I Come you along with us, I have fome 

Jnftrudions for you. {Exeua^ 

• SCENE changes to the Outfide of Trufty*i Houfu 

Entgr Lovely f ConftaiU, Clmch and Manage. 

Zov. He'll certainly get Admittance to his Mifbefs by 
this Stratagem ; but if the Knight fhou'd find him there» 
how will he come ofF? 

Gonjf. Nay, let him look to that but Manage MSI 

take CUncFs great Coat, 'tis like a Livery. — SWeet Sir, 
can you condefcend to wear a Livery an Hour or two ? 

Man, To ferve my Matter's Amour I will, Si^ — clft I 
fcorn a Livery — I muft have that black Wig too. 

ConJ^. Well, well ! Here, Clinch change, change with 
him'. [They change Clothes*, 

Clin. So Sir I Now I am your Valit de Chaathre. 

Man, WelJ, Sir, what am I to do pow ? 

Canfi. Why, go watch about Sir DovieP^ DOdr^ ztA as 
you fee occafion, employ your Wits. 

Man. Very well, Sir, let mcfakme for (Stats yooflitBii- 
Me Servant, Gentlemen. [EiHt. 

Enter Dolly, out of the Hbafr. 
Dolly. Oh \ Arc you come. Captain ; I have toM xaf 
Millrefs every Particular -^Plerfe to walk in , Sir, 1*11 in- 
form my Mailer you are here. [They go in.^ 

The SCENE drawiy and difcvoers them in a Room. 

Lov. 'Tis an admirable Projed, Captaiii, if you are not 
difcoverM ; but your Father will certainly know it in li 
little Time. 

Conji. If poffible, I'll marry the Woman to-night. 

Lo<u. I fear Sir Jeffrey will refent the Trick. 

Confi, I hope to convince him the Trick was apoit 
Trufty ; for he may recover the Money of him, if he pleafes, 
and with me it may paft for his Daughter's Portion : bat 
rather than fail, I'll give the Steward my Bond, when 'tis 
difcover'd, to refund the Money, when I become Mailer 

of 
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of n»7 Father's Eftate ; for without BeUndot nothing can 
make me happy. 

Clin, Ah, Sir, you'll fcarce find a Man in the Army of 
your Mind— Prefer a Woman to Money ! Why, Sir, Mo- 
ney is the very Hinge the whole World tarns upon A 

S>&ldier, and not love Money ! - Money has Power to a!^ 
ter all Conftitutions, and in fpite of Cuftom, ftarap what 
Form it pleafes — ^'Twill make an honeft Man a Knave ; 
nay, 'twill make a Knave an honeft Man — 'twill make a 
Coward valiant — an old Woman young — a youn^ Woman 
a Saint — ^ Lawyer juft — a Statefman loyal — and a Cour- 
tier keep hiaWofd. 

Z/dv. Ha, ha, CUnch is a Wit. 

Clin. Faith, I always thought fo by my Poverty. 

€onJh Well hinted CUncb-^Vtsi in thy Debt — 

[^*ves hiTh half a Guinea • 
€lUn. Oh Sir, I am yours in ail Refpefts — Oh I thi$ 
fiear Colour ! 

Jt^h'at can there k that this dear Coin can^t iuj f 
Folr^hee Men toil and fweaty fweaty chtat and lj9^\ 
fSir ihee does friend his deareft Friend httfay^ 
And JVomiH nnjo their *very Souls atvay, 
yoin ha Jtnkition to this glittering Evil^ 
And in an Inftant Man is made a Devik 
Conft. Ha, ha, ha! 
Lov. Ha, ha, ha! 

^onfty Ad's-heart, Sir, fet your weeping Fac^ ui extiw 
•—Here comes the Steward——^ 

iiaer Trufty. 
?>». CsLptsiin Confiant, youf Servant ! you are welcome' 
into the Country. What, you are in want of Men; I- 
warrant you are going to raiie Recruits. 

Confi. Not at this Tkne, Sir ; 'tis a more unwelcome 
Accident that brought me down. [Takes out a Hander*' 

chie/i and/eems to fweeff^ 
Trufty Good lack ! the News is really true then. Sir 
Jj^rey is dead. 

Clin. Ay, poor Gentleman, he's laid low^— * 

Truft. I confefs I heard fo, but I hop'd it might be Re- 
port only ; I diddefign to have let out for London as ibon 

as I iiad din'da— My Heart akes Bkfs me^! What 

E.4^ ' hW 



104 Tbe Man*s htvifch*d \ or, . 

have I paid witht>ut any Receipt ? 1 lov'd Sir y^Jprr^ 

like a Brother ; truly I am very much troabled 

\Jeemi to nueep, 

Clin, Grief is very catching, I find ; it makes me weep 
too — Be comforted. Sir, (To Con)lant.) Fathers mufl: 
go as well as Sons — Why do you afflid yourfelf at this 
rate. Sir ? Since Death is Death, who can help it ? 

Lo^v, Pray be comforted, Sir Jobn-^ \To Conilaiit. 

Trufi, Pray of what Diilemper did he die ? 

Chn. Ah ! Dace oii't 1 What was that hard Word ? 
Now can't I thinlc on't, as I hope to be Great— 

Li)<v, Of an Apoplexy — A Pox on the Dodors, for giv- 
ing Death fo many firange Names. [Afi^* 

Clin. Right, Sir— He died of an Apoplexy, Sir. 

Tru. Of an Apoplexy ! Why then I doubt he died fud- 
dcnly. 

. Conjl, In a Moment's Time, Sir, he was alive and 
dead— — — 

C///f, Ay, without ever {peaking one Word, Sir— 

Tr4^, (Roars out) Oh, oh, oh. Did he fettle his Afiairs 
in his Health ? Did he make any Will ?■ ■ 

Confi. Not any, Sir. 

Clin. No, Sir ; he has left all at Sixes and Sevens. 

Tru, Oh, oh, oh \JainiJt 

LoD. Ha ! Help, Clinch^ I hope he is not dead. 

CUn. No, no, he breathes, thank Heaven j pray yOa 
look up, Sir. 

Conft, Why are you thus concerned? 

Lo'V* You really encreafe Sir Johi^% Griefi Sir. 

7V«. Oh ! what have I loft ? 
» Conft. I know you have loft a Friend in m^ Father ; 
but you fliall find him again in me. 

7>«. Oh, but he has left all Things at fixes and (e- 
vcn.s. Clinch fays — Did he fay nothing to you about me 
tt:>)rehedy'd? 

C^;///. Not a Syllable — But I fuppofe your Concern 
proceeds frrm having paid him Money without any Thing 
.0 iT.nw for it under his Hand. 

7V«. ^"jy Sir, there's my Misfortune — Oh, oh. 
., Clin, 'Tis the Money, not the Man — Let not that, trou- 
ble you. Sir, my young Mafter has been inform'd to a 
farthing wh^t it wa$ — Tell him, x€^ him, Sir, your Vzc 

ther 
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. ther appccr'dy and let me alone to clinch it. [Jfide t§ 

Conftant. 

Tru. Inform'd! 

Cofiji, Yes, Mr. Trufy ; my Father couM not reft till 
lie had difdos'd yoor Affair. 

CIiM. Ah, good honeft Soul; feeing he was (batcUd 
away To fuddenly, he ha^ fever^l Times appeared. 

Tru, How ! appear'd, fay you ? 

C/in. Aflc my Mailer elfe! 

Confi. Moft certain. Sir.- 

C/iti. He haunted us fix Days like the Devil ; fome- 
times like a fha? Dog — Sometimes like a white Pidgeon 
— At laft he took his own Shape. > Climcb^ faid he, don't 
you know me I Then addreifing himfelf to my Mafler, 
don't be afraid, faid he, I come to tell you, that at fevcral 
Times I have received from Mr. Trufty 

Tru. Ah dear Ghoft, dear Ghoft; how much did he 
iay ? 

Conft. Eight hundred Pound. 

Tru. Right to a Penny ; look y« there now, fee what 
it is to deal with honefl Men ; one lofes nothing by theiti, - 
tho'in their Graves. 

Clin. Oh, the Dead, Sir, are always generous ; they 
value Money no more than thai—* [Snapping his Fingers, 

Tru. Poor Gentleman, that he ihou'd take a Journey 
from the other World upon my Account. 

Clin. Ah, Sir, the Dead ride Poft upon the Winds — 
He charg'd me to tell you, for your Satisfadlion, he wou*<l- 
come and give you an Acquittance himfelf. , 

Tru:' By no means, I am content; let the Dead viik 
who they will for me. 

Conft. Oh, fear not. Sir, he'll not trouble you ; but to 
our Bufinefs, Sir, what you have paid I will difcount. 

Tru. And the reil of the Money is at your Service, and' 
- my IJaughter too. Sir Johny if you have not loft the R«- 
roembrance of her. 

Confi. To ihow you that I have not, Mr. Tru/ty^ I af- 
. fure you fhe will be the welcomed Prefent of the two. 

Lov. Thy Bufinefs is done, Conftant. 
, Tru. Say you fo. Sir John J Well, TJl fetch the Writ- 
ings, and difpatch fome Affairs, and then I'll carry, you 10 ♦ 

E 5, my 
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jtty Diughter^-J-Bot opon iecond Thoughts, ^loafe to wilk 
into my Study, 'tis more convenient. 

Cotiji. With all my Heart, Pll folloi^ yon. 

[Exit Tru^-. 
Zov. Matters go as you cou'd wi(h ; you'll be marri^ 
to-night, Captain. 

Conft. I wiih 'twere over; Egad I'd rather fight half 
a dozen Men, than defcend to this rafcaliy Way of Ly- 
ing, were there any Help for it ; it is beneath a Soldier.*-^ 
A Soldier /corns the 'whining Louver's Art j 
His Courage lakes Poffefflon of the Heart : 
Di/dains fy Treachery to raife his Name^ 
But holdfy otvns the hright amhitious Flamtf 
And courts hisMiftre/s m he courts his Fame. 
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ACT III. 

5 C E N E, Trufly in his Study, with Conftant, 

Lovely and Clinch. Papers and Money upon the 

TMe. 
Tryfty. np^ HERE, Sir John^ there arc in thefe Bags 
X Two and twenty hundred Pounds, which', 
with the Eight hundred I remitted Sir Jeffrey^ is juft Three 
thouiand Found ; if you pleafe, you may count it, 'tis 
moft in Gold. 

Qonft, No, I'll take your Word k0t\ ; here, Clinch^ 
carry it to Drinje the Carrier, he is juft now going toi 
London \ order him where to pay it in, '^^'^e. hear ? 

Clin, Yes, Sir \Exit nvith the Bags^ 

Lov. He is loaden with it ; ha, ha, ha. 

Tru, Poor Sir Jeffrey^ reft his Soul, did promife to bate 
me twenty Pound a Year ; for I have paid him two hun- 
dred Pounds a Year thefe fixteen Years, ibr that Land 
which is not worth an Hundred and four-fcore. 

Lov, Say you fo, Mr. Trufiyf Then you muft perform 
your Father's Promife, Sir John. 

Cop/i, Ay, when he has psud me as much aa he has my 
Ftther. 

Iflv. Con&e, ihall I fettle Msitters tsetweea you? Ad- 
vance 
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YAAce Sir Johm a handre4 Pounds ; yon knovirhe bas bedv 
kept (hort> and doubdefs has Occafion for feady Moiiey> 
aad he ihall bate you tweiity Pouad a Year. 

Tru. Oh. that's all one, Mr. Lovify^l aai*t do that- 

CVt^. Nay, fince Mr. i>cv^ has proposM it, if yoa 
won't do that-— — • 

TVv, Well, but Sir JoJ^, perhaps ypu'Il expeft a hrge 
Fortune with my Daughter ; I can't tell yoa how to * ■ 

C^. I aik you for none, Sir. 

Tim. Why then there's the hundred Poond ; bat yoa 
snuft fignify at the Bouom of this LaSc our Barg^a. • 

inter Rogtr, a Farmer, - 

Cififi. Gire it me, I'll do't. Ififs dfnm H ^wHte. 

Reg. Morrow I^andlord* I ha' brought you a little Rent, • 
aAd in troth 'tis bat a little neither ; for wo ha' had but a 
i>rry Crop . of Barky, and - the Crows> a Morraia take - 
Vni, ha' eat up all my Beans, I think. 

7r«. But yoa have a new Landlord, Roger** Old Sir • 
Jeffrey is dead, and there's bis Son. 

Rogy Say you ^ Mafter ! Blefs yon. Sir, I did not ^ 
kbow your Fadier, not I, tho' I have paid him many a 
fiur Pound — -Nor I dan^ know yoii ; bat an you be my 
LandHord, I'm an honeil Man*; and tho' I fay it, pay my -' 
ftent as well as any body.- 

Con/t. I don't doubt it, Friend— I am forry yoar Harveft » 
liAs not prov'd ib good as you expeded. 

]^€g. 1 hop^, Mailer, for Lack's &ke now^ you'll 'bate -^ 
$h» fbmething of my Rent. 

C0^. I can't do that, ^^^^f^-^Forthe taxes take away 
all my Money.——— • 

Rog. Nay, as you fay, Mafter, thefe Taxes are fad 
Things, that's the Truth on't— . Od they find out flrange 
Ways ; they had got a Trick here once to make one pay 
for one's Head -^ Mercy on us,. I was afraid they wou'd 
make one pay for one's Tail too— My Neighbour ff%ag Je,' 
eall urn fays it coft him the Lord knows what in Bu- 
ry ings and Chriftnings Adod 'tis a fore Thiivg, a Maa - 

mift pay for lying with his own Wife. ' 

Xtfv. Ha, ha, ha, 'twas a GricvaiKe indeed ; but Taxes' 
can't be help'd, ft> long as the Wars continue. 

Rog. Wars I Why what need there be any Wars? 
E 6 . Can't 



The 

iny DaogHtcr^^Bat itf 
loco my Studr, His i 
C»frji, Willi «IJ my \ 

Ltm, Msititn go «s 

Cmji. J wifli 'iwere 
a do2<;n Mrn, tliar. 
ii^g* wrre there any i. 

J Soldier /term ihw ^t 

A C 

^ C E N E, Tru% 





evil to do about her. 



109 



{ometKing too long to flay. 

can I ferve thee ih, Roger f 

. Belinda h^ a kind of a Maid called 
\ 2L haqkering Mind after her theie two 
ing Baggage will not come to a RcCo^ 



^pply yourfelf to my Daughter, Reger^ 
Advocate ; but I doubt Sit's toor fine 

^ ! nay, nay, 1*11 never quarrel with her 
can win Gold, as the Saying is, e'en let 

uht you are not fine enough for her. 

i(>, a3 you fay ; indeed ^ I have not fuch 

i^cfe Gentlefolk have, becaufe I can't af- 

e ? elfe I ihou'd like 'c;m well enough— 

live I have fbme Seeds of a Gentleman in 

^ inks now I like broad Cloath better than 

r etches ; and a Holland Shirt, far before a 

/idod methinks, I, I, I, cooM be well e- 

Lcd with a Bottle of Wine every Day I 

^incliri'd to ilrong Beer — and don't care a Faf- 
Hever were to drink any fmall. 
l! extraordinary Symptoms of a Gentleman, 
iyou — Wdl, we'll fpeak to Doily for you. 
iy, ay, we'll all fpeak for you ; go, go into the 
ben, and drink thy Belly full. 
Be fure to drink Doii/s Health. 
Thank you kindly. Sir — Ay, ay, Mafter, that I 
promife yoa, in a full Horn— So, Landlord^ good- 
yOB with all my Heart. «i [Exif, 

■li. Now, Sir Jo^a* I'll fend my Daughter to keep 
Company, till 1 look for fome Leafes your. Father 
^cr'd n)e to get drawn» which, if you think fit to 



en||teUi all my Heart. 
5ir j^^. [Ex* Trufty, 



'Cofi. If the Tenants are able Men 
Tru. -Oh ! very fufficient Men, Sir^^ 
Lov. Well, thou haft fecured the Money, Con/tan); 
^ Advice is to difpatch the Woman, as faft as you 
i find fome Pretence to (t|^r thefe .Leafes for two 
Pays— -Sir Jeffrey is whimfical, and if lie ihou'd 
Mind, and come down. 1 _; 
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Cm, Hue woa'd be no fiaying for me^ if he (koQ^df; ' 
therefore I defigo to be as qimk. as poffible «— — bat lien • 
comes the Star that guides me to Happinefs. 

Enfer Belinda Muf Maiia. • 

Lov. And my Pilo t ■ 

Mar, What Voyage a« ypo for» pray ? ^ 

Ld*o. The everiafhog Voyage of Matrimony,' Child :-**-- 
And yonr Eyes are two fuch dangerous Rocks, that nothing 
but yonr Tongne can deer me into Harbour. 

Mar. Bot any of my Sex can fleer yon ovt ; youMl be ' 
for cruifing from Port to Port, to make that everlafting. . 
Voyage agieeable. 

Lov' No, Faith, where I drop my Anchor^ there my ^ 

VefTel is moor'd for Life. ^Well, Cs^fia^ts what hy^ ^ 

the Lady ? M(ii\ flie let thy Haheas Cerpasremavc her ? 

Bti, Oat of one Priibn into another, is it not fo, Cak^ 
fiamt? 

Lov. Interrogating ! Nay, then 'tis proper to be alone; - 
there is a very pretty Collection of -Prints in the neit ^ 
Room, Madam, will yon gire me leafre to explain them 
to you ? 

Mar, Any Thing that may divert yonr Love-Snbje^. 

[Exit. 

Com, Can BtUnda term my Arms a Friion ? 

Mil, Bat Marriage is a Fetter, Conftant. 

Con. V\\ not make it one ; I'm a true BriHJb Sdoje^ 
I'm for Liberty and Property. 

Bil. And Self>intereft, for they are infeparable. 

Con, I hope our Interefts are the fame, and when linked, 
will be the flronger. Come, Madam, confider our Op- 

E>rtunity may be fliort, we ought to be quick, to prevent 
ifcovery ; I have your Father's Con(^t. 
Bel. Difcovery ! why, what is it you fear I 'tis bot 
reafonable I be let into the Secret, if Fm in Danger of - 
fliarittg the Puajftment, ^xxjobm. 

Com. Why that Sir Joim^ Belinda? I know you -are 
informed of all, then do not ridicule my ardent Paflion ; 
*twas my Love for yon that firft infpir'd me with this 
Straugem; then pritboe come, mydeareft.— — — 

[Tai^AerHaitt 
MA 
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Bel, Not a Stqf), fwcct Sertant — f 11 know upon what 
Terms 1 capitulate, e'er I funrender. 

Con. Terms I Madam ! Has not DMf told yon of the 
Plot ? — 7 / 

BtL Yesy upon your Father and mine» Captain* bat I 
don't think it iafe to join in it ! Suppose my Father be 
oblig'd to pay back this Money ; may not that be Frovo- 
catioli enough to difown me ? and if your's ihou'd for 

this Trick difinhent you ? What Jointure can you 

make me? 

Con, My Hearty Madam. 

Bel. Pflxaw! that is the flippery'il Piece in aH Fortune'* 
'^re^vat'^wt never can be certain of th^ ■ 

Con. Then my Soul. 

BtL Where (hall I find it ? The Learned can't agree 
where to place it ; therefore Tli have no trouble about 
that. 

Con. Then take my Body for Bail, that Pm.fure k 
ferth>coming. 

Btl. Ay, but there's No— JV# ixeat RigmmitL Love's 
Court. 

Con. To cut oiF all Objeaions, I fettle this Money up- 
<m you ; and either put it out to Intereft, or purchaie fome 
pretty Retirement ; where, if BeUnda loves but half £> 
well, as I fiatter'd myfelf ihe did, I can forfake all Courts 
md Company — and prefer a Grott with her, before all 
the Trappings of the Fools of Fortune. 

Btl. Generouily faid ! I have try'd thee, Con/lanii and 
find thy Nature like thy Name ; there, udce my Hand— 
Biy Heart was thine before. 

Con. 'Tis Symp4ttby rf Souls f bat joins ns tnoo^ 
Duab onfyftfall our Gonbaft Knot undo, 

Sol. Until tbat Hourf Belindz toill be true^ 
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Re-enter Lovely and Maria. 

Lov. Joy to thee, my Friend; and you, Madam> w« 
orer-heard your Proteftations.— 

Con. Prithee let's fetch the Parfon this Minute. 

Lov. To chufe— Ladies, we'll return inftantly. [Exitm 

Mar. Profperity to Belinda / 

BeL Dare not yoi^ bear me Company, Girl ? Have y«i 
fihc Heart to let me run this Hazard alon^ ? 
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Mar. Why, what wou'd you have me do ? 

Bel. Even what I dt^ga to do— Marry — for Pm finrc 
ihou lov'ft that hand(bme yoang Fellow. 

Mar. I find you underftand your own Conditution, Bi^ 
limia, 

Bel. So well ; that if you follow my Example, you'll 
ad as refolutely. 

Mar. 1 hine is a raih Venture, if Sir Jeffrey fliou'd not 
forgive him, 

Bel. The more honourable ; we have Love, and that^s 
the befl Eftate in a married Xlk. 

Mar. True, but what can we poor Women do, wfaofe 
Parents are not inclined to gratify our Wiihes ; ■ " you 
know mine are iet againft the Match. 

Bel. Pugh, Parents will relent in Time If not, Mr, 

Lovefy has Fortune enough to make y;OU happy --You love 
him, and he loves you ; weie ] in your Place, I'd fiun fee 
a third (hou'd part us. 

Mar. True, I do love him — but will not marry him, 
without a Portion ; he ihall never throw that in my Diih, 
I refolve. 

Bel. An admirable Refolution truly— Then you'll go 

• on; hang your Head, crofs your Arms,, figh your Soul 

into the Air -^ fit up all Night like a.Watoh«Candk, and* 

diftil your firains through your Eye- lids- for fo I have 

done no, no. Girl, e'en let us fitve our Tears, till we 

are married. * 

Mar. What, you think like moft Wives, we ihall have 
Occafion for them then, ha, ha. 

BiL As it may fall out Then let us marry whilft 

we are y^>png, that we may be able to bean it with the 

better Coir^ge. But here's my Father over Head and 

Ears in Papers ; I tremble though, to think what h^will 
fay when he finds the Cheat. 

Enter Ttu^y, 'With Papers in his. Hand^ 
Mar. And fee who is behind him—— [Enter NuDS 

a«^ Slouch. 
Bel. I have a fudden Thought how to divert my Fa- 
ther's Anger ; when all's difcover'd„riLjput it in pradice« 
, - ■ ■■ Sir, your humble Servants 
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Num' Ody fhe fpeaks,5/g»fi& ■■ Nay» Madam* Vm 3K>ttr 
humble Servant. 

Tru, Ha ! what's that? — ^Why, Sir, I admire— hey-day, 
where are the Gentlemen, Daughter ? 

Num. Gentlemen, Sir, why here is one Gentleman; 
indeed I can't fay much for Slouch 

Tru, Why don't you anfwer me, ha ? 
• Bel, I know not, Sir, they went out foon after we 
entred. 

Mar. They whifper'd, Sir^ and left the Roonu 

Tru. Ah ! I don't like that 

Sku. May-hap they are gone to £ght for Mrs. Belinda. 
An ihe*d marry you, Matter, now, how rarely they'd be 
chous'd, ha, ha. 

Num. Od, fo they wou'd, as you fay. Slouch 
Madam, what (ay you ? Mr. Trufty^ (hall we make an end 
on't ? I know you are a merry Man, and did but joke 
wi' me. 

Tru. Say vou fo ! I doubt you won't find it fo. Sir. 

Num^ Nol Why I verily believe the Gentlewoman has 
a Kindnefs for me, by her Looks ; how (ay you, Miftrefsl 
fpeak the Truth, and (hame the Devil, as the Saying is— 
han't you ? 

Bel. Well, if I muft fpeak the Truth, 'Sqmre, I have 
as jmuch Kindnefs for you, as for any body ; xny Father 
commanded me to love. 

Trufiy. Ay! why what (ay you to Sir yobn Conftant f 
Don't you like him better ? 

Bel. I did once, Sir, but I don't remembet I ever had 
your Con(ent in that. 

Trufty. You have it now then — 'Tis time enough ; it is 
good to know what one has to trull to. 

Bel. Your Leave now. Sir, comes too late, he may 
have chang'd his Mind. 

Trufty. No, no, you (hall be married to Night, he (han't 
have time to think of Change. 

Num. Look ye. Sir,, fair and foftly— he (hall hot have 
her to Night, may-hap— fcr all your haftc j Slouch, dand 
by me. 

Slou. That I will. Matter, in any Ground in England. * 

Mar. Humph ! I guefs her drift \^Jfide. 

Bel. Th^n 'tis time forme to think on't. Sir.. 

Trufy. 
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Trtify, Hey-day, what's here now ! 

Bel, I don't like Matches huddled np in hafte ; ami I 
tearnt from your Inftruftions, Sir, to coafult my future 
Happinefs in a marry'd State. 

Num. Good again, I'faith, ha, ha« 

Trufty, Yoar fbture Happinefs ! Wby, what can crofir 
your future Happinefs, Miftrefs ? 

Num, What, ^ill they quarrel aboot me now/ SiottcJ^ 
ha? 

Sku. The Woman has a woundy Mind to you, I /ee 
that, Mafter. 

Be/, Sir JoM^ Carriage is- more k)o(e and familiar t^an 
fermerly— from which I draw this Conclufion', Sir; thaV 
he thinks his Quality may now command, and wtet ar 
LoTcr'lofes Refpe£l, his Sincerity quickly follows. IV^^ 
nm the Method of ottr Quality — The Name of Hiiftfenii 
imhoot the FondnWs, is like a Title without an Eftate, df 
no value with the Wife. 

Mar. I am of her Opinion, Sir. 

JV«w. And I too. Faith OdV flie felfo rartfjrr T 

imif hare her, I fin J— — Inr my Cbnfcience I love her tcif 
tfanes the better, becaofel fee Jhe loves m c « a nd let me 
tell you. Sir, your Daughter is honefler than you are- 
Why Ihott'd you pretend to crofi her Will ? You {Mainly 
jbe, fhe has a Mind to no body but me Mnn 

7r». I plainly fee you are a Fool, and flie*s another — 

Num. Look ye, fay what you wiM o' me, but don'ta^ 
front her ; for all you are her Father, I won't let my Wife 
be callM Names, dc ye fee. 

^m. Zounds, get out of my Doors^. 

Num. Ay, btit who is the Fool then? 

BeL Pray be calm ; fince you once lik'd the Squire fi)r a 
Son-in-law, I hope I fhan*t difobllge you in prefening^ 
him before Sir John fbr a Hufband. 

Num. Di(bbHge him ! who cares if it does. Madam : 
Come along 

Mar. Ha, ha. If thy Father Aou'd take thee at thy 
Word, Belinda f 

Bel. My Stars forbid — 

7>». Did you ever fee fuch a provoking Creature ? 
jE/r/frConflanta/i^ Lovely. . 

Qh^, Sir. Jubn^ 'tis well you arc come-i-^— Where have 
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you been ? Yoa are in Danger of lofing your Miftrefs here* 

Com; I kope, Sir, I have taken the beft Way to fecure 
hen 

Lo*v, If the Paribn can da it, for we have got him ia 
the next Room. 

Bei, Tfl-Conftant.] Humonr what I fay 

Tru. Now MiftrefSy yoo had beft bring your ObjeOioio 
again, and Ipoil yoar Fortune. 

BeL To Num.] If you dare maintain your Chum to me^ 
J am yours— -I (ay again. Sir, I like the Squire beft. 

Nttm* Dare ! od, I, I, I, I, dare a, a. 

Cm. What dare you do. Sir ? 

Nffffti What a Plague do yon ftare at fo ? 

Cott. What was that you mutter'dl What dare you do? 

Num. I dare do as ranch as you dare do* ■ y W hat a 
jPox, I'm not to be frighted wi' Looks, man. 

Slog. Od^ take heed, Mafter, he has a woondy long 
Sword. 

If urn. A Sword ! I care not a ■ for his Sword, nor 
liiin neither. [IFalh ahout iita H$at^ 

Mar, Ha, ha, ha. 

J?rA ria, ha, ha, Sir Johf^^ diift Gendeman is a Peiffi>A 
i^^om I i^eera. 

Num. Aj, Sir, and one dtait Ihe intends to marry too. 

Cw. Marry! when. Sir? 

Num. When ihe plea(esi Sir ; no^, an yonll lend^ xx$ 
your Paribn ? 

£0^. Ay> 'tis £t you a(k him Leave indeed I 

Coft4 I'll lend you my Sword in your Guts firft* 

Num. Your Sword in my Guts ■ Slouch, give me 
your Cudgel. [Snatches his Stick. 

Shu. Ads Blead, clear the Way, clear the Way; Til 
turn the 'Squire looie to any Man in Zomerfet/hire. 

Num, Come, out with your Spit, mun— Wounds, 
and I don't make ye put it up again, I'll ne'er ftrike ftroke 
more. 

Con. The Devil, he*ll knock me down. \Ltvfs hUHani 

OH his Snjiiord. 

Tru. Oh don't draw, Sir^X^w— Lay down your Stici^ 
Sir, and get you about your Buiinefv, or you'll oblige me 
to uie you worie than I am willing to do» 

Mar. Excellent Sport> ha* ha.. 

Lo*if. 



1 1 6 The Maifs bewitcFd ; ofy 

Lo*i^. Incomparable, ha, ha. 
* ^d, Whocou'd have thought the Lout fo courageocta-— 
Oh pray let us have no fighting. 

^. Tru» You have had- your Anfwer, Sir, therefore pray 
be gone quietly. , 

Bel You 'fright me out of my Wits, 'Squire ; pray go 
out. of my Father's Houie peaceably j if you love me, do, 
we'll find fome other Way. 

Num. Love ye, yes, I do love you ; or what makes 
me in fuch a Paffion, think you ? Well, well, I will go 

out Look ye. Sir, an you be a Man, follow me ; I'll 

box fairly with you now for half a Crown, and this 

Gentleman fhall hold Stakes, and fee fair Play If you 

dare now? 

Ltyu, Fie, fic^ 'Squire, Gentlemen don't ufe to box. 

Con. Box, ye Blockhead, ha, ha, ha. 

Nuffi. Blockhead ! — Zounds, I'll learn you to call 
Names. [Strips off hU Coat. 

" Slou^ Come on. Sirrah, I'll fight with you at the fame 
Time — (begins toftrip,) I'll fland by my Mafter, for the 
Honour of Zomer/etjhire. 

, Clin. Death, you ihamble-ham'd Dog ! I'll beat your 
Head off \Giws bim a Box rfthe Ear^ 

Num. Ay ! are you there ? Faith, com« on — come on. 

[Falls foul »/e?« Clinch, 
.)• Lov^ Hold, hold, two to one is odds. ' [Parts them^ 

Clin. Let me alone. Sir, egad I'll fight 'em both. 

Bel. Ha, ha, ha, what do you do, 'Squire, fight with 
a Footman! Pray leave off, or you'll difoblige mc for 
«ver. 

Tru. Oh Lord, oh Lord ! What ihall I do i 

Num. What care I* 

Mar, What don't you care for your Miflrefe ? 

Num. Yes, yes, but I won't be made a Fool on ; but J 

will ^o an I were fiire you wou'd not be forc'd to mar- 

ry this fame Spark 1 won't leave you in the Lurch, 

Madam. 

Bel, No,, no, 'Squire, they (hall not force me, I prp-*- 
miie you. 

. Num. Then I go but look to't, an I catch yoa 

out of this Houfe^, by the Mafs I'll rib you, {Exii. 

Om. Ha, ha, ha. 
. . Tru. 
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Trtf. Adod, I was oat of all Patience with the Fool«-> 
Come, take her by the Hand, Sir John^ you fliall be mar*. 
Vied this Minate, we'll fettle Bafinefs afterward. 

BcL Indeed, Sir, you'll repent this hafly Match. 

Cd«. What means Belinda f 

Bel. You (hall know within. . 

7r«. Get along In my Soul, I think the whole 

Compoiition of Women is Contradi^on. [£r. omnesz 

SC E N E ^/r David'/ Houfe. 

Etiier Faithful and Coachman. 

Faith. There, honeft Coachman, drink my Health; 
but pray can't I fpeak with the Gendewoman of the 
Houfe? 

CeacL Sir Da*vid has no Wife, Sir ; but here is a young 
Lady, Til call her Maid ; Mrs. Z«ry, Mrs. Lucy^ here is 
a Gentleman wou'd fpeak with your Miflrefs— — 

Enter Lucy. 

Lucy. A Gentleman ! blefs me, how came you to let a 
Man in, Thomas^ in Sir Da*vid*s Abfence ? 

Coach. Sir David bid me himfelf, or you may be five I 
had not done it 1 thank yoq. Sir. [Ex. Coachman, 

Lwy. What do I fee ? Mr. Faith/ulf 

Faith. The fame! How fares my Love, my deareft 
Laura? Quick, bring me to her, I am impatient till I 
-fee her. 

Lucy. Nay, nay, fhe wou'd be as impatient as you, if 
ihe knew you were here— -~But by what Miracle did you 
prevail with Sir Da^d? 

Faith. Prithee afk no QuefHons— I'll inform thy Lady; 
hafle, my Time's but fhort, therefore muil improve it. 

Lucy, Well, follow me then. [Exit. 

The SCENE dranvs^ and di/covers Mrs. Laura at her^ 
Spinet. 

JJier the Song^ enter Lucy and Faithful. 
Lau. What did that Blockhead bawl fo for, Lucy f 
Lucy. To have an Acquaintance of yours admitted, 
^adam. 

Lau* 
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Lmu An Acquaintance of iniiie !-*-Ha I my dear Fmti^ 
fd! Am I awake ? an^ is it really he \ 

Faith. My deareft lJOYt-^(Run into we another^ s Arms.) 
Oh let me hold thee here for ever, for ever tafte the Nec- 
tar on thefe Lips— * There is fiiU the iame Fragrancy, as 
when we parted laft. 

Lou. Oh I it was a fatal Parting — Say, my Love, how 
cam'ft thou here ? for the old Monfter allows no Mortal to 
- vifitme. 

Faith. By Stratagem, my Dear; he ient me hither in 
his Coach, yet knows n6t I am come ; thou fhalt have 
the Story at more convenient Leifure ; bat now let qs em- 
ploy our Time to advantage. 

Lau. Heavens ! how I tremble ! He*il foon be back» 
for he's never out above half an Hour.: — Lucy^ watch be- 
low. [Exit.l What can this ihort Interview avail us? 
which Way ftall I get out of his Power I The paufeous 
Goat told Lu£y he defign'd to marry me hiniielf— -and cads 
fuch loving Looks every time he fees me, that I am half 
diftra6led, left he (hould give his horrid PaJiion vent. 

Faith. Ha! Confound his Pa£ion with himfelf— Cpn- 
ient to fly with me to a Friend's Hocfe in Town, where 
we'll be married, and put it out of his Power to confine 
thee. 

Lau. With all my Heart— My Prifon is fb odious to 
me, I need but fmall Intreaties to make me quit it—* — 
This is the Clofet he keep my Writings in ; if we cou'd 
contrive to get them along with us, or he'll give us Trou- 
ble enough to get 'em out of his Hand i here-^on't yoa. 
think one oueht wrinch it open ? 
' Faith. So he may profecute us for a Robbery. 
tau. Let him, I'll meddle with nothing of his. 

Enter Lucy haftily. 

Lucy. Oh, Madam ! there's Sir David in a violent Paf- 
fion, beating all the Servants in h^^^ him. 

Lau. Undone ! What ihall I fay } what will become of 
thee ? 

Fath. Sink the Villain— Have Patience, my deareft, 
take no Thought for me ; ieem not to knpw me; pre- 
tend Surprise^ and beg me to be ^ik^i ^leave.the red ^ 
to me* « 

Enter 
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tntgr Sir David, heating iis Men in wpmnthi Shigi^ 
^ir Da'v. Ye Dogs, what have you doacy ha ? 
Coach, What do you beat me for ? Did you not bid jne 
Xarry bim hooie f 

Sir Da'u, Zounds, not to my Home, you Raical. 

[Beals hinu 

Faith, What do you mean* Madams by faying yoa 

jdoh't know me ? 'Sdeath> did not I lodge here USl Night? 

Sir Da<v. How's this ? how's this ? 

Lau. No indeed. Sir, I never faw you before ; neither 

^o we let Lodgings, then pray ht anfwer'd. 

Faith. A very. pretty Trick, faith! Wh^t have you a 
Mind to cheat me of my HoHesy and Portmapteau ■ ■ . 
X<ook ye. Madam, this won't pafs upon me* 
Sir Dav. No, nor upon me, neither. Sir. 
Faith. Sir, your humble Servant; I think I have had 
the Honour to fee you ibmewhere. I am in difpute with 
(his Gentlewoman here; (he'd fain perfoade ne I have 
miftook my Inn— -and that I did not lie here laft Night. 
Sir Dav, Lie here ! Why, do you take this JLady for a^ 
Hollas, Sir? 

Faitk Nay, Sir, (he is very hand^pme-^hu^ why the 

DeviJ mud Beauty make her deny her Calling ? Ad, 

you Country Qentlemen do fo kifs and flatter, your Land- 
ladies, that egad, they don't know where their Tails hang 

but we make them know themfelves in Lcndou ■ 
Once more, will you call your Servants ? 

Sir Dai;. Oh the Devil I ye Dogs, I'll be rcvengM on 
you. [Beats his Servants^ they run off. 

Sam. The Fault's not mine. Sir ; Thomas bid me let 
him in. 

Faith. What, no Attendance yet? So, ho, Tapfter, 

Chamberlain Pray Sir, fit down— I warrant I'll 

make foroebody hear— Heark ye, yott Miftrefs — You are 
jiot above your Buiinefs too, are you ? [To LuCy, 

Sir Da<u. Oh,, oh, oh, I fliall go diflraded. 
Lucy. Pray, Sir, know your Way out, don't think' I!m 
one of your Wenches. 

Faith. Good lack ; ha, ha, what are you a fine Lady 
too ? The Devil ! Sure this is a Bawdy-houfe— — 

Sir Da<v. I dare fwear you'd make it one if yqu cou'd— -» 
^ fyith. Sir, I take this for an extraordinary Inn-*Pray 

do 
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do me die Favour to fit*— -FlI beat the Chamber down, 
but ril make fomebody cope up. So, ho, the Houfe 
faerc' \StampSf, 

Sir Dam. A plague fplit you, what do you inake all 
this Noife for ? Oh, oh. 

. Lau. Pray, Sir Daind^ hjimonr the Gentleman, for I 
fiuicy he is a little befide himfelf. 

Sir Dav. Humour the Devil ! Hell and Furies ! Thii 
mult be fome Rogue Here, where are you, Rafcals ? 

' Enter Servants. 

Faith, Ay, Scoundrels, where are you ? Ye Dogs, what 
is the Reafon we can have no Attendance ? {Strikes one of 
them.) Fetch us a Bottle of Claret, Sirrah, and bring us 
Word what we can have to eat 

Sir Da'v. Bring a Bottle of Claret ! bring a Halter ■ 
What do you ftrike my Servants for ? ha, Sir. 

Faith, Your Servants, Sir ! They arc my Servants, as 

long as I pay for what I call for Ho ! I find you are 

the Landlord of this well-governM Inn — Make your Peor 
pie more tra£Uble, do you hear. Sir ? Or I (hall not only 

beat them, but you too Death, ye Villains, why don*t 

you ftir ? [Strikes another. 

Lou, What will be the End of this ? Ml my Comfort 
lies in his A flu ranee. 

Sir Dav. Zounds, let him ftir if he dares Get out 

of my Houfe, Sirrah, or I'll lay you by the Heels ; don't 

put your Shams upon us Don't bully here; I thought 

you was wounded when I lent you my Coach — But I find 
' you are a Rdgue, and either defigned to rob my Houie, or 
ravifti this Lady — Fetch me a Conftable quickly ; the De- 
vil! ril box with you, if youVe for Boxing Get ihto 

that Room, Laura, I'll deal with him I warrant ye 



[Puts Laura in. 

' fee hill 



Lau. Oh unfortunate \ How fhall I ever fee him again f 

[Exit. 

..Faith, I'll be here about an Hour hence before this 

Door. [To Lucy. 

Lucy. Ah ! but to what Purpofe ? 

Sir Dav, 1 thought you was wounded when I lent yoi 

my Coach. 

'^- Faith. vWpanded, Sir ! why fo I am, and my Wounds 

bleed 
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bleed afre(h with Vexation Was it your Coach ? I find 

I was miflaken then, yoa are not my Landlord ; I afk 
your Pardon, Sir. 

£nter Manage, running. 

Sir Dcpo. Rot your Pardon — How now, who the Devil 
are you, Sir ? 

Man, I axn this Gentleman^s Servant — Blefs me, Sir, 
what do you do here ? Why Sir John and Mr. Lively have 
been feardiiag all the Town for you ; they brought a 
Surgeon to the Talh'otf and not finding you there, nor no 
where elfe, fent me to aik this Gentleman's Coachman 
where he drove you to, and fwear if you be not found, 
prefently, they'll indift the Coachman for your Murther. 

Sir Da'u, I wou'd you were all hang'd for Company ; 
why what a plaguy Miftake was here ? — 

Faith. Ha ! A lucky Hint Blefs me, Sir, I am un- 
der the greateft Confufion imaginable ; can you forgive 
me. Sir ? Upon my Hbnour, I thought I had been in my 
Inn; I aik a thousand Pardons, pray excufe me to the 
Lady. 

Sir Daif, Oh, Sir, never trouble, your Head about the 
Liady. 

Faith. Why, Sir, I'm a Gentleman. 

• Sir Da^. A Gentleman, Sir! And what then, Sir? 
Faith, And am Mafter of an Eflate to fupport that 

Charafter, Sir. 

• Sir Da<v, Zounds, was ever Man fo plagu'd, to have 
his Servants kick'd about like Poot- balls, his Houfe thun- 
dered about his Ears like a common Inn, then to be told. 
impudently, I'm a-Gentleman, and have an Eflate to fup^ 
port that Charafter ? 

Faith, I aik your Pardon agen. Sir, for the unlucky 
Accident, in miftaking your Houfe ; but cannot appre- 
hend what Crime. I have committed in my Apoldgy. 

Sir Da^, Sir, without any manner of Apology, I wou'd 
be very proud to wait on you down Stairs. 

Faith, By no means, Sir — I muft not permit that. 

Sir Da^v, Death and the Devil, be gone without it,' 
then. 

. Faith, That f will, Sir; but in treat the Favour of fee- 
ing the Lady firft; upon Honour I was ne\'er fo- concern d 
in my Life : I wou'd not for five hundred Pound quit, tjie 
, F iiouici 
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Hottie, till I have convinc'd her of my Error, and made 
my Acknowledgment upon my Knees. 

Sir Da'u. Zounds* here^s the Devil to do about her -^ 
Which Way Ihall I get rid of him ? 
^ Faith. Pray Miflrefsy inform the Lady of> my Refolu* 
rion. [To Lucy* 

Sir Daw. Hark ye, Hufwift, ftir out of this Place, an4 
m break your Neck down Stairs, 

faith. Why then I muft be guil^ ofa iecond Rudeneft 
to acquit myfelf of the fixft, I think that's the Room the 
Lady went into. Sir. [Going towards thg Door^ 

Sir Dav. Hold, hold, hold. Sir ; where the Devil ace 
you going ? — Zoands, advance one Step farther, and TU 
indid you for a Robbery. 

Faith. Well, iince ]^ou are fo pofitive. Sir, I will be 

gme ; but pray. Sir, is that Lady your Grand-daoghtei> 
aughter. Niece, Coufin, or, or 

SirDa'v. TismyWife, my Wife, my Wife, myWif^ 
Sir, do you hear that and tremble. 

Faith. Ods my Life, Sir, I beg your Pardon with all 
my Heart and Soul-— « Your moft Obedient, humble 
Servant. I-^*^^^ 

Sir Daif. The Devil go with you. 

Man. (To Lucy.) My Mafterhas not a Soufe of Moneys 
elfe you wou'd not want your Fee. We were robb'il 
coming down. [Exii. 

Sir Dav. 2k>und8, Sir, what do yon loyter here fori 
Why don't you get after your Mader ? Goe troop. . 

[Turns him out. 

Sir Dav. Wliat do you iauntring here, eet in to your 
MiArefs ! What, does your Chops water at me Sight of ja 
Man, ha? 

Lucy, Vm fure you are the word Sight 1 cou'd have fee^i 
at prdTent. [Exit. 

Sir Da'u. I don't underftand this Miftake tho' He is 

a trapping youn^ Dog ; I wiih Laura had not feen him-^ 
But ril go.fee if he is gone, left there ihou'dbe more 
Roguery at the Bottom. [E^t. 

ACT 
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ACT IV. 

JBffter M MM Side Faitlfftti mtd Manage ; Mr fife othm^ CoA« 

Hant wtd Clinch. 
Cpn. "pAithfidt well met, I was going in learch of thee ; 
^ my Affairs are ended» what Hopes of thine. Did 
the Projcft turn to thy Advantage ? 

Faith. It gave me Entrance to the charming Fair, who 
received me with eqaaTTranfport ; but juft as (he confent- 
ed to come rvay with me« the old Fox retum'd; — A Cm fe 
of his Diliggjce 

Man. I came timely to my Mailer's Reftue^ Sir ; imd 
when his Pockets are replenifh'd, I hope he'll own it. 

Faitb. Thai I will, Manage. 

Co/t, Tis now ill my Power to lend thee Twenty Pjcces, 
Friend There tliey are ■ [Gi'ves Money, 

Faith. I thankfully accept them ; 8nd next the finilhing 
my own Wifhes, I am pleas 'd thou haft gain'd thine ; but 
after what Method to purfue mine, Heaven knows ; I told 
Lucy I wou'd be about the Door in an Hour, but I know 
not if 'twill be in Laura\ Power to gti out, or what can 
difguife me ; Sir Da^id will certainly know me again, if 
he fees me-^— The Time is well nigh expir'J. 

Man. I have a Thought ! Cou'd you procure mf 

Mafter a red, or blue Coat, in this Town, think you, Sir ? 

C<m, 1 have nay Regimental Sur»-out I rid 4own in, you 
know. 

Man. Right, that will do ; I told him I ferv'd an Of- 
ficer ; I warrant we'll pafs upon him— Come, flrip Clinch^ 
ftrip ; give' me my Cloaths again — (Strips a^J changes 
*with Clinch again, J fiut 'tis necelTary, Sir, that you change 
your Wig too. 

Con. And what if you put a Patch crois your Cheek, 
like a Scar ? 

Faith. With all my Heart — I muft, and wiD redeem 
her, or cut his Throat. 

Con. Nay, Twenty thoufand Pound gives ^n Edge to 
Invention. 

Clin. So now I am in Statu quo. 

Faith. Were fhe not Miftrefs of a Groat, I (hou'd prefer 
her before tlie mod celebrated Beauty in the Kingdom ; 

F z our 
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our Infant Years firft fowed the Seeds of Love, which, at 
we grew, ripen'd to a perfe^ Paffion.; her Parents dying, 
left her to the Care of mine ; oh, in what Pieafure have 
we paft the Day, and qaarrell'd with the Night that call*d 
41S from each other ! WhilA I made the Campaign with 
yon. Captain, my Father died ! Oh fatal Thought, her 
Friends remov'd her to this Sir Da^id IVaicbumh^ 'tis twelve 
Months fince, during which Time, till now, 1 never cou'd 
find Means to fee or hear from her. 

Con. I know the Story pcrfedly well, and wifli thou 
may'ft fucceed with all my Soul ; but I find he is upon his 
Guard- 

, FaitL If he cou'd fummon Hell to guard her, I will by 
Policy or Force releafe her. 

Man^ Why then, pray refolve upon which immediately; 
fhall we lay open Siege, or blockade his Citadel. The 
Head mull always work before the Hand— Now 'tis nc- 
cefiary, e'er we attempt, to know the weakefi and Urohg- 
cft Parts ; then we open our Trenches and cannonade the 
Place, ruin their Ramparts, make a Breach, and then give 
the Aflault; take the old Rogue by the Throat, plunder 

his Caftle, and carry off the Booty Which is the La- 

-dy. Sir? 

Con, Ha, ha, ha, Manage talks like a Soldier. 

Faith, Ah, if we cou'd do that, Manage ! I have good 
J itereft in the Town — And they have Notice of my 
coming ;— 

Man, So much the better ; the more Friends we have 
in the Garriibn, the (boner we fhall become Mafters of it 
—Well, as I am chief Engineer, and have the Artillery, 
T muft furvey the Ground to find the moft convenient 
Place to raife my Battery. But away, away. Sir, anddif* 
guife yourfelf ; the Drum beats — leave the reft to Fortune, 

fhe cannot always run againft us 1 have known the Sun 

life upon a private Centinel who before his Setting was 

a Captain of Foot — Nothing like Diligence and Courage 
to nick the fickle Jade. 

Con, Come, thou (halt be ^t{%^^ in a Moment. \Ek- omn, 

SCENE, The Ota-Jtde of Sir David'/ Hotifei Sir David 
in the Garden he/are his Door* 
Sir Daui, I remember a Saying of a certain Philofo- 

phcr» 
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plief. That nothing is harder to keep than a Secret ; but 
I think 'ti$ ten Times harder to keep a handfome Woman^ 

I am firangely affeded with this laft Accident ; and 

then the t'other Rogue that was here in the Morning, that 

ferves an Officer A Pox on thefe Officers — for they 

have niore Stratagems in their Heads,, than all the King- 
dom befides. Bat I have order'd the Smith to barricade 
my Windows, from the Cellar to the Ganct ; he'll be here 

immediately, but Laura muft not fee him Poor GirV 

file's terilbly frighted at my Dog of a Coachman's Mis- 
take f I have invited hep into the Garden, here fhe and 
her Maid comes. 

Enter Lanra and Lucy. 

Lott. What favourable Devil, Lu^^ has precor'd us thiS' 
Liberty ? It happens as I wou'd have it, \^ Faithful ht but 
Iiere now. 

Lucy, I'm amaz'd — For 'tis the firft frefh open Air you 
liavt DreathM thefe twelve Months, Madam. But fuppof^ 
Mr. Faithful fhou'd be here I Yonder'a the old Jrgus, he 
reiblves to watch you, I £be. 
- Lou. Nay then ! 

Sir Da<v, Well, Madam, how do yoa after your Fright 1 
I feot for you into the Garden, to take the Air —*- The 
Air is good after a Fright 

Lau, Ay, if one cou'd change the Place too, Sir Da- 
tddi but the Air of my Chamber and this is much the 
fame^But let me be where I will, if you are there, I find 
no Difference in the Air- — I know not what ails me, but 
when I.^ ybi^ I figh- as often as I draw Breath. 

Sir Da'v. Ha ! fhe loves me ! Oh happy Davi d 
Indeed, Madanv ! And are thofe Sighs pleafant or pain- 
ful, pray? 

Lou, Oh, very painful,. Sir — ^— - 

Sir Dipv, Then you muft have a Uuiband to'curG.thoJ!e^ 
Sighs, Child- 
Faithful i^d Manage appear bet<ween the Scenes* 

Faith. She's here ! Oh the charming Maid — but that 
eld Monfler is with her. 
. Sir Dofi^ What think you of a married Life, Laura? 

Lou. Of nbthing better — ^I might diflemble like many 
•f my Sex ; exclaim againfl Marriage and Mankind4 

F 5 profefs 
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profei^ to die in a Cl0)'licr, or a Maid ar large— Maik my 
real IsKHnations» fdgn Indifterence to Love» s^nd place aU 
my Happinefs in my own Sex-— -but I havs a Heart toa 
£ncere; and therefore frankly own, tliat the ctmoft of 
my Ambition is to be a Wife. 

Faith, To me, fbe means— —Ohi how fbdl I deliver 
her! 

Lucy. Well faid, Madam; why fhcm'd a Lady lofe the 
Pjimc of her Youth, when ^e may do fo much in her Ge- 
neration ? I re(blve to follow your Example to a Hair* 

Sir Dav. Good Wits jump *— — I reiclve to marry too $ 
I have every Day frefh Oflfers, very advantageous Oftrs» 
but my Heart is prepoflefs'd, dear Laura^ for I will own 
it nbwy I love you exceedingly* 

Lucy, So» now 'tis oat. 

Sir Dan;, More, if poflible, than you love me. 

Lau. That's very poffible, truly. 

Faith. Love her ! Oh the rank old Ooat ; Death ! Aa# 
Confe/Tion has made me lofe all Patience. 

Man, Hold, hold, Sir» pray be content a little. 

Sir Dav, Come, don't blafh» lautrat thy Sighs betray'd 
thy Love, but I'm difcreet. 

Faith. Now do I loi^ to tell Urn he lyes in his Thibet. 

Man, 'Egad, Sir, you had better loie your Looging^e 
this Time. 

Lau^ What A6 yon fay, Sir— *-«- that I love you t yovr 
Opmion is fmall Proof of your DifcretioQ. 

B,ixDa<v. Why fo. Child? 

Lau. Becanfe you never was more miftaken in your Life ; 
for inflead of loving you, I halt you mortally. 

Faiih. Oh, blefled Sound ! 

Sir Dav. Really ! but why fb, prithee ? 

Lau. Nay, you love without Reaibn ; and perhaps I 
hate by the fiune Rule. 

Lucy, Well, Sir, tf her Dedaratton be not fo'kind aa 
you wou'd have it, it is not the lefs fincere. 

Sir Dav, Is it not, Gilflirt, alter what I have done (cm 
her ? 

Lau. Yes, you have done for me, I diank yon. Sir. 

Lucy, l^ay, pray be not angry, but ftate die Cafe right. 

Lau, It Love has rettder'd me charming in your Syes> 
conftder how 1ms h» drawn yon in mine. 
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Lu^. She's amiable, you ugly - She's gay, you morofe 
•-*She's generous^ you a^Mifer— She's fixteen, you fixty— 
She has the fined Teeth in the World, you but one in 
your Head, and that (hakes ; and the firil Fit of Cough- 
ing, good-by to it. 

Man. A Devililh Wench— She has drawn him to a Hair. 

Lttu, Mark Lucy^s Dercription, and theh tell me if 
thefe be not irreiifiible Charms, for one of my Agt and 
ConHitotion. 

Lmcy. What Woman do you thinks Sir, on this fide 
fourfcore, wou'd have fuch a Bedfellow ? 

Sir iW; She fhalU Miftrefs, or (he ihall have nobody* 
mark that ; and your Witticifms, Mrs. Frippery^ (fiall-get 
jou nothing— How now I who do you want f , 

[Faithful and Manage come _.^ 

Lun. My dear Faithful! I know him m all ij\^m%^ 
how fhall 1 forbear running into his Arms ? 

Lnty. Have a care. Madam, if you difcover yon know 
film, yonll never fee him more ; Manage has fome Plot in 
\i» Head, by his winking. 

Sir D^rv* What is it you look at. Sir! why don'c you 
ipeak? 

Mum. Be c^m. Sir, and take bo notice of the Lady. 

taitb. I was fo charm'd with the Finenefs of the Prcf" 
ped in diat Moment you ^ke. Sir, I was not Mafter of 
mj Tongue. 

Sif'Dav. AndnowyontreMtffterofit, Sir, what have 
you to iay ? 

Faith. Nothing, Sir; only having the Misfortune to 
break my Chariot — ^I took a Walk thb Way, till it is 
pot in order again ; and roming by this Houfe, my Man 
told me that you entertained fome hard Thoughts of him, 
horn fome Difcourfe that pafs'd between you to-day — So 
I prefum'd to call, to clear his Reputation. 

Sir Da<v, This is the Officer ! A Rogue in red now ; 

and the Simple-hunter with him-— I don't like 'cm As 

for that. Sir, you need not give yourfeif farther Trouble, 
for I have nothing ^o do with his Repuution, nor yours 
neither. 

Faith. I hopje 'tis no Ofence to look about me a little ; 
riiis Houfe^is'iihely fituated -— 'Tis the beft Air 1 havi 
breath'd this Twelve-month. 

F 4 Sir 
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Sir D/iv. Pox o* your Compliment — That's your MiA 
take, Sir ; 'tis the worfl Air in the Univerfe — Let me 
advife you to get out of it as faft as you can ; for 'tis very 
fatil to Strangers. 

Lau, He tells you Truth, Sir; for ever fincel breath'd 
this Air, I have neither eat, drank, or ilept with Eaie* 

Faith, I am forry for that, Madam; but I find a quite 
contrary Effeft ; methinks I feel new Life, and I have a 
ftrong Hope to carry off the Health I wifh. 

Sir Da*v. 1 wi/h. Sir, your Legs wou'd be p}eas'd to 
carry off your Body. 

Faith, Sir, I will not be troublefome .. bat I defire 
you wou'd give me Leave to take a View of your Gardens j 
I have^bought me a fmali Seat in a Country Village^ and* 
.ft now, to have a pretty Garden made. 

Lucy. Sff. Ah ! wou'd you were buried in the Garden*-* 
'^; gerin. Gentlewoman^ go — he has no Bufinefs witlt 
you, you don't belong to the Garden. 

Man. (7o Lucy.) Find fome Way to bring your Ladjr 
down again ; do you hear ? let her pretend - 

\lf'hifpersto\iVX:f. 

Lucy, Yes, yesj I hear ; bat how to pat it in Pra6Uce» 
I know not. 

Lau, I am diftraded ! Oh Invention I where art thou I 
Help me Brains, or ceafe to think. 

Sir Z>tf'v. What do you loiter for, ha.> get in— • 

Lucy, Sir Davids you ufe us like Slaves ; fend ns in 
and out at Pleafure-^ — Is my Ladya Perfbn to be treated 
fo by her Guardian ? Thefe twelve Months we have no I 
feen the Shadow of any Hat but yours-^Fm fure nothing 
that's Male has reach'd our Eyes. 

Sir Da'v, Why how now, Mrs. Prate-a-pace ? if ydu 
don't like your living, troop oiF. Go — There arc more 
Servants to be had. 

Faith, I fhall certainly difcover myfelf, if he goes on 
at this Rate Sir, I had rather quit this Place immedi- 
ately, than you fhou'd incommode the Ladies, 

Lau, Pray, Sir David^ mind your own Servants, yott 
fhall never have any Power over mine. Let me advifc 
you to tarry till to-morrow ; 'tis dangerous travelling too 
Jate ; let me intreat you to ftay in this Town till to-mor- 
ro>n'.^— What faid Manage to you, Lucy F 

Lticj\ 
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Lucy^ Ay, pray take my Lady*s Advice, Sir. Yoafhali 
kuow within ; take Courage, Madam. 

^T Da<v, Zounds, get in, I believe you want to lie with 
him all Night, you are fo concerned for his Stay. 

Lucy, I hope ibme brave Man will attempt the Re&ae 
of my Miftrcfs. ' \He pujhes '«» in. 

Faith, My Heart fwells at thefe Indignities, and I cou'd^ 
fliake his deteiled rotten Soul, oat of his wither*d faplefs 
Carcafe. 

- Man, Be eafy. Sir, Paffion will do us no good-^I hava 
ibmeching in my Head may hit, perhaps. 

Faith, I am forry. Sir, I ihou'd be the Caufe of your 
being angry with your Daughter. 

Sir Da:^, My Daughter ? 

Faith, I afk your Pardon, Sir, may be 'tis your Wife. 

Sir Dan), She fhall be e'er long, Sir. 

Faith, You fliall be Worms Meat firft. lAJide. 

I had better knock him down, and fetch her out this Mo- 
ment. 

Matt, And the next Moment fetches you to GoaL In- 
deed, Sir, you had better keep your Temper- — You have 
made a very excellent Choice, Sir ; wou'd all Hufbands • 
manage their Wives fo, we ihou'd not have {o many Co- 
quets abroad. 

Sir Dav, I don't dcfign my Wife fliall follow the Way 
of the World, 

Man, Second him. Sir ; keep him in Talk a little «—— 

Faith, You do well. Sir, 'tis below a Man to let hir 
Wife rule, and rattle where fhe pleafes ; to vifit, and be- 
vifited by half- the Fops of the Nation; for my Part, had 
la Wife, I fliou'd follow your Method. 

Sir Dai/, 'Egad, I believe I.was*miilal?fen in this Gen- 
tleman. J wi(h. Sir, I had this Lcdure read to fome thar 
blame me for my Conduft.. 

Man, If you pleafe. Sir, . Til go into your Houfe, and- 
write it down this Moment! it flian't coft you a Far-- 
thing. Sir. 

Sir Da'v, I'll not give yon the Trouble, Sir, I fliall re- 
member it. 

Enter Lucy kaftHy, 

Ltuy, Oh I undone j undone ; help, help ; oh Sir JD^- 
•vid! what Save you^ brought upon u& ? 

^ 5 Sij 
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Sir Da'u. What the Devil dp you bftwl fo for ? 

Lucy. Oh ! the (addeft Accident has befallen my pcxur 
Lady! * 

/V7i>i&. Ha ! her Lady, {aid (he ? 

ilfoff. Peace* Sir, and mind the Plot— — 

[Jfidi to Faithful. 

Sir Dav, What Accident, ha ? You roar as if fhe hadl 
broke a Leg, or an Arm. 

Lue^. Worfe, Sir, worfe, nnuch worfe; She's mad. 
Si r ■ ' / 

Sir Dam. Mad ! 

Lucy, Ay, diftradled, Sir When you thmft us Int 

ihe found the Smith barricading her Windows ; as ibon as 
ever fhe laid her Eyes upon the Iron Bars, her Looks 
jgrew wild; her fudden Starts and broken Speeches .con«- 
vince me of her Brain being turned — r-* When, before I 
\Mas aware— -—ihe catch'd up an Iron Bar, and broke the 
Blackfrnith's Pate^ ihe beat her Head againft the Wall — 
runs, (kips, Hngs, dances, damps, raves, and throws all 
the Things about the Room ^ I wou'd have (but her ib, 
but ihe fet up fuch a Roar, that I left the Door open, and 
Aed 'for my Life — — Make the beft of your Plot, Mm^ 
nag e ^ ■ ' ■ \Jifide* 

Man, Ay, ay, let me alone. 

Sir Da'v, Mercy on us ; what (hall I do ? 

Luty. Here (he comes, oh my poor Lady U-with your 
great Bafe Viol in her Hand ; oh, oh, oh ! 

Sir Da<v. Oh the Devil ! if (he breaks my Ba(e, I had 
rather lofe five Pounds : Oh, oh, oh. 

Man. Have Patience, Sir, I may be fervic^ble to yott 
in this Affaier, as little Opinion as you had of my Skitt . 
to-day. 

]^nier Laura, 'with a Bafe and Papers % her Clothes atJ^ 
ivaraly hangings 
Lau. Give me Liberty and Love^ 

Gi<ve me Lo^e and Liberty^ 
From an Iron Grate, ' 
And the Man I hate^ ^ 
Dear Fortune Jfei me free* 
JFaith, WhatDefign you by (hi% Managii 
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J^an^ To pat yoa in Pbfleffion of your Mifbcfs, befotc 
I have done» Sify if you'll be qolet, 

ixm. What, are you a Blftckfrnith ? [7*4 ^/r David. 

Sir Dav. Oh» pox o' the Blackfmith, how flie harpa 
upon him I ■ 

Zdw* He! now I know yoti» yoa are a Singing* 
Sfaikr. 

^\x Dmf. A Singing- mafter! good lack, «>od lack-^ 
titu. Here is a Pjece of MuficK, which I have jaft now ' 
received from London \ 'tis Part of tfae^iaft new Opera——- 
there, there, there's a Part for ytM.(Gpv€s Sir David ; 
Paper, ) Ha ! are not you the new Eunuch ? Ay, *ti8 he ! • 
here, here, here's your Part« ^ [G#w/Faithnil u Letter , 
Faith. A Letter, Oh ! for an Opportunity to read (t. 

[Draws off ty Degreer. 
L^hu Gi've me Liberty andLin/e, < 

Gi*ue me Love akd Liberty — Come,* why 
donH you filig* (T9 Sir David.) [She heats Time all this ^ 
nvhiiet with her Hand upon his Head^ and with her Foot "' 
u^ his Toes, ■ 

Sir *Dav, PoorLanra, tcan-tiing, Chfld « ' ■ Z 6nnds» - 
Death and the Devil, (he has killM my To(?. 

Lan. What^ won't you ling, I'll break the Fiddle then* - 
ZiTff, Pray,. Sir David, humour her* 
Man. Let me advife yon to comply with her, Sirs fliers ' 
poflefs'd, and with' a very mifchievous Daemon. 
£«». Come, begin* Give me Liberty nendLovi^ - 
6irDav.f 

Lmey. V Grveme Liierty asid Love. \Thtj aU fing"^. 
Man. 3 ai;i&/^ Faithful reads. 

Faith. (Reads.) Dear YviMyA, find fame Wtt^ to deliver 
me, or vohat I new a^ in jeft, wiH follow in eamefii I 
hetve all my Jevxls and Writings about me ; for Ihave bro^o - 
the old Maiis Ckfet for them, and Tlifind a JFay to gee * 
Money frefently. Yours entirely, , Laura, • 

Ye«, I will deliver thee, or die for it. Manage, readthat»'- 

[Gives him the Letter. • 
Man. Recommend me ibf a white Witch to Sir David i > 
lef me alone for the reft. 

Faithi, Poor Lady ! I am extrem^y conccrn'd for her, - 
Stfi pray coftftrit my Servant about her Diftcmper; ia 
my Opinion (he's bewkch'd. 

F 6 Sir 
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Sir Dav, I doubt fo too. Sir ; has he really Skill m 
thefe Matters ? 

FaitL No Man in the Kingdom more» I aflare you ; he 
has car'd feveral, to tay Knowledge, both in Spain and 
Flanders^ 

Lau. Why do you look at me fo ? Did you never fee 
-an old Woman before ? I'd have yoo toknovtr, Miiirefs, I 
have been as handfome as you but age alters every 

body 1 have been the Mother of fixteen Children— ^ 

all Boys— Hark ye, let me counfel you — don't marry an 
oidFellow. 
. Lucy, No, why ib, pray ? 

tau, Becaufe your Youth will renew his Age— and 
you'll be plagu'd with him to Eternity— I married an old 
fufly Giiardian, becaufe I cou'd not get out of his Hands ; 
.which is the Reafbn why you fee (b many Wrinkles in my 
Face, ha, ha, ha. In my Confciencc there he flands — 
'What, can I go no where, but you mud follow me— yoo^ 
old crippling Cuckold you— Look ye how angry he is now 
at being call'd Cuckold— —Yet he wou'd marry a young 
Wife ha, ha, ha. 

Sir Dofv. Mercy upon us 1 how do fuch Things come- 
in her Head ? 

Faiib. The Wildnefs of her Fancy. 

Enter Manage* 

Man. I'll do your Bufinefs for you. Sir ; I have con^ 
fulted the Stars, and find ihe is bewitdi'd by an old Wo- 
man. 

Sir Da^. By an old Woman ! Ay, indeedl^^ (he talks of 
an old Woman. 

Mani It is a vtry troublefome Spirit that is In her, and 
miift be charmM out into another, or fiie can't be cur'd. 
^ > Tell me. Sir, can you procure any body for that 
Purpofe ? 

Sir Da'v, Here's her Maid, won't ftie do ? 

Lucy What I Do you think Pd have the Devil put in- 
to me, Sir, I ajQc your Pardon/or that. 

Lau» Hark 1 There's my Drum beating up for Volun- 
teers What fay you, my Lads, are you for the Wars ? 

Her Majefty has honour'd me with a Colonel's Commif- 
j£tf}n ; I'm jod now raifing my Regiment—— you (hall aH 

ier^ 
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ierve under roe. Come— hold, now I think on*t, 1 
' want a hundred Guineas to^aife Men with -7-— Hark ye» 
woii't you lend ;ne a hundred Guineas ? [To Sir David, 
Sir Dav, Lack-a-day, it makes me weep, to fee how 
maoy forts of Madne&s poiTefs her. 
. Man. A good Thought ibr fcxne Money -i— Humour 
her. Sir, whatever ihe afks ibr,. let her have. 
; Lau, Lend me a hundred Guineas, I fay, or my Sol- 
diers ihall batter your Houfe about your Ears. 

Lucy. For Heavens fake. Sir, give 'iem her, you'll hlive 
them again fafe. 

Faitl. I wou'd advke you to let her have 'em, Sir. 

Sir Da<u. Well, be fure you take care of them ; there, 

there is threefcore in that Pnrfe, you may tell her there 

is a hundred ; but take care I have them again. [To Lucy. 

. Mm. Ay* when we have nothkg elfe to do- with Vm, 

[J/i/r. 
Lmf. Give it me-^tb, now my Boys will you Cervc the 
Queen ? 

Ma9. Ay* with all my Heart, under you, Sin 
Lau. There then, there's Gold for you. Sirrah ; f Gives 
him a Guinea.) and what fay you, you are a handfbme 
proper Fellow, fix Foot high—— I'll make you- Serjeant 
of the Grenadiiers — — What fay you, will you ierve un- 
der me ? 

Man. Humph! He wou'd rather ierve her another Way, 
I dare fwear. [jijide. 

Faith. And know no Joy beyond it ; ferve ye \ by 
Heaven, that I will, with my Life ; command me. Colo- 
nel, rii follow you^ti^rough^aU Difficulties and Danger; 
and die by your Side, or bring you off iafe. 
. Lam* ThtA there's Money, my Hero, to forward our 
Defigns . [Gi<ves him the Pur/tk 

Sir Da'v. Hold, hold, Laura^ you mufl not give away 
your Money? Luty take care on't. I hope. Sir, you'll 
return the Money.. 
Faith. Certainly, Sir. 
Lucy. V\\ fee to that. Sir. 

Lau. Return the Money, to ^hom ? They are my Sol- 
diers, and the Money mine*' I borrow'd it of the moft 
confiumded old Rogue in Fiterbwwgh ; tell him I iay fo 

—but 
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-*bjit you look like an honeH Man, I'll make yoa ft Co^^ 
pprai*— «Come, -let me fee you exercife, Serjeant. • 

SirDov. Oh Lord, ob Lord! 

haui^ Serjeant take heed ; to the right and left h^ Half" 
Flanks— form Files upon the Fkmks of the Battalion-^ 
March*— ha^* ha» yo^^are curfed dull, Serjean t ■ ^ ^ 

Fcuth. laai a little ankward at -firj^ Colonel, but F 
(ball learn. \Bt€m^$^- 

Sir 2>iro!^ Oh, oh, oh! - 

halt. Well, well, I'll teach you then— •^i'^ileace, Jpftl ^ 
your right Hand tO70ttr Firelock'^— -«Cock your Firelock - 
—I P refent ; Fine— —Excellent. 

Givtf mt Liberty ttnd L^'ve^ « 

GHfi me J-wve^ and Liherty^ ' [^ftg^- '* 

Sir D4vu.^ Oh &d, oh fad ! what fiuOia (ioi ?niy Skr - 
licfire your Man to try his Adll^ 

Faith. Mofu^t^ tke GcntleoBfln }iB{>lafes yomr Aid; 

Man. I am ready,, if he can £nd any body fo riiafke th6 * 
Experiment; it'^uft be a Man, Sir^^^— -will you endure it ^ 
yourfelf? 

Sir Da*v. No, faith and trodi iiot I ! 

Faith. Well, Sir^ to do you and die Lady Ibrviee, IV 
yenture—— but take care^ Miuutgii that you faring th^De* - 
tril out of roe again— 

Mom. Yes, Sir, that I can eafil^^ lor hei» not hidf fb > 
hard to get out of a Man^ as he is out of a Wotnan. 

Sir Dav. Good lack ! what Ihou'd the Reafon of that •• 
be, I wonder \ (Afide,) Sir, I thank you heartil y — ■ . • ^ 
a very worthy Gentleman diis-— «^*-«-Well» whatmuft I ' 
do. Sir ? ' • 

Man. Stand flill, I charge yo n >- ■ A nd do you letdl us^^ 
an eafy Chair, Miibefs.— — [JVLucy.. - 

iLucy.. Yes, Sir. [Exit. 

Man. Stay, I mud limit your Boinids y. tbeie >Slr, ym ^ 
moft hot for your Life crofs this Cirele. 

Sir Dcm^ Well, Sir, I fhall obierve yon^ 

Emer Lnc^ ^fiith a Chair.. 
Lttfjf. Here, Sir. 

Uan^ Very well; arfty, Madaai)^bepleai*d«»lit4o«Ni^ 
Lou* Sit down I wny, is Dinner cojBung ?-««r-Ho, cry 

aMer-* 
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a Mercy ! you are a Barber; hold, Jiotd^^you ffiill ihav^ 
my Corporal firft, to try your Razor^ 

Sir ^av. Oh Lord, oh Lord \ what fliall I fiiy to her h 

Man. Keep your Place, Sir -^- No,, no, Sir, I am » 
Shoe-maker, and if I fit your Foot, and pleaie you, I de- 
fire your Honour wou'd let me have the BafiaeTt of youir 
Keeiment. 

Zau, With all my Heart- 
ily. Then pray iit downi- Sfr,. tHatl may take Mei^ 
lure. (Sbefis do<um.) Now for you. Sir, you muil kneel 
right before her— doier— dofe^yet; theie, look full ist 
her Eyes— ^Claip both her Hands in youn.. \Mtituige 
pmUs a Book out of Ins Poika, muiJooAs miu 

Lau* Gin/€ nu, Lihtrty and Lovt,. 

Give me Uve and LUerty, [Sinfu 

Faith My diarming Angel I Oh, let me kneel here for 
ever, for- ever gaze on thoie dear Eyes ; ^ow I have lao- 
gui&'d for thee,. Heaven only knows. 

Lau, And what I have bom ibr thee. Hell cannot 
matdi ! Oh,, if Manage fitil in his Plot, I'm undone for 
fver. 

Faitk, Fear not, my Love, he is lucky at Contrivance* 

Sir Dav. What are they doing? 

Man, Alpha, Beta, Gamma, I)elta. 

Sir Dav. Blefs me» what are thoft the Names of thr 
Spirits } 

Man* Philo ie en pafias, gloflais^ kai en to panti poto^ 
kai en to panti topo-— Now do yon be weli. Madam ; and 
do you feem to be mad. Sir, quick, quick 

Sir Dav* Why^ wh^ a many Devik there are I cer* 
tainly ihe has a Legion in her. 

Lan, Where am I, Luty f Methinks I wake from fome 
untoward Dream. 

Luty, She recovers. Sir. How do you^ Madam ? 

Sir Dav. I'm glad on't. How doH thou do, Lanraf 

lau. Pretty well. 

Man, Death, Sir, keep your Place, or youll fpoil all. 

FaitJk Ha! my Brain-pan fplite — rm all a-Hame,. 
my Blood boils o'er, give me Room, I'll (cale the Re* 
gion of th^ Aiv» and puU the Winds down head-long oa 
tts all. 

Sir 
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SirDav. Oil, oh, oh, he's flark mad I What ihaU wer 
do with him now ? 

Man, Wc (hall da well enough with him ; but keepr 
your Place, for he's very defperate. 

Lou,' Defend me Heaven,, wharails the Gentleman? 

Lucy, He'll kill us ; the Man's bewitched. 

Map. Here, here. Ladies, iland in this Circle, and:' 
don't crofs it for your Lives. , [Setj 'em in a CircU: 

Sir Da^. Oh, pray Sir, read again ■- — 

* Faith, What's here, old Belzebulr ! No, 'tis his Squib 
and Cracker; I'll fet fire to it and blow it up— Ho, lo,* 
where are you Scoundrels,. Dogs, Rogues, Cooks, ther 
Devil wants his Dinner, and you muft fpit this Swine/ 
Hell dines on Hog's Flefli to-day. \praFW5 bis Siuord, 

Man, . Undone, undone ; the Spirit grows too (b-ong for 
my Art ! Fly, fly. Sir, for Life . . 

Sir Da^, Oh, oh, oh, fave me, favc me. [Runs in 

andjlaps the Door: 

Man, Now, now, make your Efcapc; he has flap'd th& 

Door after him Quick, quick 

' Faith, My Life, my Soul ! 

Lau. My Angel, my All. \Emhracez: 

Man, Oh, the Devil ! Don't ftand Lifeing and Dear- 
iDg now, but make Hafle ta Mr. TruftfSf I'll bring the 
Parfon after you. 
■ Ltuy, Ay^ good Madam, be quick. 

Cau, Any where, good Manage, 

Faith, Fly Manage, and bring Lovely with thee too, to 
be WitneG of my good Fortune, this Hour makes thee* 
mine for ever : 

Now in thy Arms immortal Joys Til tafte^ 
And quite forget our anxious Sorronus paft, 

Luc^. iVbw Heait'n he praised, lue^^ve Liberty at laft, 

[Exeunt.- ' 
Sir David above. 

Sir Dav. Oh, I'm robb'd, ravifh'd, dead and buried— 
My Clofet is broke open, and all my Writings gonej. 
Mr. Conjurer^ Mr. Conjurer, can you help me to the 

Thief? Ha I no body to be feen ! BIcfs me Lucy—^ 

Lauray why Laura f Ah I Murder, Murder, . Thieves,i 
Thieve?. ^^Cries out till he comes do^wn.- 

Enter 
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Enter Sir David. 

Here, where are all my Servants ? ^En/rr Servants. J 
Ran ibme one Way, fome another ; niake Enquiry thro' 
the whole Town for Mrs. Laura ; ihe is carry'd away by 
two Rogues or Devils, I know hot which, run, run 

Sef*u. Why, if the Devil has carr/d her away. Sir, 
where can we run ? . 

Sir Da'u, To Hell, ye Dog, do you fland to prate ? — 

[^Beats him. 

Seru, Marry, look her there yourfelf an you will— » 

[Exit. 

Sir Dav» Oh, that I fhou'd believe thcfe Conjuring, 
foldiering Hafcals j but I'Jl find *eni, if they are above 
Ground; and if they are mortal. Til hang 'em, that's my 
Comfort. [Exit. 

A C T V^ 

SCENE, The Street before Mr. Trufly'j Door*, 
' Roger comes etit of the Hou/e with a Pitchfork on 
his Shoulder^ and a Lanthorn in his Hand. 

Rog. ¥ T will be very^dark e'er I get home ^Od, Pm 

J[ main merry. Mafter Trujf)^, keeps rare nappy 
Ale^ and Dick the Butler is an honefl Fellow ; Lord, Sirs; 

how bravely thefe Gentlefolk live Methinks I like it 

hugely ; and I'm perfuaded, I was defign'd for a Gentle- 
man, but was fjwil'd in^ the making ; nay, nay, I was 
made well enough too, that's the Truth on't ; but 'tis that 
damn'd Jade Fortune that has fpoil'd me ; for an I had an 

Eftate now, I know how to live like a Gentleman 1 

cou'd fcorn the Poor, and fcrew up my Tenants, and 
wou'd fooner give Ten Pound to a Wench, than Two*- 
pence for Charity ; I cou'd cjuickly turn — my Cart into a 
Coach, and my Man Plod mto a Coachman — T cou'd 

hurry into the Tradefmen's Books Wear fine -Clothes, 

and never pay for them — Lie with their Wives, and make 
my Footmen beat their Hufbands, when they come to aflt 
me for Money. Get drunk with Lords, and break the 

-- Watch* 



Watchmen's Hcad« —— Scour the Streets, aiui flccp in x 
Bawdy-houfe-— ^Sclt my Landsy and pay no Debts — - 
Get a Charge of Baftards for tfie Parifli to ihaintain — 
Then, by the Help of a Coittmiffion, tranfpoft myfelfiwit 
tS dieir Reach.' ■■ 

Enter Sir Jeffrey €5o«ifiaitt, ii a riMng Haiit. 

tvcjeff. Do your Hear, Friend? 

Rog. Mayhap I do— And mayhap t do not ; What 
ttUft, Sir? 

Sir Jeff, Nay, the Mkttor^s not great— — Do you live 
fttthatHoufe? 

Rog. I did a little whUe a09*— *^ When I was in tbe 
Cellar. . ^ . . 

Sir Jeff. A comical Fellow. TEen you don't fervc Mr^ 
Trufy t 

Reg. No, Sn-, I ferve Jxis Maifter^ tbo* as moft Fkrmen 
>do their Landlords. 

Sir Jef. I underllaiid yoa : You rent one of tlieKniglii*^^ 
Jarto ? 

Reg. Ay, and a plaguy dear onctoa.-"— *—*-»• 

Sir Jeff. Say you fo ! That's a Pitf j III {peak a good' 
Word for thee— Is Mi-. Tru/ty at home ? 

Rig. 1 diank you heartily. Yes, Sin he's at home. 
(Rune ic the Door tmd knocks. Tiafly of$m the Deor and 
Jbrieis out, and thronjos it to again.X Wookef9» what's the~ 
Matter now ? 

Sir Jeff. Was not that Mr. Trnfy^ 

Rdg. Yes, Sir, I think fo. 

C/in. (Within.) Oh undone, undone ; (Clinch /«^/^#tt^ 
«r a frighted.) here's my old Mailer. 

Sir Jef. What's that ? . 

Rog* Nay, IheardaNoift, but ean*t tell what they faid 
— But an you pleafe to come wo' me, Sir, I'll carry yoi> 
in the Back-way. 

Sir Jeff, The Back-way What can be the Meaning- 

©f this ? ^hy ihou'd he flart at fight of me ? There mutt w 
be ibmething more in it than I can fathom; and yet I^ 
think he's an honeft Man. I never- fcmtd .any Thing to * 
the contrary. Prithee, Friend, knock again;. 

[Roger inocisfi jhh Hfiehs. 
Rog^ 
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Reg. They are all aflecp^ Sir— For I cannot fo much 
au hi»r a Moafe ftir ■ ■ 

^ Sit Jeff, Aflecpl That's imp6flible—*Bat come, FrieneP, 
^w me Uic BacK-door you fpoke o f i 

Rog, Ay» Sir : But opon fea>nd Thoughts— I muft be 
a little wary too. Are not yon fonfe Rogne, that comes 
to rob the Hode with half adoxen Piitols about you I For 
look ye, Fm an honeft Man, and won't be drawn in for 
m Halter. 

Sir Jif. Yon Rafcal, do I look like a Thief? 

Rtg. Nay, nay, as for Ldoki «-«-— That's no Matter^ 
de ye fee— I have known many a Rogue with as good a 
Countenance'*— —No Difparagctnent in your^s, I piomife 
you. So that I (hall not ftir one Step without you'll ftand 
ieardi 

Sir Jiff. I Ihall break your Head, Sirrah, if you pro- 
voke me, I tell you but that. 

R€g% And what muft I be doing in the mean Time — 
Ha I old Gentleman ? Break my Head* quodia !•«— Yoi» 
are miftakea--»We don't ufe to take broken Heads in Qut 
Country, ma n ' H a, ha, I won't ihew you the Back- 
door now, and how will you help yourfdf ?— — — 

Sir J^r. I know ril the Doors of this Honfe as well aa 
yott— And can ihew myfelf i n ■ ■ [Going., 

Rtg. Can you fo -» but I'll watch you<-*» I wonder wha 
diis old Fellow is. 

Sir Jefl Sure fome Madnefs has feiz'd the Family ; for 
certainly I'm not changVi— Without Dispute, Trufy knows; 
me ; but I'll find the Caufe prefently. [Exiu 

Reg. And fo will I > [Exiu 

Enter ma of the Houfi^ Captain ConttBOt, Lovely and 
Clinch. 
CUn. So, Sir, here's Mufick to your Wedding, with a 

Witnefs. What do you intend to do now ? Do yo» 

think it poflible to pofuade y9ur Father too, that he died 
of an Apoplexy. 

Ztfv. I fbar, CUncib, dsafs beyond die Art of thy Inw 
pudence to do. 

CUn. Nay, this Pfot was none of my Impudence's con- 
triving, that's my Comfort-— I'm but a Servant ; my Maf- 
ter toM me, he was in Mourning for his Father?-f-«And, 

Faillk 
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Faich, I refolve not to believe the Father to the cx>ntraiy r 
Such an entire Deference have I for all your Commands^; 
Sir. 

Cojift, Why thou can'ft not fure have the Confidence tc 
ftand it out to his Face, 

Chn. Never fear me, Sir— Yoo don't know what I cam ( 

do— What fay you. Sir ? Shall we perfuade the old Gen- \ 

tleman into a Ghofl ; or will you own yourFa!»lt, andxe- I 

fund the Money ? . . , ! 

Conji. Neither, C//«c/&<^I have mofe Duty » than to at- i 

tempt the one i and more Necefiity, than to fubmit .to the- 

other. 'I 

Clin, ISlay, if you be fo divided— -What do yoa pro- " 

pofe? 

Confl. I know not what to do — Pm glad the Cerenlony: 
was over, before he came. . 

Lpv, And the Money fent.away — ^What. jhink you of- 
my Hoafe, till the Heat of the Difcoyery: be over f Tis 
my Opinion your Prefence won't be proper— t warrant Sir 
Da^vid will be in Purfuit of Mrs. Laura prefendy too— 
But we have feen her fairly married j k> that FaH^/ul*^ out 
of Danger ; we'll leave him here. 
. Ccnfi. Shall I not take Belinda with us I I fear as n^uch^ 

for her, as for myfelf-^ «i- 

CUn, So thers.*s. no-body fears for me, I find —/-^^i^./ 
I am like to have my Part, truly. 

Lov, No, truft to her Management She turn'd the 

Ad upon her Father, you know^ and made him impofe; 
her own Choice upon her. htt Clinch Hay and ufe his^ 
own Difcretion — If he can. banter Sir Jeffrey ^ and fs^ve 
his Bones, let him : But be fure to give us Notice of all 
that pafies. 

Clin. What if my Bones are broke ?— — I thank you 
heartily for your Love, Sir. 

Conjl, No, no. Clinch i take Heed yod keep out of the 
Reach of his Cane. 

CUn. Or he'll make me feel he's Fleih and Btood.— 
Hark, I hear him comings. Good-bye to you. Sir— 

l^Runs ifu 

Im/. 'Tis Time for us to fly [Exetutf. 

Enter Dolly* 
DoHj, Well, Fm glad my Lady's marry'di for if thiai 

old. 
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cl<i Spark had come three Hours fooner, I wou'd not have 
venturM Two to-Ten of the Match— I can*t imagine where 
the Bridegroom's gonp — - Nor what he will do, ^hen my 
Waller comes to have a right Underftanding ; but I re- 
fblve to keep him ignorant as long as I can. Ho^ here 
he comes. 

Enter Trully. 
Oh, Sir, I . am frighted out of my Wits ; I went to 
ferve my Lady's Italian Greyhound, and I found a great 
fwinging Dog, as large as an Ox, with two great Eyes, 
as big as Bufliels $ and before' I coiild call out-- *Whip it 
was vanifh' d 

Triift, Mercy upon ofi— 'Twas certainly Sir Jeffrey '"^^^ 
Clinch. [£/r/^ Clinch. 

Clin, Sir, did you call ^— 

7ruft, Did not you fay your old Mailer appear*d in the 
Shape of a Dog ? 

Clin, Ay, Sir, feveral Times. 
Dolly, In a huge great Dog ? 
*Iruft. As big as an Ox. 
CUn. Ay, Sir, as big as an Elephant. 
DoHy. Ah ! then it was certainly him I faw. Oh dear^ 
oh dear, if the Houfe be haunted, I muft leave it. I can- 
not live in't, if I might have a thoiifand Pounds ; and 
may be, he'll appear to no body but me ■ I am fare I 
never did him any Harm ; 'tis; true, I did not love him, 
becauie he was fomething iUngey— He never gave me a 
Farthing in his Life— — 

^rufi-. Nay, for that Matter, I have got many a fair 
Found by him, and yet he appeared to me to day. 
Clin, Indeed, Sir ! In- what Shape, pray ? 
Molly, Like an Ox, or an Elephant. - 
7ruft, Noi in his ovfrn Shape ; but I wifli I may never 
fee him more, for I was horribly fcar'd. 

Clin, What, had he a doven Foot, Sir, did you mincl ? 
l^ruft. Nay, for my Part,-^I know not whether he had 

any Feet or no -Ha ! blefs me, defend me, — protedt 

jme ■ Avoid, Satan — ^(Retreating all this <while, J I nc» 
ver wrong'd that Form, which thou haft ta'en ; fo tell him 
. — And for my Money, I have accounted for that ! and all 
Things arc redify'd ■ • [Exit. 

' <■ ^ Enter 
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EmHT Sir JtSrey, amat^d, 
Dctty* Oh ! *icW>ie yc Stan. [Rwts in^ 

Clin* O Legs r^finre Qie, fave me. IRutu ifu 

EnUr Roger* 

Sir Jeff. What! Am I become a Monfter? Do I af- 
fright all I come near ? What can be the Reafon of this ? 
The Doors are all barricaded ; and when I knock, nonf 
will anfwer-*PrLhee« Friend, 9S^ fomebody the Caufe of 
thefe Diforders ? 

Rog. NoJ Sir, FU not budge a Foot ; fer I dan't knovr 
what to fay to you. The Family were aB well, and in 
their. riffht Senies, when I left diera; and now, npon 
Sight of you, they are all diilrafled, I think— I ^^ yoti 
beVt a Conjurer, or hark yc. Sir,— > Is not your Name 
JBIvnnr^— Rais'd by the French Prophets to Life again ? 

Sir Jeff, Sirrah, I believe you are the Devil : This Pet- 
low will make me mad. This muil be fome Stratagem to 
abufe me ; and this Rogue is in their Intereft. Why don*t 
you go about your Buiine^, Sirrah ? What do you hank- 
er after me fox f 

Rog, Nay— ^— aST you go to that, what do you lounge 
about this Houfe for ?-— (3i ! IMfy^ are you there ; here's 
an old Gentleman is ouite out ot Patience. 

Dfilij. (Trmhkf^ abumt.) Oh, oh, oh, oh 

R^g. Hey day ! What have you got the Palfy ? 

^ixjeff. What ails you, to tremble fo. Sweetheart? Is 
Mr. 7rufty within \ 

DMj. I, I, I, I, I, o, o, o, o, Xtff^r— Ha, ha, have 
a care, ca, care— —Don't yo, yo, you come near him— ^ 
Nor let him to, to, to, touch you, even with Ids little 
Finger 

Sir Jiff. Blefi me ! What ails the Wendi ? 

Rog. No, why what's the Matter? He has not the 
nagae about him, has he ? Or is he a Spy frem the King 
of Frame-^O^ an he be, Pll maul him 

Doiy. Oh, oh, ' 'tis a, a, Ghoft. 

Rog. The Devil it is [7Vi« his Pitchfork offhii 

Shoiddery and holds it out at Sir Jeffrey. 

Sir Jeff. A Ghoft, where ?-.Who— Wha^s a Ghoft f 
Death, what means ihe ? •> 

Rog. 
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3tpg» OiTs fiefh, my Hair fbinds an cod. LaAjt^^ 
Keep off Mc* Belxihuit or— o r 

Sir J^ JLook ye, Saveetheartv what Fren«y has poA 
ifefsM you, I know aot Bat if 'yon take me for • 

Choft—- ^-^yoa are deceived* Therefore look well at jot 
* ■ Do I not appear like Fiefh and Blood ? 

Dolfy. Ay» boy bo^ bo, hnt w^ we, we know yo, yq^ 
jou a, a, a, a, arc not (% Sir— — 

Sir Jeff. Zounds, wiU they periiiade me out of my 
life? See, Friend ■ I>o I walk like a Spirit? Da 
^e Dead move, and talk as I do ? / 

Rog. When I am dead, i fyon aik Joe, TU refoli^ 

jyou, if I can. 

Six Jeff. Why! Feel me, feel me. 
, Rop. Feel the Devil — r- Mercy upon me ■ ' -Keep 

'©ff, I fey— will ye- QrniiickyourGhoMiipthio* 

;lhe Gats 

Sir Jef. What ihali I do I N ay, prithee, Friend« 

Rog. Friend me no Friends Look ye, I am not 

rto be coax'd by the Devil, when I know 'tis the Devil. 
Indeed, when you are got into a Lawyer, or an handfome 
Woman, one may be trapan'd. 

Six Jeff. Why will you be fo pofitive ? Has any body 
^pos^ npon you ? ■ P ray who told you I was dead ? 
^ JQ«/^« Thofe that knew ^ery well* Sir. 

Entmr Clinch. ^ 

"But I am notable to bear the Sight of you ^y longer 
^Now let CH»ch take his Fart. 



Sir Jeff. Go to le hang*d ^Hell and Furies ! -— ^ 

Ha, what do I f e e M y Son's Man ! Sirrah, Sirrah, 

what makes you here ? ■ 

Clin. M^rcy upon m? — 

Sir Jiff. What do you ftare at, Rafeal, ha ? 

CUn. But d^at I believe you are dead. Sir, or I ibou'd 
Iwear you are aliv e - 

SirTsfl You believer I am dead. Rogu e ■ How 
dare you believe fuch an impudent Lye ? Where's the 
Rake, your Mafter ? I find now who has rais'd tljiis Re* 
port. Sirrah, what's your Bufinefi here ? 

CHn. Xa wait on my Ma^f Sir 

Sir 
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Sir Jeff. To wait on your Maile r ■ And where b 

your Mailer, pray? 

CUn. Nay, for iny Part, Sif, I am not qualify'd to an- 

fwer a Spirit ^There's Mr, Anthem^ the Afternoon 

Ledlurer, within. He has juil marry*d Mr. Faithful to a 

freat Heirefs, which he brought in juil now — -i-^^Roger 
ere may flep and ciill him out a litde. 

Rog. With all my HearU- — If there' be any Thing that 
troubles his Mind, Til go this Minute—— — U 

Sir Jeff. Sirrah 111 qualify you for anlfo^ital 

;— I will, ye Dog \Runs after him. 

'^ CUn. Oh, oh, oh. 

Rog. Well run, Clinch\ well run, Ghoil ! — ^Ad, 'tU 
a plaguy malicious Spirit the'. 
; CUn. Oh, oh, oh. [Runs in. 

Rog. rilventur? to fpeak to it once more— -In the 
Name of Goodnefs — What is it that diilurbs your Reil ? 
Pray tell me ; and as I'm an honed Man, 1*11 do you Ju(^ 
tice as far as Twenty Pounds a Year Free-Land, and all 

the Crops of my Farm goes For I perceive you was 

my Landlord, whilft you was living ; and tho* your Son 
feems to be a very honeil Gentleman, yet I don't know 
what he may prove for a Landlord— Then pray fpeak> 
can I ferve you ? ^ 

Sir Jeff. *Tis in vain to be angry— —I muil fecm to 
comply with this Fellow — Yes, Friend, it is in thy Power 
to^ ierve me ; if thou can'il procure me the SIglit of Mr. 
7rufty^ 'tis with him my Buiinefs is. 

Rog. I'll do my bcil Endeavours, Sir but keep your 

Diilance ■ ■ (lU goes a Utile Way^ then turns hack.) But 
hark ye, Sir, fappofe he won't come out, can't Ltell him 
your Mind ? 

Sir Jeff. No, no,. I muil ipeak with him niyfcl f ■ ■ 
D<ath! = 

Rog. Good lack what, perhaps -^ your Soul won't 

rcftelfe • 

Sir Jeff. Heaven give roe Padence ! 

Rog. (Goingy turns hack.) But after yon have ipoken 
with him, will you be quiet, and haunt this Houfe no 
more ? that's the Quellion, look ye ! 

Sir Jeff., A Pox of thy impertinent Interrogations ; 

Roi. 
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Rog. Thafs enough ! but hold, moil he come out, 

or fpeak to you through the Window ? 

Sir Jiff, Any Way, fo I do bat fpeak to him .— > 

Reg. Very well, very well. (Going,) But hark ye. Sir 
Ghoft— you'll be here or Mr. Trufty will be woundy 
angry with me. 

^ivjeff. Oh Patience, Patience ; or I (hall burft. (Jfide,) 
Ay* ay, rUnotftir. 

Rog, Well, ril take your Word. (Going.) Hold, hold, 
one Thing more, and I ha' done — Pray tell me the Nature 
of a Ghofl — do you troubled Spirits fly in the Air, or fwim 
in the Water, pray ? 

Sir Jeff. Oh ! the Devil • 

Rog. Mercy upon us ! what are you the Devil, (ay you ? 
Oh, Heaven help you ! Well then, are you fure he will 
fee you ? for every body can't fee a Ghoft, they fnYi cf- 
pecially if the Devil be in't. 

Sir Jiff Zounds, 1 toil you, he'll fee me as plain as 
you fee me. 

Rog, Nay, nay, that's plain enough — ^Wcll, I'll knock, 
but, but, but don't you come an Inch nearer me, I charge 
you. [Knocks. 

Sir Jeff. Wou'd I had been an hundred Miles oflv 
when I firil iaw thee. What has my gracelefs Son been 
doing ? 

Doify, Who's there ? [Speaks tjoithin. 

Rog. *TisI, Do/fyy prithee tell Mailer Trujfy that he 
mud fpeak to this Ghoft, or there's nothing to be done— - 

Doi/j. I doubt he will not be perfuaded to it. 

Rog, Why, let him fpeak to it through the Window, 
or from the Top of the Houfe — fo he does but fpeak to 
it; but in fiiort, it mud be fpoke to, and by him,. for it 
is a confounded fuUen Spirit, and will tell its Mind to no- 
body elfe— He finells curfedly of firimflone — Look ye, if 
Mafter will come out, it fhan't hurt him — for I'll keep it 
oiF with my Fork, fo tell him, Dol/j. 

Dolly. I'll inform him. 

Trufty Dp£7is the Window. 

Rog. So, I have done it, you fee Here's Mafter 

7rujlj, [Going tonAjards tb^lfindv^-iv. 

G Sir 



. Sir j^ I tbjuik yoa. 

Tru/. I am not able to fbind, if it comes sear »e" ■■' mm 
V/ky are you thus diftutb'd. Sir J^efh^ P ■ ■! sfiure 
you, your Son has done every Thing very jMy. 

Sir Jefl Why are you thus imp^d upon, Mr. Tr»fy^ 
to believe I am dead ? ■ ■ i^y ^oo, quotha ! ■■ < 5h 
that I had never got that Son ■ {Wttft^ 

Trif/f, 1 know not what to think ; ftire 'tis no Ghoft. 

Rog. Well, this Thing is the likeft Fiefii And JUoorf^ 

that ever I faw 

• Sir Jef. Pray 4o but4oach me, Mr. Tn^-'^^ds vwy 
odd» you will not be perfiiaded to touch me. 

[Puts but his Hand tomanls the Window. 

Rog. Take Heed, Mr. Trufy. 
' Truft. Why fhou'd I fear, I «evcr wrong'd iiun ~ I'll 
Venture ; but £rft <- (Holds up his Hand as ^h&frv^d,) 
luyvv— ha 1 'xis a real Hand,*^He*8 living ; -^ Sir, i an 
convinced. 

. Rog. Say you.fb ■ w n why dvn if yoa are4div.e, the- 
Fright's over, and Pm glad on't with all my Hevt. 
. Truft • I aik your Pardon, Sir ; I have been «btt$'d»«^ 
groflyabus'd ; ^irjeffirey^ youf'^n, came down in Mourns 
ing^ and afTur'd me you was dead. 

Sir Jeff. I'll make inm mourn for ibmeching, I war^ 
xant yoii:. ^ 

. 7rvft, Ah ! that he does already, Sir« for^I have pad Inm 
all the Rents ia my Hands. 

Sir Jeff. Have you fo ?— -Tis the laft &eats he ftall 
ever take for any Land of mine » » Til difinherit ^aok 
this Day. 

TruR.Olx). undone, undone for ever-—— Oh, oh, ohl 

{Weepi. 

. Rpg. Here's fmall Mirth towards, as far as I can lind* 

V\\ e*cn take t'other Horn of Ale« and t'other Bnis of 

•Qolly . . ■ . . [£jf. inttHhtBoufk. 

. . (Clinch, liftening.) 

Sir Jeff. What has that Rogue's Extravagance coil me"? 
But if he ftarves for the future, I care not; he. never Iball 
get a Groat from me. 

Clin. Nay, then we may all go for Soldiers. [^Afide. 

Sir Jeff. Where is he"? 

Truft. Oh, ohy oh ! I know not \ but wherever he is— 

I am 



the Dwil to Ac aheut Wr. 147 

i 9m wntched, he has made me iiriftrable> I'm fure. OYiy 
eh^ oh! 

Sir Jef No> Mr. ^rufy ; though you hftve usM mc 
idiitily, in. making me the Jeft of yoor Family ; for you 
im'ght have difcover'd the ImpoftmY wkh lefs Preeavtioii \ 
fet FB act take that AdvaDtage which th« Laws allow. 
You have ferv'd me long, ^nd 1 believe you honeft. I'll 
difcharge you from wh^t ^ou have paid my jjndutiful 
Child ■■ ■ " Let h»tn take what he has got^ and make tht 

• £/m. Tliat'a finMduMgy kwfever. [JJUe. \ 

Truft, You are jgenerousr Sir Jsfi-pf^ «»«n beyond my 
Hopes: B«t Ohi there k yer a greater O^ence behind^ 
which -cuts ne <l<«per than the Money -. ' ■ Alas ! wf 

Daughter' ■ ■ ■' 

Sir ^ff. What of her ? 

?>M/f . Is 4narriad to your $00 ; Oh ; oh, oh 1 
' ^^ J*S' "^^^ ^ >* compteatly wrelcl|rd— -— A Wife, 
ft0d no £^e;' ha, ha, ha; Tin glad on-t vmh ^ my 
il^ait. 

Clin, There^s a kind Father now I mufl give my 

Maftetr Notice of hts good Fortune. [Exit, 

Truft. Oh 1 fay fiot/o. Sir ; be tiot glad of my Child'a 
^aki ; had I icnowa you iiv'd, the hf altch had never been. 

^t" 7^' ^o ; you ^s )30( the ^an ' took you for— ^ 
fou are but a Knave. Yott ought Co have been as jafl to 
my Heir, as «o myfdf— — r— What, .>ras your Blood fit to 
be popt into ^y Efiate } Ha ! or have you been really a 
Steward, and cheated me out of a Fortune for yow 
Daughter } 

^i^i^. Sir, what I am Mafter of, I got fairly under you, v 
. Part, and Part under my Lord Bel*wUe in Ireland, whom 
I fervM twenty Y-ears in the fame Poft I do you ; when he 
died, he tr ufted me with a Secret, which yet I have di- 
vulged to no Man ; and when I do, the World will fay I 
«m an honeft Man. Love firft joinM their Hearts^ and 
my Ignorance their Hands s uie me as you pleafe, but 
pardoa them. 

Enter Lovely, i^c, 

Ltnf, I mud become an Interceffor in that too, Sir Jef- 
frey ; Love is the great Ceuienter of the Marriage-State ; 
it reconciles all Di^erences'^it bends the Stubborn -^ and 

G z ix 
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it tames the Bold, it wins the Haaghty, (bftens the Sa- 
vage, and reclaims theX*ibertine ! then will you cad off 
your Son for a Vertue, you ought rather to prize him for-? 

Sir Jeff. That Love can never be a Vertue, Mr. Lu'velji 
that teaches a Child to trick his Parents. 

Lonj, Stratagems ever were allow'd of in Love and War } 
Sir, you muft forgive him. 

Enter Captain ConHant, Belinda andM2m^ 

Mar, And I muft fecond Mr. Lo*vel^, Sir ; the .Captain 
has mlsirried a virtuous Woman, and I believe youll con- 
fefs a handfome .one Coo. 

Sir Jeff, Nay, I have nothing to fay againft her v Vir- 
tue, nor her Beauty neither ; flie's a pretty Woman, tha^s 
the Truth on't ; if fhe had married any body's Sob but 
mine, I (hou'd have wilh'd her Joy with all my Heart— 
Oh thou gracek^ Wretch, get out of my Sight. 

Con, (KMitling,) 1 confefs, Sir, I am unworthy of your 
Mercy, but throw myfelf wholly ^apon your Good-Nature 
and fatherly AfFedlion, with this Refolution, never to atr 
tempt aught a'gainft your Pleafure more. 

Sir Jeff, No, Sir, nothing you can do for the future, 
ihall either pleafe, or difpleafe nae ; mark that. 
. Bel, Give us but your Bleffing, Sir, and we fhajll never 
quarrel with Fortune for her Favqiirs : Love (hall fupply 
that Defedt ; my chief Concern ihall be to ihew my Duty, 
and by my Care to pleafe you, prove the entire Aftefbioa 
I have for your Son ; and that Way make up the Inequa- 
lity of my Pirih and Fortune. 

Sir Jeff, You (hall never make up any Thing with me, 
I promife yOu', Madam, whUft he is your Father ■ 

JDeath, marry my Slave ? 

Trufl, The Name of Slave belongs not to us free-born 
People, Sir Jeffrey ; but were I your Slave, fhe is not 5 
for iince the Truth muft our, fhe is no Child of mine« 
but Daughter to my Lord Beltnlle ; which I have brought^ 
up ever (ince fhe was three Days old ; her Mother dying 
in her Labour, and her Marriage Being private, becaufe 
fhe was much below my Lord's Quality ; and he at that 
Time under the Tuition of a Father : He never, made it 
pablick, but put her into my Hands to breed up as my 
own. When he came to his Eitate^ he purchased a thou- 

fand 
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land Pounds a Year, and fettled it on her ; which I have 
managed ever (ince, and now will deliver it up to Captain 
CottjfiaKt. This 1 had told in the Infancy of their Loves ; 
hut that I faw your Son was not well with you, and di^' 
not then think him a Match good enough for her ; but 
fince he has over-reach'd me, I hope you'll prove a Father. 

Sir Jeffl Is it p(^ble ! Od, Madam» I wiih you Joy 
with all my Soul, Faith I do ; and if this is Matter of 
Fadl, you fhall find me a Father : Jack^ you (hall go to 
FUmdirs no more. 

Lov. Dear Canfieml^ I congratulate thy good Fortune*— 

Mar. And I your's. Madam, fince I no more muft call 
you CouGn. 

Bek Still let me hold that Name ; for fince I never knew 
my Father, I fhall acknowledge this good Man as fudi. 

Mar. Sir Jejreyt I was pofitivc you wouM not repent. 

Sir Jef* ' Yotty that are fo pofitive in thefe Matters ; 
why don't you and Mr. Lovely (Irike up a Bargain ? he 
has followed yott a confiderable Time. 

Lov. That Queftion is a propos, Sir Jefrey, What can 
yott fay» Madam ? mnft I dangle after you two or three 
Years longer? Faith, I wiih I hold out. 
' Truft. Give him thy Hand, Girl ; 1*11 engaq;e to recoiv 
cile thy Father, or give thee a Portion myfelf 

Sir J^. Why, what Objedions can he make againfl 
Mr. Lo'uily ? 

Trufim Only Principles : Her Father's a violent Tory, 
and this honeft Gentleman's a Whig, that's all. 
■ SirTs^ Ha, ha, a ftrong Reafon, Faith, 

Truft, V\\ bring him ovtr^ I warrant thee, Girl. 

Mar. Upon that Condition, there's my Hand. 

Lov. And here's my Heart. [Emhroce. 

Sir Jeff. Why, that's well faidi— we only want the Mai 
in Black now. 

Enter Faithful and Laura, Lucy and ManagA, 
Faith. We have jufl done with ours ; he is within ftill. 
Tru. Dear Mr. Faithfuly I wifli thee Joy with all my 
Heart ; and you, Madam. • 

Om. We all do the fame. 

Faith. 1 thank you all, and heartily return the fartie to 
G 3 ,ead& 
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eadt of yoti ( I wotM bsfieitlke wkote Race of MahHoA 
biefs'd, now 1 am fo. / 

Ia«. There cannot be a J07 beyond what 1 am poin^ 

BeL I hope. Madam, we fliall be better acqaakkted for 
the Future. 
' lau. I (hail be very ambitioos of the Uoaonr. 

Enier. Sir Oavid. 

Sir Dav. Ho! have I found you» .Villaiiis? I ch»^ 
]NHi all in the Qgeeti'd Nime, to affift me in Scaring this 
Coapie. 

Trufi. Why Faith, Sir Da'uid, they are iecare enooght 
Ibr they are lawfully link'd in the Chains of Matrimmy^ 
I'm witnefs. 

Sir Dav. Marry'd ! the Devil they are. 

Mar. Yes, Sir, Til (Wear to it, if oecafioa be. 

Lkiy, So wiil I too. Sir I>tmd, 

Lau. And with my own Coaient, I affore yo b "" 'Yoit 
may barricade your. Windows now, Sir Dtnid^ I ihall tim 
mad no moie; Ha, ha, hat 

Faith. I (hall troabfe ybarHoofe mo mdre, iUr^ I «k 
di^)oieil*d, airHltft^fi^ ytotttednol niii.fn»m^ wtMv ; 
ha, ha, ha f. ^ i 

: C/m* ilM h»> wtfl kawM^ ^ Im for.lbo firtpief ha, 
ha, ha ! " . 

. Fmtk, And am^nerfeAly racoverM of my Woanil» Sir ; 
and fliall have nukOccalion to borvow your Coach ag^a i 
without you'll do me the Favour to kit it can-y my Wife 
to London. 

Sir Da'v. Cairy her to Hell Heine's a fltufiling cut- 
ting Rafcal in all his Tropes and Figm-es : Zomttis, how I 
am trkk'dl Butyaa have robbed me, MilftreA. 

Lau. Of nothing but my Writings, Sir, mark that. 

Sir Da'v. The Law ihall tell you that ; and fo, may the 
Itch (A Variety ftiM you, and the Curfe of Cuckoldom 
fall on him ; Arrefts and Poverty on yon all. [Exit. 

Trmftn Ha, ha, ha! now Lavefyt for the Parftn. 

Enter ^Squire Num^ iiff^Slottch. 
Hkm. Hold ! I forbid the £anasi yea flian't have her, 
Win, for all you are fo cock-fuie. 

Sir 



Sir Jef, What Banns do you forbid. Friend ? 
Num. Why, Mr. TrMfi/% Daughter's Banns. 
Om. Ha, haf ha, ha 1 

Lih-u. Alas! 'Squire, you come too late ;ftie that was 
Mr. Truflys Daugnter, is marry'd ; and I am jufl going to't. 

Num, That viras \ Wliat do you mean ? 
* Lo^, Why,. I rneAA that Mrs. Belinda^ that has fnapt 
ytwr Hewr, 'Squire, proves to be a Lord's Daughter, and 
aot' Mr. Trufly\ as you believe; and now is Captaiti 
CcH/hart's Wife, hei^. ' 

Num, A Lord's Daughter ! Nounds, I'm glad I'm rid 
of her — Captain, I wifii yovi much Joy with all my Heart 
— Od, ru engage fte (hakes your Commiffion for you ; 
Ba, In. 

0«i. Ha» k% hft, ha I 

Num. Why, what Luck have I had, Slotich ! Mercy on 
us ; what a Ruin had I brought upon all our Country 
.0<5|itleiMii innoeetttly.? Forihe weu'd have corrupted all 
their Wives ; the Devil a one wou'd have made her owti 
Botteiv after b^nj^ Ic^u^ted with her. • 

JM. bh ! you mtfttk«> "Sqmrei I 9tm an excelknt 

Houfewife; ha, ha, ha! 

i ' Nm9k. Yt^f ye«i fofne In^ oar Cdvntry knew by woTul 

£xperiencer what Houf<^wifes you Quality nntke ; Nounds^ 

HW#iM ante th« l^ti' Sheriff of^^- County to K^nd you 

I. ill el0RB Cards ; then yeor pltguy ondaadifti Liquors, your 

. CoiFee and Tea, flicks up Hie Cream of a whole Dairy* 

ftiKd yevr Suppers snd Dinners for your Gofi^ps weu'd opn- 

found all the Eggs and Pullen; and the Money you game 

awayi wou'd rum a Lord of a Manor. No, no, no Qua- 

Kty Bi^ecl for us Country Gentlemen ; 'egad, that wou'd 

6e worf^than double Taxet; ha, ha. 

Con. Ha, ha ! Well then, 'Si^uire, I have dmie you a 
Fteee of Service ; I hope all Animofities are forgot. 

Nim» They arc i'faith, Sir ; and if yon'H give toe Leavr, 
Pll be heartily merry with you. 

Tru0, You ihall be heartily welcome, 'Squire ; I fcnt for 
the ^fuficl&— Hark, I hear them tuning their Inftrumenis. 
Num. Mufjck ! 'Egad, if they can play my Tunc, I'll 
give you a Jig. 

Trufl. Come, kt^s la Aen, anA begin. {Exit. 
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ji SONG, ly the Author, tmdfung hy Mr. Dogget* 

Wou*d you chufe a Wife for a happy Lifcy 
Ltafve the CourU and the Cottntry take \ 
Where Dolly and Sue, ywng MoJJjr andFrue,- 
Foffew Roger and John, 'wbilfl Harveft gees ou. 

And merrily^ tnerrUy rake, 
Learoe the London DameSf he itj^keto their Shamest. 
To lig in their Beds till Noon ; 
Then get up andjlretch^ then paint too and patchy 
Some Widgeon to catchy then look on their Watch, . 

jind twonder they rofe up fofoon* 
Then Coffee and Teay hoth Green and BoheOy 
Jsferv*d to theirJahles in Plate ; 
Where their Tattles do ruuy asfiAMft as the Sun^^ 
Of nvhat they ha'ue *w9n, and litho is undone. 

By their gamingy and fitting up late.- 
The Lafs giife me here, tho* hrown as my Beer, 
That kntnjQS hwu to govern her Heufe; 
TJjot can milk her Co*w, or farrotm her Sow ; 
Make Bjfttery or Cheefey or gather green Pea/e,^ 

And 'values fine Clothes not a Loufe, 
This, this is the Girly ixiortb Ruhies and Pearl; 
This the. Wife thai loill make a Man rich : 
We Gentlemen need no polity Breed, 
Tojquander a^way ivhat Taxes luould p4ef. 

In truth we care for none fuch. 



Qen, Now! amiappy- 



Belinda mine, and you my Faults forgi<ue y 

^Tis from this Mfnnent I begin to li've* 

Lo^uefprang the Mine, and made the Breach in Duty, , 

No Cannon-Ball can execute like Beauty y 

But rilno more in fearch of Pleafiires rove, 

Sincf ev^ty BleJ/ing is compriT^d in Lo've. fEx:unt. 
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Dramatis Perfonsc. 



MEN. 

TlCKUTr a Candidate for Gotham. 
Sir John Worthy, another Candidatt tuH^d on^ tut 
net feen^ 
Friendly, an Agent for Sir Roger Trofty- 
Score-double, an Inn-keeper. 
Watt WafhbalU a Barber. 
y^^ Mayor £/* Gotham. 
Mallet, a Carpenter^ andhis Sou. 
Scruple, a^aker. 
4 Cobler. 
AMiUtt: 
Ben £laQt. 
Gregory Gabble. 
JRoger %\y. 
Timothy Shallow., 
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£m^ Worthy.. 

Goody GabblQ. 

^oody Shallow. ^ 

Qoo^ Sly. 

flidiAfifey and other Women, - 
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ACT I. SCENE!. 

JEW^ M tfjtf Sidt Mr, Friendly* 

Off /i&^ other, Scoredonble, an Inn-knpir. 

^frwuL MHIMI A ! Landlord, I'm glad to fte 700. 

Score. Mr. FrUfSfy^ yon are wel- 
come. 

Friend. I hope Mrs. ScoredoMe and 
your pretty Daughter's well* 

Score. Yes, yes. Sir, die Women are ui good Caft; 
my Wife, as the old Zaying is, u better in Heidtb tbam 
pood Condition. In troth I'm glad to zee you ; pray, what 
Drought you to Gotham an I may be ib hold to a& you ? 
Ele^ons, I warrant you ?. 

Friend. Something like it» Landlord; pray wliat fort 
of a Man is your Mayor ? 

Score. Why, his WoHhip is a huge Admirer of the 
French ; nay, 'tis whifper'd by zome, that his Zon is with 
the Knight of the l^ragon, for he has never been zeeii. 
aince the Duke of what d'e caH; him west away. 

Friend. Say you fo f 

Score. Ay ^ 9n he has a Daughter^ a weighty Girl, 1 
promife you : Od wou'd you hftd her, Mr Friendly ; fhfe 
has Five. Thouiand Pomid, and* a right' Lover of hier 
Country. 

Friend* Fiyt Thoufend Pouiid l^a-gad, a fiiddcn Thought 
comes into my Head, Illpurfoeit; who knows but I may 
make fome lucky Difoovery: I thank you ibr your kind 
WiflKesy Landlord>. bat I can nevcr:h<4e fon fuch a For- 

• tone? 
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time : His Son with the Knight of the Din^^ fiqr JOB$- 

why then your Mayor is a Jacobin. 

Score, Nay, he is ihrewdly fafpeded by. zome to be a- 
down-right Papiji in his Heart; but to zay TmtH of hini»- 
he does go to Church conftantly, he does, indeed ; he does > 
go to Church, 

Ffiead. A psetty l^eUowj for the llctd of a.Ooqp#^- 
yation. 

Score. What do yoq pleafe to drink. Sir ?• 

Friend. Why,^ faring us the beft your Houie afibrds* 

Score. The beft toy Houfe affords, ha, ha, ha, that In -^ 
as you tjiink it. Sir ; — — now moft of our Gentry, {or ' 
this laft voor Years, d'ye mind, Will touch noting but 
French Claret,— there are ax)me that like your Port Wines > 
ftill, bat very few, and thofe of the poorer Zort too, at > 
my Barhovd caa witneis. 

Friends Come, bring fuoh as you* like jipaifelf. 

Score. Why then, Mafter, we'll have a Bottk'of white - 

Zijhon. Here, Sam, bring a Bottle qf the faeft whit» - 

JLifion,, d'ye hear.. 

Friend. Withal my Heart.-— WelU Landlord, and how 
' will Ekdtions go widi you in Gotham ? 



Score. Why nereis oldj^uggingvort :-7— -Here has bcctt ' 
" " ^ ~ " ' zuch Cabal-"' 



ccore. Yftky nereis old tugsing vort ; ■ ; ■■ J c 
xueh roaftii^ of Oxen.: Zoth VeafUng, and 
ling, as yoaae'er^zaw the like ! Here's one Squire Ticiuf%.' 
a Londoner, I think puts up for one ; ■ he's over Head- 
.and £af 8 in Debt, they zay, and zo has a Mind to get a- . 
bove the Law, and pay no Body. 

Friends That's one Wajr, indeed, tx^ftrve hiinielf ; but' 
lie that has not Hooefty enough to p^ his own Debc^ 
jnay ealily be brought to give up the vebts of the Nft« 

tion. 1 liope he has no cdnfiderable Number of Vote* 

iecvr'd, hiw he ? ' 

, Score. He has* zome «^ ■ Here has h^ippen'd an uafor* 

Unate Sqn^Ue beiween ifix J^hm Wjorkby^ and his Lad^r. 

Friend. Sir yobn PTartJbj ! Does not fie put «p too ? 

Scorf. Ay, and he and his Family has repreiented tMi 
ianme Bopqiia^ ..of Gotham xht£e vorty Vws, and jnet I 
ibelieve he wiulofeit now ; Xamforryr vor't, vorhe's^ .v«7 
ifyhoajsOi Gentlemsp. 

triemL How Q^t fdithfiei ., : . 

JSa9re*' Why yoa muft know his Lady is a what d^c call 

it,—— 



ft,«>->^li Ilfgfh-flyef9«*^-^and nothing zo great as oar Par« 
ibn^ Wife and fht; now 700 nraft know» the Parfon had 

l^eti iriy I^adf a game Cockeii!, -^ and, as the Devit 

<«tr6tt{d have it, a Diflbnter's Dog h^penM to worry thia> 
came Coekerlty-x- ^and becanfe Sir joim woa*a not go t6 
Law with him for his Door's Fault, my Lady swears he^ 
n Rdbel, and would ptill down the Chufcfi. 

Friend. Ha, ha, excellent ; but how does this cSs& Sir 
yciftth Elt€donf 

AtfTf. Why, my Lady being plagtiy cunning de mind, 
I .1. flie referv'd to het'ielf a Thouiahd Pound when flie 
married Sir J^lm; now ihe fwears fhe*ll fpend every Groat 
on't, but fhe^n fling Sir John out of his £ie6Uon ; and un- 
dffr die Roie, d*ye zee, they zay that ihcii, and diis zame 
S^ttire TickMpf are mainly well acquainted ^ zo (he veaft^ 
the good "Vntes, d'ye mind, and it iecures all thofe Huf« 
bands Votes, vrhofe Wives wear the Breeches, ha, ha, ha. 

friendn Ha, ha, come mv Service to yon, and to aft 
tboTe honeft Fellows not under Petticoat Government. 

^cw^t. With all ny Heart; hang Petticoat Otivernment 
I zay ; Zooks I love to wear my own Breedite. 

fthmt. Herie^ ftrange Juggling it feems; 

Score. Ha^ faa» but now you tuk of Jug&^Iing, we had 
tafe Jogging here not long fince; we had like to have 
bad m &t Money in die Country juggled aw^. 

ttiendt As how ! 

Bc^t. Why, here was a TrfdEfter came down to G^ 
^4on» ' ' ■ ■■<■■— II 

JTmt Wat Wa&baU. 
K09 Wat Wap)hall! Cbffle in, come inmun; this zamt 
Man can teH^y what I am g6ing to zay : He is a vtry 
Itoneft Freehofakr, of vour Pounds a Year, zo hc.jb,-^— - 
a Barber here by ; widi your Leave, Matter, Til drink tK» 
Sim* 

friend. Pray do, you are welcome, Ftiend 

Wat. Thank you. Sir. 
* iwte. Come {ml! a Chair Waf^ anB zh dowh ; Twaa 
teUing Mafter frienHf here, of the Tridtft^ that chai^^ 
AeCards zo, yo^kirow, Wta^ in die Town-Ralh 

Wat. Ay, that was a> hitter Do^ X believe we ifaa&\ 
Ibrj^t hittrm H^. 

rrinii* Why» wiatdidhe do» 
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. 8cm;g. Why, you moft know, Sir, he play'd fe?eral* 
Tripks» but his greatefl Skill lay in changing the Cards. 
— He had a plaguy Nack at that; — — -« don't yon r&- 

member, fTat, how he dealt a Card round, the Hal( 

——when our High Sheriff had gpt the Ace of Hearts,, 
you know ? 

fTat. Ay, as plain an Ace of Hearts^are ever I zaw in 
all my born Days. 

Scere^ Ay, and what does this zame Trickier but witk 
•ne-— — Whif,. conjures away Ais zame Ace of Heartfi,T-^ 
and. claps the Knave of Clubs in its Place*. 

Friendj, Ha,, ha, ha. 

Score. Wlten my Neighbour Wi^hdlmil zaw that^;, 
we wou'd have had the Mayor made his Mitdmufs, and 
zen t him to a . GaoL . 

Wat. No» no, not for th at^ not for that, Landlord^^it 
was for changing ah Zt^UJb Guinea into a frencb Piftole, 
you know. 

Scare, Right, right, zo it was Wai^ zo it was;. and you 
Itnow the Mayor fud the Piflole was the hetcer Gold* and t 
wouM not meddle with him vor't. ' 

Frsmd, But there wasFour ShiHingsloA 'by .that Change ; ; 
what coa'd your Mayor fay for that ? 

Wat. Zay ! Why he pretended to prove by Logick, I: 
think he cali'd it,-— ^ mat Seventeen and Six-pence was 
more than One and Twenty and Six-pen/:e. 

Friend. Pretty. Sophiftry truly, for.aMayor of a Oocp- 
poration ;-*— and what is become of this Juggler i . ^ 

Seore. Gone to the Devils vor opght I know. . 

Js*ri>fti/« From*wfaencecame.hei? 
\ ^4ii/..Why.zome zay fronauo&e Far.t,..zome another; 
but thoTe that pretend to know beft» zay he came from a 
^ome^Pavt of the 2jouth-Zeas. . 

Friends I rather believe the SOuth-Seks came from hi% 

Wat, Pray what is this zame Zouth-^Zeas^ AShire^, 
Town, Burrough, or Market^Town?. 

Friend. It was : a Market, and ^ once had a veiy great: 
Trade for Flumery and lieeks. 

Score. Well,, of all Garden Stufi; I.h'ate thofe zame. 
Leeks.^ ■ ^ * ■ • ■. ;\: • 

Wat. They leas^. a plaguy Stink' behind tEem*. 

Mitt, 
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Enter Drawer. 

Drawer. Dinner's upon Table, Sir. 

Score. Mafter Friendfy^ will you eat a Slice of BattCKk 
of Beef and*Carrots ? 

Friend, With all my Heart,— and after Dinner I fhou'd 
be glad if you'd bring me acquainted with fome of the 
honeft Fellows of Gotham \ I'll try if J can recommend a 
worthy Gentleman to them, one that has Gold enough, 
4Uid owes no Man a Groat ; is as generous a» a Prince^ 
and loves his Country as he loves his Wife. 

Score. Ha, ha, ha, troth Mailer, that may be little e» 
cough, vor what as I do know— pray, who is he ? • 
J Friend. Sir Roger Trufty. 

Score. Sir Roger ! I £ball be glad to zee him with all my 
Hearts Blood and Guts, as they zay. \Exeunt^ 

SCENE tJkatiges t$ a Room in a Tavern, 

Enter LaJj Worthy, Mr. Tickup, Goody Gabble, md 
Goody Shallow. 
Ladi^, Never fear, my dear Tickup^ — *— as far as mf 
*rhoufand Pound goes I'll ftand by you ; I'll fpend it every 
ShilKng but carry my Point ; I hate a Whig fo much» that 
J'll throw my Hnlband out of his Eledion, or throw my- 
lelf out of the World ! a Parcel of canting Rogues ; they 
.have always Moderation in their Mouths, ;-rank Refin- 
ance in their Hearts, and hate Obedience even to their 

lawful Wives,— and then they bear a mortal Hatred to 
Three Pound Fourteen and Fippence ? 

Tick. Ay, they hate all Coin that won't take their Im- 
prefiion. 

Lady. Why there's my Brute of a Hnfband now, he 
hates the French fo much, that he won't let poor Fanny 
learn to dance. _ - . 

Good G. Nay, my Hnfband Is a little poifon'd that Way ' 
too ;* will you believe it. Madam, he had the Impu- 
dence to forbid me Dancing with your Honour'a Worihip 
.ladNight;*— — he faid Dancing was a bold Recreation, 
and that was an Inlet to Sin i-^ — but I pliick'd.up a Spi- 
rit, and told him, I wou'd do it ; that I wou'd dance, and 

.dance again, {q I wou'd, od my^ Gentleman was foon 

fhub'4, 
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fnub'd, for he knew, aa he-rakM my Paffipn once, hc^ 
woti'd have enough to do to get it down again. 

GmdS^ Well, an I %^ \m one Word to Ttmthy ^haU 

hnvj down goes Thimble and Shtaw, and up hetakcs^ 

©loves atid Stkfc, amf away goes he.- Ah, yon^re a 

happy WMnaii, Goody Gsthhh\ your Hwftand is a Man 
«^ry Inch of him, V\\ zay riiat for him. 
. G^^d. G. Yott*ll fay that for Mm ; Pray how cOme yoti 
Cfr know wh*e Man my Hafbjmd is* Goody Shal^eiw-f 
Have you found him a Man for your Bofinefs, haf 

GW. ^* I, I found your Hafband a Man for my Buit- 
nrfs, I have a Hniband as fit for Bflfinefs as yours ;— - 
and tho' I zay it, that fhou'd not zay it, there is not a 
tett»f Worfeman Hi^ the PaWfh. 

, fhi. Ay, ay, they are both good Workmen enoagh la 
their Way ; fhe only jefled with you, that's all. 

Lady* Aft tif^ Neighbotrrs, acithmgelfe,— ^elI,'you*lI 
^ your Endeavours with your . Hu£and&. to give theis^ 
Vofe^fbrMr. Ttdup. 

G. GaL That I fhaff fore, Madkm,— *-yoar Worffiqi^* 
']imiflriAiB iBe I flnili Amfe the yoang Squire, 89 foen 9A hip 
u tMim. 

7kk, That you fhaffi. 
/ G. Gtt*. And I «m t^hatc 'IVwfiief PAoirit a-Year.^*^ , 

Imty. Ay J PH pafr rtiy Wferd fbr't.. 
• O; G*^. I tHatik your Ladyffiip, — ^ not tSat Tdbuft ' 
;jrenir Wbrd, Madam, or the bomitiftil Squire's in the 
leaft ;— hot, bur, but, an, an the Squire wou'd advance 
a Year's Sallery aforehand, it won'd go a great Way with 
»y Hafband ;— -*«fbr you mttft know, that 'Oregory Gab^ 
Nfhzxi boneft Man, and won't vote againll his Confcir 
t?ncc, if k were nc% fbr his Intereil; — nowt Sir J^h^i^ 
yofl know. Madam, promrfes to* xenew his Lcafe Gratitg. 
if he votes for him, but an he votes againflrhim, he won*t : 
bate ham a Groat ftr he won't; you know yonr Hoffband's. 
"Temper, Madam. 

La^fy. Oh, prithee name Iwtn not, youfl give me the 
▼apoinis; there, there*s Twenty ft>und for your letnw* 
hear his odious Name no more. 

TM. Take Notice Ga&vfy Gah^k, thofe Twenty PbunA 
•«rc to pay fw nuriJng of a Chiltf diat lltaU- be bom,— -^ 
•so Matter whecu. 

G. Gah 
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* .CwG^A* No, wh BO, so Matter whetlieii mr or tieter, 
1*11 take it when yoa iend it, fure fweet Sqoire. 

Tick. It is hot o«t of any finifter Btid fo fuborn yoar 
liufktfKl ; no, I fcom it, I am aa honeft Man, an4 aLo« 
ver of the Church, and will uke Care theRoguifli Whig* 
don't pall down a,Hafibck in't. 

Lady. Ay, Neighbooxs, Mr« Tickuf^ a |ood ChurtK<* 
IBan, nark that ! He is noaa of your occalonal Cattle i 
Bone of yonr helliih pantile Crew ; ■ . - Oh, we (hall ne* 
ver thrive till all fheie canting Wh^ are wfaipt ont of 
the Kingdom ; ^^^-^-^ Oh, that 1 had the Jerking of Vm, 
I'd teach 'tm Faffiw*0)iedieBce, or make the Devil c<ftn^ 
oat of 'em. 

GW* S. WeU, yoor Ladyihip is a -vtry wife Woman^ 
ifaat'^ certain : Good hu:k, how ihe doth talk,- Nei^bonr 
CoA^i^/'— Oh, ihe's a great Woman. 

L^. Ay, andyoofhaubaa-grcAtWoniftntAo, Goody 
Ualkwj if Mr. Tidnf Carries Sic Day ; wdl» Til {bj no 
more, but every Body don't know Mr. Tiikvp*s femtr ;-«^ 
b«i thctt's a csrtain grval Prince, that fliall be nattekrs, 
that has a very great Kindnefs for him, and for ooght 1 
knowv beaiyldndatiyrfbraGanerai thebeftofVm, 
one Day. 

GW. S. Pray, 'Squire, will you be fo kind at tote^ 
commend my Jim. to that fame great Prmee, to be hit 
Taylorf 

Latfy. He fiiafl do it ; yoor Hutedd tMiH be his Tayloil. 
and you flodl be Dreficr to hit Qgeen. 

GW. B. Ami wMl yoor Honoar's Worihip do this ? 

^ick. I'll do any Thing to fcrve you, Gc$dy Skalhw. 

{hed.8. Will you, truly! Well, Timoth Shalbw, thott 
art a made Man ;>■■■ afad am I tmrn to M a Covrtierl 
Good lack, go«d kck 

Gdvl. G. fiefs me I Who won'd have diooght that yoni 
with your Brocmftick, wou'd have codic tt> rach Honour^ 

Qood. $. Ay, who indeed ; but I haao tineCloatha 

to go to Court in dto* ; whatmoa I do for thai ntpw I 

Tiek. Why, to ihow yoa ikK I hav» a Kindnets for yot 
and your Hufband, there is Ten Guineas to rig you, for 
Ae Hoaoars I dc^a to preler yoa ta [Gives her Money. 

Good. i. Ah, Heaven bleis your good Woxihip, me 

and 
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and mine will be oblig'd to pray for yoo, as long as We 
live. 

Laiiy, Look yon there now, when wou'd a Whig have 

done as much ? Blefs mc, I'm in a Sweat when I bat 

name a Whig [Fans her/elf, and lualks ahouti 

Tick. I take a Pleafurc to fervc my Country Folks, and 
am proad of an Opportunity to do good Officcs^^-^-— for 
my Part, 1 fliould not be concernM if I loft the Ele6tioni 
otherways than not being in a Capacity to ferve my poof 
Country at this Jundure. 

Lad;^, There's a Man fbr ye. Neighbours ! Now cou'd 
you find in your Heart, Goody ^hallo^^ to deny this Gen- 
tleman any Thing, any Thing,, any Thing, I fay ? J 

Good. S. No, by my truly, I think I cou'd not; why 
fliou'd I belie my Conscience ? Madam, come, here's th« 
'Squire's Health. [drinJkn 

Tick. I am oblig'd to you, Good^ Siallow. [kifu her, 
' Good S, Good Gentleman, he's not proud ;^»*-* odd, hk 
Jki^es main fweedy. Madam. 

lcufy..Ay, docs he not?-*- — Well, you'll bring your 
Hufband over. . 

Good. S. Over ! ay. Madam, or he ihall never come over 
•—my Threihold more, I can, tell him but that, ^ 

£ntcr Drawen 
Draw. Sir, here's Goodman Mailed the Carpenter, enr 
guires for you ; he fays you font for him. 

Ladj.' No, ^I fent for him in your Name ; he is a 

iilly Fellow, but no Matter for that ; he can do you great 
Service ; humour him in all he fays,— —bring him up. 

[Exii Drmoer* 
'Oivt him Money, if you can liand£>mely top it upon him; 
* there's a hnndred Guineas, when they are gone, you 

ihall have more ! if you can get MaUeth Vote, he'll 

bring you twenty at Icaft. 

Tick, My charming Woman, -7— > you oblige me to be 

for ever your's. [kijfesker. 

Lady. Come, Neighbour, let's retire, it may not be 

proper for us to hear Qoodnum MaOit's fiuihieis, you know. 

[Exit. 
Good, a No, no, Ro^ no J com^ come,, come, v/t^ 

go. 
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(^ we'H go. Good Sir, your moft humble Semnt, Pit 
ring you Gregory Gabble^ I warrant you. [Exit^ 

Good, $. And fo will I, my Timothy Sbaikw, fweet 
*Squirc. [£w/. 

Enter Mallet. 
^icL Mr, Malktt your Servant. [Takes out 20 G«/- 
nfasy anti flays 'with them on tie Table as he talks. 
Mall, Your hiimble Servant, Sir, pray what Is your Bu« 
Jnefs with me ? 
. Tick. Come, fit down. Sir ;— — here, the Houfe. 

Enter Drawer^ 

Dratv. Did you call. Sir ? 
. Tick. Ay, what Wine do you drink, lAu Mallet f 
• Mali 'Tis all one to me, Sir. 

Tick. Then bring up a Bottle of French Red. 

Dra*uj. You (hall have it. Sir. " [Exrt»< 

., Tick, Mr. Jlifo^/, there is a very honeft Gentleman gives 
his Service to you, charg'd me to fee you, and gave me 
^ Token to drink with you. 

Mall. Pray, who may that be ? 
, Tick. One Mr. DonbL .. 

Mall. Ha! MaAer Double. 

Drawer ivithin.] A Bottle of French Red in the F/o-'wer" 
dk-Luce. Score, 

Enter nvith Bottle andGlafs. 

Tick. Come,' Mr. Mallet^ Mr. Double ^ Health to yon. 

MaU With all my Heart ; I have earned many a fair 
Pound of him ; ■ fe me fays he's an ill Pay-mailer, but 
I won't fay fo ; for he paid me very honeftly, tho' I muft 

«eeds fay he*s a little long winded. Sir, an you pleaie, 

my Service to you, remembring Mafter Double. 

Tick. Thank you, Mt. - Mallet ; well, how do you like 
the Wine ? 1 think 'tis pretty good. [Drinks. 

Mai. I thiak fo too, Sir ; — but fecpnd Thoughts it 
bed. 

Tick. Right;— Come, here's to your Firefide, Mr. 
Mallet 9 I fdppoie you are a marry 'd Man. 

ilSi/* Ay, l^after, I have been marry 'd thefe Five ^nd 
Twenty Years ; I h«ire a Son's Wife lies in now. • 

Tick. 
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^icL 111 Amd GodfiMher, if he be not better erorldea; 
l&i. Mallet. 

Hal Sir^ )rour ktt«iUe Servant $ I dare it:^ he'll aceepf 
of your kind Offer, and thank you too. 

l^ick. Is he all the Qhildren yon have, Mr. MaUet ^ 

Mat* No, Sir, I have fovr Sons and three Davghters in 
all, fine young Men and Wo»e» as any in tie Parilh, no. 
PiQ)raiie to ^ bet.. My ddcft Son is a LsKirytr, juft 
out of his Time, a fmart young Fellow, I promife youj^- 
Sir : My kcq»i I'bMKi§bt.|ip to my own Trade, and- he 
is a very great Mailer of his Bufineis, tho* I iay't, as any 
is in all Gotham. My^fd Son is a Bookfeller, a notable 
Fellow, he lives in LonJen ; fie is a idnd of a Wit too, 
they iay, and makes Veofes : Then he Jias an admirable 
Knack at quacking Titles. Perhaps yo» may know what 
that is, Sir^ but for my Part, I do not, iconfefs, nnder- 
' flaod it ; but they tell me, wjien lie gets an old good for 
«pthiiig Sook, he cteps a new Title to it, and ielldofth^ 
4vhq}e Iinpr!e<^ ifia Weak. 

Tick, 'Tis a good Way of imposing on the Publick^ 
why he'll be a rich Fellow in a fhort Time? 

Mai, Ay, fo they fay ; but my youngeft Lad troublea 
me mod of all. 
. £f^i, iiew/o, f>ny? 

Mai. Whyycu muft know. Sir, he is 4i -main weakly 
Boy ; he had the Rickets till he was feven Years old, 
which took away his Streng^, and hugely duU'd his Me- 
mory, io :that he's dull, very dvU, Sir ; I can't think 
what to broed hira up to, that don't require much Strength 
of Body, o^ AppbcatioR of MM : His Mother is for 
making htm. a Paribn, bnt the ftogne wori't he^ en't. 
, £t<i. Oh, .Mn MmMet / by yoer Defcription, he is very 
unfit for ai^urfoQ. 

• JM. Why ib I tell her. Sir ; and, in my Opinion, we 
]uwl better get him a Place at Court. 

Tici. Ay, there indeed yqu are in the right'; I don't 
know bat I may be able to ierve you there, if you'd en- 
ideavQurto pntitinany Power.' 

MaL As how, pray? 

Tiri. Why, Sir, you muft kncftv, I Hand one ol* the 

Candidates ^r thia Bcu-ough^of Gahbamy and if ypU^l be 

£i kind to give roe your own Vote, and engage yoar 

f ' Friend* 
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XxkiMl^li^dotbe^inr, 211 tate one ^ fMr 80&, Ipro-^ 
jniieyou. 

^«^ Rr^ wliaif Mt^ yonr Nnni be, air t 

Tick. My Name is Tieittpi Sir. 

J^W: Jid^/ Ah, Siiv iFM Mb <c f«r a Wiger with 
jrau. 

Tie^L Wkf do 9W think ib ? 

il«^ Wh^r, Sii^ «nr T«wfi faasn Amfm lor the Fa- 
snily of the Tfckups \ it is a Name very much hated, I aP 
fuoe you, ami iniglitdHivFtfe yoo, Fddumge it into J^iw^ 
C;^;^, ha, hn. 

tT/Vil. Vm «re witty spaa my Name, Mr. MMi^ bat 
no JJI^ttar Ar that : what mil you lay I don't carry it f 
I'U JmU yaa twemy ijiiiaeat to oae 1 do, and y«« (h«ll 
hi^dStaktt. 

i/tf/. ByMdTs, Piltakathn W^fcr, if I«ivBrl»oidaii« 
<Olher, done. Sir. 

Tkh I>mb; ikeae, tfaeNrti tweiy Qaka a^. [A^ 

Jkftf/. Weil, if I ilvHiU lofe niy Guiiwa, Mr. tkhup^ 
fMi'IlaenMsiher a Skrae iar my iSae, 

r«fiiL That I will indeed, Mr. Mallet \ bvt ^n you 
jniiil not vale agaaaifc me. 

Jlfie?/. No, no, that I won't, I promife you; butan I 
engage my Jrioidi, yam 4»aft firoMife to do a KiAdfl«f» or 
?two more .-for 3ie. 

Tidu l^imns )m, aad eomiBaQd aie. 

Mai, Why cou'd not you now get my Son, 4Kt IJK^ytti 
made Lord QhaoceMor, think jof^ i 

Tick, Can't ! Yes, and will too. '^ 

Md, Wihyef. Ay, pray you do«-4m, «o, liold, hold, 
I have she Names of all the ^^«&t Piaoes in a i^t oVaper 
tamsfuheiae, if 1 find 'cm, 4>at— I look lem oot of the 

prcfent State of Gotham, ho ! hewj, heve it is*— -Ay, 

te.m«iee,*— yes, yes, — Lord Sicwajd, ft)t. Lord Stew- 
ard ! ay, that's a very pretty Poft; that, d'yoa mark me, 
1 ^woaM haw -for my San AW— the Caipeirtfer, he under- 
fia»ds Ihow to keep the Houfe in good Repair— and that's 
a main Matter, you know ; his MajtHy need giw himfclf 
ao Manner of Trouhle. 

Ti$k. CAi, that will be a "ftty gwat Advantage^ wdl, 
i*n take €«» ftbottt that €00. 

Mai 
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Mai. And the Bookfeller, I'd have him— -de ze«--^ 
ho ! I'd have him Groom of the Stole. 

Tick, There you are.perfeAly nght, becaafe he will 
have an Opportunity to make Ufe of his Verfes. 
.J Mai. Then for my yoangefl Son ! What man he be ? 
Why, what an you ihould make him Treafurer now ! for 
the Rogue always lov'd Money. And for my Daughters 
-T'l fancy they would do xaiely well for the Queen's Mai^s 
of Honour. 

Tick, Oh, excellently well all this I promife you. 

MaL Do you truly ? Well, you are a huge civil 

Gentleman, and fo my humble Service to yo— Well, I'll 

fey no more but an I do not bring you twenty Votes, 

my Name's not Mallet^ d'ye fee, that's all, that's all— and 
fo^ Sir, your Servant, with all my Heart, (going.) Hold! 
one Thing. more I muft defire of you — I have an own 
Coufin, that is a Sailor— —-fuppofe now yon ihould 
make him fpmei«^hat-*-ran Admiral^-or a Boatfwain, or id 
d'ye fee ? 

Tick. He (hall be one of them, I prpmif^ you. 

MaL Shall he in troth ?-— well, good bye to you, and 
thank yon kindly. [g^ifg' 

Tick. Mr. Mallety your humble Servant, ■■ ■ oh, the 
Devil ! 

. Mai. Methinks I love to do Good in my Generation ; 
tho' to fay Truth, the gracelefs Dog does not deferve it ; 
but no matter — as long as you can have it for ipeaking 
for, you know ? 

Tick. What is it? Death, this Fellow would tire a 
Porter. 

. Mai. I have a Nephew ibmewhere or other, his Name 
13 Sam Slajht a Soldier ; pray enquire him out, wol you, 
and make him — ^ay, make a Corporal, or a Colonel* or 
iibmewhat of that, now. 

. Tick. Well, well, this I promife you. Have you any 
Thing clfe? 

. Mai. No, no, I won't trouble yon any more, not I-—. 

your Servant. \g^i*ig* 

Tick. Give me leave to wait of you down. 

Mai. Odfo ! I had forgot my Wife Joany well thought 

on I'faith — ihe would never have forgiven me, if I had 

not remember'd her—— 7^«« muft have fomewhat, Ntr. 

fichup^ 
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Tichff what can Joan have now> think ; pray think a 
little for her. 

Tick. Let me fee— why, fuppofe (he were made OyftcN 
Cracker to the 'Court now. 

Mai. Oyfler-Cracker ! I don't remember any fuch Poll 
in my Lift. 

Tici. Qh ! never trouble your Head about that, there 
is, or (hall be fuch a Poft. 

Mai, Shall there ! well, well, that will do then — but> 
but, but, I doubt Joan will never be content to live at 
Court without me— Can't you contrive fome iinall Plac^ 
for me too — Any thing will krve me — 1*11 be fatisfy'd 
with being Lord- Mayor; I am very modeft in my Rei . 
quefts, you fee ? 

• Tick. Modeft, quotha! ha, ha, well, well, ycufhalibe 
Lord- Mayor. 

Mai. Well, well, that's enough— will you believe mc; 
Mr. Tiekup ? I really love my Friends as well as myfclf-— 
why here's an honed Pot-Companion of mine, Barnaly 
Bran^ the Baker ; methinks I would fain make his Fortune 
too ; can you think of nothing for him ? 

TicL Honeft Barnaby Bran^ the Baker ! I have a rare 
Place for him. 

MaL Have you really now I What is it, pray ? 

Tick. Why, he fhall be Mafter of the Rolls. 

Mai. He will be main thankful. What, is it a Patent 
Place ? 

Tick. Yes, yes ; a Patent Place. 

MaL And have you any Thing for his Wife ? 

Tick. His Wife, ay, (he (hall have Pattins too. 

Mai. Od, that will pleafe her Hufband mainly,' 

Tick. Ay, (he has been a Clogg to him a great while, 
no Doubt on't. • \^4fuk^ 

Mai. Well, honeft 'Squire, your humble Servant. 

{Exit. 

Tick. I'm glad I'm rid of him ; blefs me, if it were in 
my Powcp now to keep my Word, what a prodigious. 
Company this Fellow has provided for ! — ' — but thanks txi 
Policy, a Man is not always oblig'd to keep hi^ Word : 
The Courtier y Pohttciany and the Beau, 
H'h{ite\rycu ajk^ tvill m<ver an/^Mcr, No : 

H Bitt 
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But cUfely preft^ yt^ II find their wnbole Proceeding, 

To be no more nor lefi^ than pure good Breedings . [Exit« 

SCENE changes to the Mayor*/ Houfe. 

Enter Mayor nuith a Letter in his Hasid. 
. Friendly iir^V&i^ a Frenchman* 

May. Well, and how does all our Friends on t'other 
$ide the Water, ha ? Well, I hope. 

Fxiend. Oh/ort hien^ Monfiear Mayort and Moniieur U 
Vheva^ier, be varey much your humble Serviteor, Begar. 

May, I am very much his, I am fure— Come, Monfieur, 
to the FatherleCs and Widow. [Drinks* 

Friend. Vid all mine Heart, dat every Man may have 
\Ai own, Begar. [Drinks, 

May. Amen, I fay but I muft defire you, Mpnfieiir, 

^o explain the Letter td me ? My Daughter tells me it is 
not Engkjh^ 

Friend. No, dis be French., Sir. 

Metf^ French ! what has my Son learn'd. French already? 
— Bat what makes him write French to me, when he 
knows thar I can neither write nor read it ■ and that no 
Body underfiands a Word of French in the Parilh. 

Friend. Oh, for dat very Reafon he did write in French^ 
becaufe it- be one great Secret, and he knows me to be de 
very fedelle Perfonae, in whom de grand JVfonarchs in dis 
Vorld put a der Confidance; You underiland a me, 
Monfieur ? 

Man. Yes, yes ; Oh Bleilings on my Boy, he will cer- 
tainly raife his Family ? a Secret ! pray read it fofily. 

Friend. Oh foftly,, by all M«ans. Firll, den, he tell 

,y6u h^e, dat d^JCofght of de Dragon give his moit hum- 
ble Service to you, and prays you to take a de care to 
make de good Me)nbers for hijai. 

May. Ay, ay, I will do all that in me lies. < 

Friend. And for dat Purpoie, you (hall receive one, 
two, three hundred Piiloles, in one> two, three D^ys 
ma foy. 

May. Very well, very well j — i-pray let him know, 
that the lafl Money, that was remitted, has been pru- 
dently employ'd for the Chevalier's Service : Our Parfon 
BloW'Coal is right flanch ; he diHributed it, with a flri^ 

Charge 
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Charge to have Regard to the Church ; the N6ife of the 
Churchy you know, does much, Monfteur?— My Bro- 
ther, Alderman Cruiuloui^ had two hundred Pounds. 

Friend. Humph ! well (aid Parftm ; this News (hall lo 
Sir R^ger Tn^y. (Afidt.) Ha, ha, ha, Begar, dat will do 
de Hufinefs ; de Cry of de Church will bring in de King 
far blue ; but one ting mov, Monsieur Maj^r^ he fay here 
in dis Letter, dat de Knight of de Dmgon charge yoti . 
^ght or wrong, to return de vat do you call 'em ■ de 
High-Church. " . 

May. Ay, ay, that he may depend on j oh, my dear 
Boy ! And what is my Boy a Favourite abroad, ha ? 

Friend. Oh, a great Favourite, I affure you — ^Den here 
be one ting more y he prays yon to (end by me his 
lifter for de Education, m becaufe it be whifper'd, dat if 
d^fe plaguey Low-Church get de Day,^dey vill make It 
Treafon for any one to fend der Children to Fr^ncej Be* 

far s no, dey vill fend dem for Education to ScotUndy and 
ring all de young Ladies to de Stool of Repentance, ma 
foy. 

May. Zounds, I'd fend mine to Laflavd Cooatrf tho' I 
am a Prote(!ant myfelf, becauie I was born fo d'ye fee; 
yet I had rather breed my Children at Home, than Geneva ; 
Zounds I hate thefe Whiggrfh Dogs. 

Friend. Begar de Pope no love them neither ; dey b* 
dam Fellows for de Liberty and Property ^ but your 
Daughter, your Daughter, Monfieur Mayor 

May, She (hall along with you, Monfieur her Aunt 

left her five thoufand Pounds ; — —I wifh you could per- 
iuade her to turn Nun ; one Thoufand would provide for 
her in the Nunnery —and the other four would make my 
Son a Lord. 

' Friend. Oh let de Prieft get her once, and begar he vill 
make her— — fometing^ I warrant you.. 

May. But which Way (hall I get her over, (he'll never 
confent to leave England; for you m«ft know (he is plaguey 
Jow in her Principles ? 

Friend, Me tell you one Politick ■ 'tis vine Ve- 

6et ! Afk her' to- go vid you and me to fee de Ship dat - 
bring me hither, and ven (he be in de Ship vid rae, foiTie 
Body muft flop your going up de Ship, and tell you dat 
Day came an Exprefs for you upon de grand Bufincfs of 
♦ Hz de 
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dc Nation, ma Foy ; (b you leave us, vid dc PiomiTc to 
return preiently ; -f o as foon as you be gon, me make 
a de Mafler hoift a Sail, and away for Calais^ Begar. 

Mtfjf. Excellent Contrivance ! — ^we^ll about it this Mo* 

ment. 1 can but laugh to think how I fhall choufe the 

young Jade into her Happinefs. > i 

Friend. And I can but laugh to think how you'll be 
chous'd out of your Daughtexy if Luck favours me. 

Mqif, And pray tell my Son, Pll obferve his Diredion^ 
—-my Clerk (hall fit up all this Night to write Con- 
veyances ;— — I'll make twenty Freeholders before Morn- 
ing yet. 

Friend, As how, pray, Monfieur Mayor ? 

May. Oh, we have Ways and Means:— —Why, Til 
undertake, d*ye fee, to make four Votes out of a Goofe-^ 
bcrry-Bttih, and ixx but of a Hog*8-Sty 

Friend. Begar dofe be de very fweet Votes. [Exit. 

SCENE changes to the Street. 

A Cotler at work in his Stall under an Ak-hovfe. 

Enter Mr. Tickup. 

Tici. Speed your Work, Fiiend« your Trade depends 
upon good Hufbandry* 

Cobi Ay, Mafter, zo't does, as you zay ; but I make 
new Shoes fomedmes, as well as mend old ones. > ' 

Tick. Say you fo! "why you (hall be my Shoe-maker— 
if you'll do me a fmall Kindoefs. 

Coh, (Getting upt wtbCaf in Hand.) What is it Maf- 
ter ? to put a Stitch in your Shoe, I warrant you ? 

Tick. No, only to give me your Vote, that's all. 

Coh. (Sits down to work again.) All,, quotha ! why 
that's all many a Man has to live on ; at this Time, a^ 
fmall Kindnefs ! Ha, ha, ha, it is a fmall Kindnefs, truly. 

Tick, What fay you, Friend, will you ? 

Coh, I don't know, I believe not. 

Tick. Why fo, pray you ? 

Cob. I can't tell,— — mehap I may ;— ^mehap I may 
not, d'ye fee. 

Tick. Have you prcims'd any body elfe } 

Cob. Suppofc 1 have, — — iu;>pofc I have not, what 

thenH 



, yf G o T n A M ElcSiion. 1 7 j 

then! Look ye, my Vote's as good as the bed Mari*s i'th* 

Parifh, or next Parifh to't, that's a proud Word d'ye zee ; 

and 1 will take care who I gin to, zo I wol. , 

• ^ick. Nay, you are in the Right of that ; but no Man 
ihall do mor©for the Corporation than myfelf. 

: Coh, Ay^ ay, you all talk it well aiFore you get in ; — 
but you are n6 fooner chofe in, but whip you are as 
proud as the Devil, zp you are, and a Mun can't fpeak 
Truth, but you come with your Camielum Nat urn zuus 
upon us. 

• 7ick, Pride is the leaft Sign of a Gentleman, and I 
don't know if I fliould not rather be call'd Rogue, than a 
proud Man. 

Cob» And mehap he would not lie that call'd you he hy 
ha, ha. 

Tick, I am forry yoQ Ihoold have fo ill an Opinion 
of me. 

QcL Why are you not proud, now ? 

Tick, I think I may fefcly (^y I am nor. 

Coh. Why theh come and kifs me. 

Tick, With all my Heart. . [kifa hhn. 

Well, what think yea now ? will you give me your 
Vote yet. 

• CoL Look ye, vara and asoftly,— I am not throwly za- 
^wfy^d» whether I fliall give you my Vote or not. 

Tick, I am forry for that but if you'l' go to the Ta- 
vern, I'll give you a Pint of Wine, whether you'll give me 
your Vote or not, for I like you for your Bluntncfs., 

Cob. I dan't value your Wine of this Hag's Briftle, 

d*yc zee; 1 am an honeft Man, d'ye zee and am 

vor a vree Government ; Pm none of thofe that arc to 
be brib'd— now an you are not proud, d'ye zee — why 
come into my Stall, here, and Pll give you a Flaggon of 
Alc» 

Tick, Oh, the Devil, that will dirty all my Cloaths :• 
(Jfide,) Had not we better go into the Ale-Houfe ? 

Cob\ Look ye there now, did not I zay you was proud? 
No, Sir, I won't leave my Stall ; thofe that are afham'd 
of me— why I am alham'd of them> d'ye zee, that's all. 

\^ing5 and marks* 

Tick, A Pox of the unpolifh'd Blockhead, I muft hu- 
mour him. [Gatbers up his C oatbs^ and goes in, 

H3 Nay, 
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Nay. nay, don't be angry -*-^ I only iaid it, to &?e jma^ 
the Trouble of going for the Ale, that's alL 

Cob. Oh, 1 have a Conveniency for that. [WhifiUs^ 

and the Boy ittttrsm 
Look yoo there. Sir ; Sirrah, bring me a Pot of hum* 

ming Ale, de you hear what are you afraid of yoor 

Cloaths ? Zblead, fit down, mun, tho' Vm a poor Fel- 
low, IVe zrtten by as good as you aSbre now» miin» 

\Puik him do^wn rudefyk 

EntefBej wtb Drink on one Side^ and Tolefree, th Millerp 
on t*otber. 

Tick. Ay, ay. Friend, who doubts it. 

Tole^ Hark ye, Neighbour Lafi, will you never havo 
done cobling my Shoes ? 

Cob. Oh, Neighbour foUfret^ you come in the Nick i 
why here's Neighbour ToU/ree has a Vote too, and he'll 
give it ye.— — — 

Tick, I (hall be much obliged to himt if he- will, pra/ 
drink to him. 

Cob* By and by, let his Betters be faVd before him» 
my Service to you, Sir—— come in, Nei^bo^r Tphfrur^ 
come, we'll make you Room. [DrifdHt^ 

Tole. With all my Heart. [Gas in on tbt otlnr S^iit Tickvp. 

Tick. I wifh the Gevil had them both.— r^- what 4 fion 
Pickle I ihall be in, pray have a Carf of mjp Cloaths 

Cob. Cloaths, nay, I hope I 919 a better Qommoiiii* 

wealths-Man than to mind Cloaths ; fit clofei Neigh poup 

Tolefrety or you'll thruft me off' the Form* \Tbe mUer 

hitcbis upon Tickup^ aid makis hi$ 

Cloaths all ivbiu. 

Tick. Thefe Dogs have a D^fign upon me, I wifii I W46 
fairly out ; Death, what a Coat is here ? I4fi^: 

Tale. Come, come, put about the Pot. 

TicL My Service to you„ Sir, (drinks) the King's 
Health 

Cob. I love the King^-and fo kifs me agen. \Claps bis 
Hands on his Chuks, and pulls him to kifi 
binty and leaifts them all black* 

Tick. Confound the Rafcal ! how his Breath ftinks — 
Well, what fay you nowj Gendemeiiy will you both give 
me your Votes I 

Toie. 
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Tok. .Give you my Vote ! that will bring no Grift to 
my Mill, d'ye fee. 

Coh. Get out and walk before my l>oor, now, two or 
three Turns, and I'll tell yon more of my Mind. 
. Tick. Death, he'll make me jump over a Stick by and 
by. - [Oeti out and ivalis^ 

Wiell* what fay yoa now ? 

Toie. You luive a plaguy Hitch in your Pace, yoa learnt 
|0.dtoCe of iqme Frenchman^ I'm certain. 

Cek Ha, ha, ha, ha, I think that you'd think. me 4 
Fool, if 1 fliould give you my Vote, i>ow. 

Tick. How fo, pray ? 

C(A. How fo ! ha, ha, ha, you that are a fine bred GeH" 
iJeman, here d'ye fee— yet can ftoop fo low, as to kifs, 
and humour fuch a dirty Fellow as I am, purely to buy 
jny Vote— I dan't know, d'ye zee, but for a good 
round Suin you might be prevail'd upon to zell my Coun- 
tiy, ha, ha^ ha^ ha : Look .ye, I dan't like you comming 
Spark»-^^*you fhould be a little more coy, ha, ha, ha. 

Titk. You are merry. Friend. 

Coh. Not fb merry as you think for, mehaps— — but 
Vnendme no Vrieixd, go troop, Nouns, he looks like a 
jefoit» does he not, Neighbour Toltfru f 

ToL PoH off bis Whore's Hair, an «e an he has not a 
Bald Crown. 

Tick. The Detill they II ftrip me by and by, I had 
'as good walk off, for thefe are both damn'd ^%/, I find 
that. 

C06. Ha, ha, he's gone ! an he be not a plaguey High 
Boy, I*m miftaken. Come Neighbour Told/ree, you and 
I will take a Pot of Ale together, to Sir Jolm JVorth/% 
Health, yoo'll vote for him, wol you not ? 
• Toi. Yes> that I woIt— — for all my Lady h^s been tarn- 
.pering with my Wife Margery^ and )ias given her a vine 
Silk Gown, and a huge high Head— *— but Ldreis'd my 
Dame's Jacket for her, and made her carry 'em agen ; ods- 
. flefh, we (hould have rare Times, an we were to be rul'd 
by our Wives, you know, ha, ha, [,Exiu 

Enter jUkrman Credulous* 
Jldettnan. Ha, ha, ha, I can but laugh to thifik how 
H 4 my 
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my Wlfc*s Brother, the Mayor, has ovcr-reachy 'hi» 
Daughter. 

Efiier Sir Roger Trufty. 

Sir Roger. Mr. A]deTmar\ CriMous / your mofl humble 
Servant, Sli^ Vm ghd to fee you fo merry; pray what 
may be the Occafion ? 

'JIJ. Family Affairs, £ir Ro£€r; my Brother has dif' 
pos*d of his Daughter — r-that's all. 

^/> Ro^, Humph ! not as he expelled ; tho* I believe, 
. lor her Advantage, I hope. [JJtde^ 

Aid, ;Ay, ay, Sir Roger^ we Fathers know what's good 
for our Children, better than they do thcmfelves ; they 
liave nought to do but to fubrait to our Fleafares; paffive 
Obedience is 'as abfolutely neceffary in our Wives 'land 
Lhildre.1, as in Subjedls to tJie Monarch; is not your O- 
pin on the fame, Sir Rcger? 

Sir Rog. Yes, whi?ft Hu (bands, Fathers' and Moiiarehs 
<x<i«!:l nothing from us, contrary' to our Religion and Laws : 
ikit pray, Mr. yiUerman, how cailie you fa paffive ? I rc- 
mernbcr you wore other Principles in Eighty Eight -^thia 
is not natural, Alderman, . . .' » 

^/f/. Eighty-Eight! that's a long Time aga; I icnow 
f^me Men that have worn out twenty Sets pf Principles 
fince Eighty-Eight,' both Men of the Robe, and Men of 
the Gown. 

Sir Rifg, Mbre 'the -Pityi Jfldemcm^ I am fony Nature 
did 1)0 1 diftlnguifti Mett of fiith Principles from the reft of 
her Handy work, that we might enjoy her Gifts moreamr 
j>Iy, and be more thankful for the Blefling. When I re- 
fled that I aih of the fame Species with the Betrayers of 
my Country (for furc that Crime is the greateft of all o- 
ihers) I could almofl wilh to wear any other Form of the 
Creation. Life is a Blefiirtg, or a Carfe, according td the 
Fame we purchafe, and he that redefenis twenty Vii his 
Fellow Creatures from (he ilavifil Yoke of Tyranny, docs 
an Adlion worthy^of a M^m that bears the Image of his 
Creator, whilft he who feeks by Treachery to inflave his 
•Kind, to feed Ambition, Avarice, or Revenge, is only 
the Peft of human Society, and ought to have a Mark 
fet upon him} that we might fhan him as we would the 
Hague. . - .' 

Aid. 
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Aid. Ay, ay> fo it ought to be. Sir Rog«r\ but I have 
r«ad (bmewhere, 

Nature to Mans Breaft has made no WhtdoWt 
To Jho*w us ivhat they aSl nuithin Doors. 
For my Part, I am for the Church, and my Country. 

Sir Rog, So am I ; their Interefts are infeparable ; who 
gives up one, betrays the other: For my Pan, I intend, 
to fland or fall by both ; therefore I hope you'll do me the 
Honour 0/ your Vote, Mr. Alderman^ 

Aid. Why truly, Sir ^^^^r, I am pre-cngag*d, I wou'ti 
tell a Lie for the Matter. 
Sir Rog, To who pray ? 
Aid. Why to Squirt 7/Vi«/. 

Sir Rog, Tickup ! Why he's aFdlow not worth a Groat,, 
and a known Jacohite. 

Aid: Nay, look ye as to that, his Means and his Reli« 

gion is nothing to me ; let his Creditors take care of ona^ 

^ and our Parfon o'th' t'other ; for my Part, Pm for the 

Church, as I faid before, and would rather be a Papift thaoM 

a Pielbyterian. 

' Sir Rog. Why, wh'ere's the NeceflTty of your being ei- 
ther ? Come, . corner there's a more convincing Argument 
than what' you have^nam'd— Mr. Tickupxz recommended 
by {fmi^ great Maa on whom you have Dependance. 
- Aid. Great Man ! Why yes, . truly, he is a pretty large 
Man ; and I have, l.truft Heaven, very great Dependance 
on what he fays : The Parfon of the Parifh, you know, 
' ought' to bte regarded. Sir Roger ^ and he told me that Mi*. 
Ticksff^ was a good Churchman, and pray*d me to vote for * 
Wm,. and to ''get all my Friends to do the fame, if I would 
promote the In le re ft of the Church. 
' Sir Rog. Ay, the Ihtereft of the Church of Rcme^ not 
^ that of England \ why 1*11 undertake to prove this Fellcw 
deep in the Intereft of young Perkin, and that he and Ws ■ 
Friend at ^//(tf Coumht^ has bought up, and fen t 'for his 
Service, more than.tvio tholifand Horl'es within thefe Lft' 
four Years ; and can fuch a Man be a proper Ferfon to rt - 
^ prefent you in that auguft Affemtily, where the People i f: 

Qothaim expeft to have' thefe perniciousMcafures rcdrcftf 
*" Aid: Why lam confounded at what you tell me. 

^/> Rog. 1 am amaz'd to' find you if) the Intereft of th<(' 

"High-Boys, you^^ that are a Clothier! What>,can you be 

-H 5 f« 
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^or ^vlng up Trade to Frana^ and fUrving poor We»» 
vers f 

Jid," Trade» pKhy pifliji oar Parfon fay^ that's (miy the 
Whig's Cant, aad that if the Bill of Commerce had pafsM, 
. it wou'd have been of (ignal Service to us. 

Sir i?<5g-. Which Way, I pray, AWerman? 

JU, Nay» I never aik'd him that ; tho' not doubt byt 
he can tell you, for he is a learn'd Man, and underflands 
Matters better than I do. 

Sir Reg* It is much to be wilh'd for the Honour of our 
Religion, and the Safety of our State, that thofe learned 
Men were more induftrious in the Cure of Souls, and lef» 

bnfy in Politicks But come, come, Mr. Jldtrmatiy 

there is yet a Secret behind the Curtain ; pray what cou'd 
Mr. Tickup, or any of his Friends oblige you with, that 
is not in my Power to have done ? — ^You and I have been 
good Friends, and if a Brace of Hundreds had been wanN 
ing*— why» we could have ferv'd you as well as they. 

jiU. So, fbji I find whereabouts you are already. Well,, 
there is nothing kept a Secret in this damn'd Town : 
However, I had not thofe tw^ hundred Pounds by Way of 
Bribe, I affure you. Sir Hfiger, 

Sir Rog, Ha, ha, why then you had two hundred 
Pounds 2 

JU. Yes, I coniels, Mr. Btowcoal our Parfon did give 
me Bills for two hundred Pounds, part of a Sum. te (aid, 
that was given him for charitable Uies, and bad me dif- 
pofe of it to proper Qbjeds, ad I thought £t, bqt. not ^o: 
bribe Votes, I affure you. 

Sir Rog. No, no, no, no, 'twas to build Churches, f 
iuppofe, and reward fecret Merit, ha, ha,/ ha, ha ; but I 
sm ^orry, for your 3ake> that they made their Payment 

inf^aper: Pray let me fee thofe Bills — ^— rwho- 

are they upon ? -• . * . ' 

jild. See them 1 Ay — there they are. Sir Roger, 

[Gi'ves him BilU^ 

Sir Rog. (Looks on ^enu) Upon ^xt Charles Wealth) t 

As I fufpedled : —Why he is a Bankrupt, not worth a 

Groat, ha, ha, ha ; why you are bit. Alderman, Bloy-^ 

€cal has bit you, ha, h^ ha ; Charity, quotha ! Yes, toiit 

r ii Chacity with a Vengeance. 

.' ■ ...,.'..■ ....;.. -^^ 
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jffd. How ! Am I tricW ? Bui jrou are not iiiv Earneft* 

Sir RoriPy are you ? 

Sir Rog, As certainly as that I myfelf loil £ve hundred 
Pound by the fame Banker : I tell you. Sir CbarUs ffital" 
thy has been gone ofF this Month. 

Jld. Tbebevilhc haal Odiheart* lam finely fervM; 
why, I'm out of Pocket the Lord knows what : Death ! I 
fiiall lofe all Patience ! 

Sir Rog^ Look ye, Mr. AldtrvutUi if you'll yet hear 
Reafon, I'll make up all this Matter ; iee here, (fulh out 
0. Purfe) here's two hundred Guineas in this Purfe ; all 
ready Ca(h, hang Paper ; here's the bcft Frovifion for cha-^ 

ritabk Ufes. Mr. Aldertmm / harkiftw religioufly they 

chink; what fay. you? Come, for once, ferve yourfejf 
and your Country, old Boy. 

Md, But are you fure-thofe Bills are not worth a Far- 
thing, Sir Rogtr ?. \Str Roger claps the Bills into his 
Pockets f and takes ontfime Pafers^ 
and tears ^ em in /mall Pieces, 

Sir R^. Sure on't, aye, as fure as I am that my Name 
ia Roger Tmfij ;'^— and thus I facrifice them to your Re* 
fentment, Mx^ Jldermaeiy and now— 

Jld, Death, Hell, and the Devil, I'm^. undon e ' ■ » 
but if I'm not rcveng'd. r ' - 

Sir Reg. (Plc^s ^iih the Purfe,) It was a curfed Trick 
indeed to affront an Alderman of a Corporation at this- 
Rate. 

Aid. Give me the Purfe ; (Sir Rojer Jlafs it into his > 
Hand) and now, Sir Roger t I am yours ; if I do not fit 
Parfon Blonvcoal, iay I am the Son of a dead Cinder. ■ 
III bring iixteen Voces, Sir Roger; egad I'll overreach 
the Rogues, I warrant 'em : I'his Purfe is a Pledge for 
my Performance. . ^ [Exit, 

Sir R^, And thefe Bills a Pledge for that Purfe. Ha, 
ha, ha, f tales out the BiUs) Til lend my Servant to re- 
ceive the Money immediately ; I think I have paid them.* 
in their own Coin. 

lit this at laft ^we have the Ad*vantage got^ 
We give the Treaty but th^JbaUfay the Shot. . 

S C.E N E Mallet'j Stn^s .Hov/e.^ 

Vbikfif his S<my lii^ Worthy, Goody Gihhltf Goody '^IaU 
. H 6 low. 
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' low, Sly andhis'Jf'lfel ani Midwife 'witb'the CbiU\ Ji- 
^veral Men and Women drinking^ m at a Cbrijfning^ a 
^aker filing Wine f and a F idler playing. 

Enter Ticknp. 

Mallet, We began to defpair of your Company, Sir^ 

we have Chriften'd the Child but we got one to ftand 

ill your Place, 'Squire. 

Tick. Very well, MI take the Charge upon me. 

Michvife, (Prefenfng the Child.) Here's your Godfon, 
Sir, a fine thumping Boy, he is almoft big enough to alk 
you Blcffing. 

Tick. A fine Child, indeed fHe takes ^ the Child and" 

hffes itt and gives it a Siher Cup,) Here, Sirrah, here's 
a Cup for you, and befure yon drink my Health out of it 
fe foon as you can fpeak, do you hear— —Which is the 
Father? - - 

' Mai. This is my Son, 'Squire. 

Sen. Sir, you c!o me much Honour. 

IHcL Sir, I wifh you much Joy of my Godfen, — and 
jrdy your good Lady bring you every Year fuch another. 
Well, which j^e the Godmothers? that I may difcharge 
my Duty. . * 

Goody Sly. Why, I am one, for want of a better. Sir. 

Tick. Say you fo ! Have at you then. [Ktjes her. 

' G. Gab. And Pm t'other, fweet 'Squire. 

Tick. Goody Gabble ; fkij/es her) nay, I'm to go roun^ 

and yon too, Mrs. Midnight ; kits me, you ofl Jade 

yen- 

Mid, Well, well, you Gentlemen arc very happy at* 

Midnight, fomeirmea Old Jade! Not fb-old neither*. 

Bur I can harvd a Civility done me by as fine a Gentleman 
as your 'Squire's Worfhb, Pd have you to know. 

Tick, P*fhaw,. who difpntes that ?— Old Jade= is my fa- 
vourite Name ; you muft know, egad, Tlove an old Wo- 
5\an 1 would* not give z Fig for your green Girls, not I'. 

G. Sly. Ah, you are a merry Geiitleman-— He has-a. 

Breath as facet as a Cow he kiifes rarely well— -^tf- 

ger, youfhajl give this Gentleman your Vote, Roger. 

[Afide to her Hujhand. 
Hoger. S6^ he has tickled her fancy already. 
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G^,St^ I fancy you are a rare Dancer, *Sqnire ; pray . 
will you give us a Jfigg ? 

Tick. A Jiggi Ayy with ill* my Heart, if you'll dance 
With me, Dame. 

• G, Sfy. A lack, *Squire, I can't dance, 'Squire. 

Tick. 1 warrant thee» Dame :— — Come, ilrike up, Fidi 
ler. ... [Hekifisher. 

• G, Sly. Nay, fure I (hall not be abl6 to do it with fuck 
A yifie Gentleman as yon. [^^^y dance. 

Roger. (6oes up to bis Wift.) Get home» you fieafl, y6vis 
%7ol ye ? A Plague o* your jiggirfg, will you ne'er ha jig- 
ging enoagh ? 

• Tick. I hope you are not angrjt ! Rather than difoblige 
you, ril kifs your Wife bo more. 

G. Sly. Look ye there now, ^^^fr— yottare always. 
doing Miiclrief; ip you are/ 

hitdy, Axih you afhamr'd of yourfelf,. Roger ^ 
Roger. Aiham'dof myfelf; vorwhat, Itro? 
Laify. Methink» you fbonld take it a^^^an Honour. 
Roger. What, vor him to -lie with my Wife ! Look ye. 
Madam, you may keep that Honour for Sir Johh^ an 
you woll. 

' Laify^' Vou (hucy impudent R^fcid \ Who do you talk 
to. Sirrah ? 

G. Gah. Fye, Neighbour Sly^ you ufe my Lady like a 
common Woman^ fo you do. 
.« Roger, If Ihe's as common as thofe diat take her PiCtt^ 
Tm fure (he*s 'common enough. 

G. Gak Meaning me. Sirrah— I?lt niake you prove 

your Words, you Rogue you-: Why Gregwy^ Gregory 

Gabble^ I fay — do you^hear what this Rogue Sfy fays ? 

[Gregory is kiffing a Womam. 
See, fee, the Villain is minding his Pleafures, ^en he 
ihould be^vindicating hise Wife ;— but Fll fwihge.you,— 
Fll cool ypu£ Courage- when 'I get you at home^.I wiH 
io [Cl^ppij^ bar Handu 

Laify^ This Rafcal, ^^, was again ft the Peace, I re- 
member it well— «-*-and FlLhave yoa hangU for't,..! will, 
^:yoa I^antSe Mottier.. . . * - 

Roger. Nay, when fuch as you talk jof Peace,, we knofw 
•iKe Devil Isibeitxng upfor.VoluDteeiis,.^,.ha. '. 
I S7^ Pmhee^ xny dear Iifef.doB't.p^^thyirel£inl;o a 
^ * .Eaffieq. 
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'M&onr-^-'^Mr. S^ I aikypof Pardon^ if ^havr.gtyell^ 
yoii.any Ofience. 

Iteger. I amno Pi&pe, Sirj^-*— but I ha done- 
Ma/. Why that's well faid my Neighbour ^S''^ si^ 

honeil Man, he takes n<iA»g iH, 111 f^y that for him* 
Pray, Mr< Tickup^ drink tp n^ Neighbour 4^ 

ruL I fiird the Glafs for the. fame Purpofo. Mr. %.. 
my hear^ Service \f> yon. [Prinks. 

Rt^er. Don'l! Mailer me, Sir,-«— Fm but a poor M^ f . 
my Name is Roger Sly, d ye iee, that's alL 

il4«/. ^7> the ^aker.) Neighbour Serufk^ will you 4<> 
me the Favour to give this honeft Geotleman-your Vote ?, . 

Scruple* Verily^ Nesghboor Af^afey*-*— I do think I^ 
ihall not do it. 

Mid, Whyfo? , 

Scru. Am I oblig'd to give thee my Reafoas ^' » 

MaL No> notobligM> but I would be glad to know^^ 
thrm. 

Scru. Why then thou (halt Idiow tbem^^ Batween thee 
and me^ Neighbour AfAiE^if/> I -do a^tiake him fpr an ho- 
i^il Man. 

Xaajf. Not an honeH Man T Why what can yoa^iay ish 
gainft his Honcfty?-»—n— He's s^of yonT canting Con-- 
gregationy that's all. , j 

£r». I did aot disedbmy DtlcooHe to th«e ; and I wou'd i 
advtfe thee not to put thyfelf into a PafTiOBj it will mo^ 
^iibrder thy outward Woman*'— **and make thy Lovers^^ 
lefs defiring* 

Loify. My Lovers I Goodman Goofe-crown^ who told 
foil that I had Lovers, ha? Goodman ikM!r/» why do^ 
you let your Son take Wine of this old canting Villain* 
when there is ten times better, either at the Pope's Head, . 
--or the Devil ? 

Sieru. Yea, verily, I do perceive that thon art much in 
the Intereft of thofe two that thou haft nam'd,. by thy X^lft- 
goage and thy A£lions. 

' Ladj, And what are yoo in the Intereft of. Sirrah .^^ 
Not of your Country,— you, you, you— Spawn- of old 

Noll, you ^Here, Fidler, play me the Tone oft The 

^ing fipdl ja^ his onva again. 

S/y. Ay, let 'en,, let ^ aahc daress 'Jaud 1 ha* no Pa- 
jpiftsr4l:'ua^$.pky'd; wbere lam; piay jLaUibuDe»,.'iyoo 
Jtogi^ Lady. 
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Loify* You won't have no Papilts Tane» ! Sirrah, jday 
what I bad you. 

Sly, WounHs, play what I bad yc, ye Dog, or IH 

bre& your Fiddle about your Ears. [He flap LilUhuMir$. 

Lady. You Prefbytenan- Son of a Conventicle, how dare 

you contradict mCrSirrah I [Strikes htm on the Face^ . and 

makes bis NeJ^ hlee^^ 
G. Sly. Murder, Murder, my Hu(band'& all of a. gore 
filood ; ah, you are a good one to ftrtke a* Man,. I war- 
rant ye. 

Lady. 1*11 nuirder you, yoa dijsty, draggle- tail'd Slut; 
take that Hufwife. \Strikis Goody Sly, mtd makn her Nofi 
bleed I Jbe blrws it into her Handy, 
andjhonjjs it^ cryingi 
G. Sly. See, fee here, fee here, how they begin to fpill 
Froteilant Blood sdready ; oh you Fapift Devil, you ; 
ay, this is what you wou'd be at. 

Sly. Zounds, if file carries this off, — I'll be hang'd a- 

Bve ; 111 drefa her down, I warrant her, an fhe be for 

ighting. \Pferstoftripi they hold him. 

MaL O fie, is fhe not a Woman ? 

Sly. Nay, afk her Spark there, he knows bed, or he's 

foully bely'd on — A Woman I a (hamelefs Beaft is fhe I 

Ti(L Let me perfoade yooi Ladyfhip to leave the 
Room. [Afide to the Lady*. 

Lady. NOr ril have the Blood, the Blood, the Blood of 
ihefe confounded Whigiih Dogs* [S^tamfs and tears* 

Tick. Indeed yoa'U ruin the Defign by thefe Paffions ; 
did not I intend to crulh them a more effedual Way i You 
ihou'd fee how we wou'd ufe them now; but we muft 
bear with their Saucinefs now,' if we expe^ to gain omr 

Ends ; you will by thefe Meafures fright 'em all into 

your Hufband's Intereft. 

Laify. Ob, oh, oh, well, well, that Thought has cool'd 

me, and Til retire to your Lodgings, nudce what HaAe 

you can after me, where we will meditiate on Revenge to 

come. ~ [Exit, 

Enter Servant. 

Ser. The Mayor is gone to the Hadt, Sir, and the S- 
ledion is begun. 
. Tidt. Weil, Gendemea, I hope^ yout give me yomr 
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Votes; none ihall do more for your Town than I will, I 
gromifc you, n [ExiL 

Ser. Here's a Letter for you, Mr. Scrupky from youf 
Wine Merchant, Monfieur Traffick^ the Man fays. 

\Gt'ves Scruple a Letter. 

Scru. (Reads.) IJhould tnke it as a particular Fa^vour^ if 
you mjoi^d gt'-ve Mr, Tick up your Voie^ nxjho is n(nu ixjitb 
ycu in Gotham ; he is an hfonefi Gentlemany 1 ajfure you,'^^ 
Yes, it would be a very particular Favour^ t<-uJy. 

MaL What wou'd, Mr. Scruple ? 

Scru. Why thou muft know, that this Letter comes 
from a Frenchman^ to direft my Vole for a Member in an 
•J^ff////^ Senate, ha, ha. • 

MaL Perhaps there may be no harm in it, . the Gentle- 
man mig]it mean it well. 

Strui Yea, he doth' mean it well for hiinfelf, nO douUt 

on't ; but he doth not mean it well for me Biit come, 

let us to the Hail, Neighbours. 

Mai. Ay, ay, to the Hall, and ' afil'- as Cbnfcience, or 
our Intereft leads. [Exeuiri, . 

SQZ^^ changes to the Streets. ' ' 

Enter Friendly 4uul Lucy. . . . ' . 

Fritnd\ I hope you are convinc'd. Madam, .of your Pi- 
ther's Principle, and what you mull have TufFer'dfrom it» . 
.if I had been redly what I am reprefented. . 

Lucy, I do believe the Dcfign-you fpcak of; a Nunnery \ \ 
Heaven ! I (hudder at the Thought. 

Friend: Ay; where fwarms of Nuns and Priefts daily,- 
corfe your Country, by Btlly Booky ^nd Candk', where you 
•moft have- been taught to pray for its Deftruftion too. 

Lucy* No! Had I been irapanM to that curfed Place, 
thoV bat a poor defencelefs Maid alone; yet I'd have 
fiiown 'cm a true Britijb SouU and dy*d before I ^youM 
have chang'd' my Faith. 

Friend. Well faid, Madan) ; but to the Point — you w?Il 
not fure rctiJi-n to your Father, and* put it in his Power lo 
,l^tray,you A fec9^d Time ? 

Lucy, No, that I won't. \ I 

. Friend.^ ^ay'J[ not^haffe foaftrSifcrfcii y6M)r,*fteemif 
, :Lu£y. No^whihingy'Love, Tm not to be caught that 

Way I. 
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Way ;— this Day I am of Age, and I chafe you for my * 

Guardian, and if you can bring me unqueflionabte 

Proofs of your being an honeft Man ; — that you have al- 
ways been a Lover of your Country ; — a true Aflertor of 
Ker Laws and Privileges ; and that you'd fpend every Shil* 
ling of my Por>tjon, in Defence of Liberty and Property, 
againd^Pz/vfiv and the Pope, I'll fign, feal, and deliver 
inyfelf into your Hands the next Hour. . 

Friend, li I do not this,, may I meet the Fate which 
evwy Tray tor to his Land *deferves, my charming He- 
roine ! [A Noi/e of a Mob without i ^H^ -^Tickup, 
a Tickup ; A Worthy, a Worthy ; A 
Trufty, a Trufty. 

Luty. The EledUon is begun ; where ihall I day cqd- 
ceal'd ! 

^ Friifiif* At my Lodgings, Madskm, where .y(fu fhaU 
quickly have the. Proof that you demand, to make my 
JBappinefs compleat. 

Stiter Mob yuitb tbeir Candidates at the Head, of each Pi^y^ 
one bearing a Pope, and ^wooden Shoes ^ ; miith Wool in thetf 
Hats ; the other a Tub, with a Woman Preacher in />, and 
Laurel in their Hats ; cfying on one Side, A Tickup, a 
Tickup; on the othety A Worthy, a Worthy, huTouu 

Ben Blunt. No Pope^ no PerUni a fTortfy, a Wmby. ' 
Tim. Shal. No Tub-preaching ; no Liberty and Pro- 
perty Men. 

Gr. Gab. A Ticiup, a TieAup^ a Tich^. 
. Ben. Blunt, No Fire and Faggot ;— no wooden Shoes ; 
no Trade^^ellers ; a Low Bow, a Low Bow. 

Tim.'Shal. Z'blead ! who made yoa a Politician, in the 

Cevil's Name ? [Knocks him do*wn ; Blunt gets up and 

collars hinsf a^pnUs him downy and 

gets on hiniy and boxes him : Haff b 

Score more/alls together fy the fiars. 

. Gr. Ga^. Down, with >m, down wi& 'em. 

Rog^ Sly. Nay, an you're for that Sport, have at ye : 
No Pope; no Per kin; knock 'em down; down with the 

Dogs; down with their Champion down with that 

fi«nchify'd Dog, Tick^ : No High Boy ; no High Boy. 

Shal^ Ho Worthy, no Worthy i a High Boy, a High 
Boyr [Exeunt fgbting. 

Enter 
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Enter Mr, Scoredonbk, Friendly, atui Lucy^ 
Scn't. I wifb you macb Joy witli all my Hearty MadiBn» 
you are the nineteenth Bride I have been Father to, and i 
never gave one to an honefber Man in my Life,!'!! zay tixal 
for him. 

Friend, I diank yon. Landlord-*— And it (hall be rajr 
condant Study to make you happy. Madam, and by m)t 
future A£Uon9 convince you,, that you hafve not c&ofe 
amifs. [Ti hwp 

IdKy^ t cannot be unhappy, if your Coii(|i]6t ahfwfin 
yoi}r Cbft/aAer ; a moderate Man, fl-om a true innate Prin- 
ciple of Virtue, fcorn^ to betray even his Enemies, much 
le6 hi« Countiy or^Faith. [Jgnai Shmtt mutbin. 

MMttr M§bf b$stnngtbi chtfen Hmkevon fhln^ ittm'Chtur^ 

buztuttitg ^a/sthe*$^age* 

The Maytfrjilhwing. 

Moftfr. I % it is an tmfeir Ele^fbn, and* Mt return MSfe 
Ttcktip. —mi !' Wh%t do I fe^ f 

Friend. Yonr.Soir and fi'Htightcr, ^, if ytm flcafi to^^ 
^ive us your fileJDjtg. PiO«^//. 

m^i TheDerihK.DoWn-right SngHJi, Skr^; Tit 
have you laid ^yiIUHeef«> Ara-Civ^t. ^ 
• Aur^i. .Tii«nite!Il^racQmitiite,. i|iy d^anFkther» and^ ten 
to one, tell how Dowerfully the Promife of French Piftokj- 
fway'd your Con&iehee^ Kj^ haV ■ - 
: iS^or. 'Tb«rc?ff (^.^de> now; Zound»t th)Rtever Ibe* 
got her. HuAvlfe^ if^yoa are married: to chat m^yv» 
€&ealtng^ oantfng Low Bdy-^^-majc-^Hcii confound you. 

. F/»afd. Mky ha,, ka^. mui not his Curfes, my dear Lucy,- 
1% heiboth a Father and« a iMbwBki to thee. 

. Litty^ Ilk) beHcre yoi^ and' thank you for this Delive- 
lance; for ifi had efeap^UarNttnuevyr ten to> onte Kkt I 
had iieeir thrown infto the Arms, of lome of n^ Father's 
Priniciple,. and. that wouM have been. as had.. 

Tiis is f*y Maxm„ if{ ft nUirrfd:lJfe^. 
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ACT I. 



SCENE I. 




Ladj^ Pifalto, and Inis. 

H, /w / My IndiTpofition is not to be 
cur'd. 

Ift's, Not without applying the pro- 
per Medicine, I grant ye. — Well, had 
I fuch a Confeflbr as Father Bernardo 
— -I fay no more — but I fancy nothing wou'd trouble my 
Con(cienCe long. 

Lady. What do you mean ? 

Inis, My Meaning depends upon yours. Madam ; pray 
what do you mean by painting Father Bernardo^s Pidure 
in cytry Room in the Houfe, lit your Bed's-head, your 
Toilet, at the Bottom of your Crucifix, at every Corner 
of your Handkerchief, nay, upon your very Fan too, as 
if the good Father, like the Traveller ^n the Fable» 
cou'd heat and cool at once ? ' 

Lady, Is there any harm in wearing a good Man's Fic- 
torei Is he jiot one of the Pillars of our Church? Emi- 
nent (or declaiming againil Herefy and Schifm, and fkia 
wou'd reconcile the World to Rom^^ pure Religion ? Oh^ 
they are bleft that he converts ; happy the Pair, who e'er 
they be, that are in Wedlock joinM by him. WouM I 
bad been one of thofe. 

Inis. If the good Father has this healing Art, why arc 
you uneafy ? A little of his conrfortable Confolation wou'd 
revive the Colour in thofc Checks, and give great Satif- 

fadion 
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fadion to your Mind, or I have loft my Jadgment, and I 
don't ufe to be out in my Guels, where Love's the 
Riddle. 

Liufy. Welly iince thou hafl hit my Diftemper fo exa^ 
]y. Girl, FH confefs ingenoaufly to thee, I do love Father 
Btrnarih to Diftradlion ; but how to di^rover my Paffion, 
or what Receptiqn it may meet widi when difcow'd^ is 
tj^t which racks me. 

/«/. A kind one I warrant you. Madam: Fortho* 
Priefts are forbid to marry, a$ a mortal Sin, Fomicatioa 
was never reckdri^d more that Venial ; and for a Difco* 
very, whilft there's Pen, Ink, and Paper in the World, a 
Woman can never be at a Lofs to tell her Mind. Write 
to him. Madam, write to him. • 

Lady. But who ihall carry it ? 

Inh* Your Irijh Footman^; he*s a fitnple, honeft Fel- 
low, and may eafily be manag'd ; do you write your 
Letter, Madam, and I'll give him Inflruf&ons in the meah 
Time. 

Liuly, ril do it this Minute. [Exit Lady. 

[Inis goes to the Dodr emd calls Teague. 

£nter Teague. 

Teague. Well, Mrs. /«//; What Commands have you 
for Teague now ? 

Inis. Do you think yon can dp a MefTage cunningly, 
Teague ? 

Teague. Cunningly! Yes, Faith, we are all fo cunning 
now— What for a MeiTage is it ? 

Imss. It is a Letter for Father Bernardo at the Convent 
of St. Francis ! if yon do it handfom^ly^ a Moidore is 
your Reward ; do you hear, but if you make any Mi(^ 
take 

Teague. Hub, bub, bub, bu, Miftake ! No Faith won't 
I, Arra ! An will you be after giving me the Moidore in- 
deed, and by my Shoul now ? 

Ims. Upon Honour, 

Teague. Arra, fay no more now— •! will be here agcn 
in a Quarter of an Hour. \Qoing, 

Ims. But you muft flay for the Letter, Teague. 

Teague* No, no, 'cis no Matter ; I have a very clean 

Lettef! 
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Letter Sa Oy Pocket whiok will do very well, upon my 
ShotiU (going) and iave Timey yes Faith, will it. 

Inis. Ha, ha; QO, no, Teagm, that won't do; come 
alo^g with.mef andl'll give yoa the Letter ; but if you 
Ihou'd meet my Mailer, Don Pi/ak99 not- a Word of the 
Letter fdr your Lifb^^And I charge ydu to give it into no 
Hands but the Priefl's, and bring me an Anfwer, and 
ihen the Moidore is yoiir o«w, ^ 

VTeague. Faith will L-;— ^ [Exeunt% 

. Re*ent&r Teague nmith tlnXeUer. 
Teague. Arra* 'pon my Shou), I have forgot this plaguy 
ViicSCs Nami^-^ — ^Yea, Faith have I Fathw Bvm, 3om, 

£cm 'By St. Patrick I don't know who to afk for now 

— Arra, What Hiall I do ? Who the Devil fliall I get 

to read the Outiide of this Letter now i 

£nier Don Pifalto bthind ifim, and loah ovtr bis SJ^tfldef 
on the Letter. 
Don Pi/, For Fsxhcr Bernardo. 

Teagne. Oh, 'pon my Sboulvatioii dat is the Name now* 

[TWw quick upon Don Pifalto* 

Ha, my Maiftre ! What (hall I fay now ? [Jfide. 

Don Pi/. Whither are you going with that Letter^ Sir- 

rah ? It i$ my Wife's HiUid. [J/de. 

Teague. Ha,, ha, 'poji my Shool, a very good Jeft ; £rJ(l 

reads the Dircdlion, and then afta me whither it goes. 

Don Pi/ It may not prove fo good a Jeft as you think, 

- Sirrah-' — Who gave yOu that Letter ? 

Tefigue. Arra, Maiftre, you are very.oncivil now to en- 
quire imo other Folks fiufiaefs, fo you are; yes Faith 
ATeyou. , • 

Don Pi/1 A (hall be fo very uncivil to break yofur Head, 
•RafcaU if you don*t anfwer me to the Purpole ; give me 
the Letter, you Dog yon. 

Teague. Faith .won't I— —That's the Way to lofe xh» 
Moidore, which I am to have for carrying it. 

Don Pi/ A Moidore for carrying it ! Sure the Bufinefs 
^vt&. be very urgent, when the Poftage is Ui dear. Give 
it me, I fay » or, or, [La^s bii Hand to his Sword, 

Teague, No, 'pon my Shoul won't I. 
. \ Don Pi/ Won't you,. Sirrah I [Draves and beats him, 
* - Teague, 
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Teague. Arra, take the Letter.' (Throws it down,) Pot 
upon me, if I don't wilh «the Devil had yoa both, yes 
Faith do I ; for poor Teague loies his Moidore nowi -and 
Mrs. /ff/V will never fend me of no more Arrands, lio 
Faith won't fhc. 

Den Pif, Inisy ho ! Did (he give it you ?— Jfipensiu 

Teague. Yes, indeed now j-and I bdiev£ the^'is ibme 
very great Sin in the Letter Jaow, ihat the good Father wai^ 
to fend his Pardon for, fo I do. . 

D6ft Pi/l Monftrous ! What do I fee ? Ye5> here is a 
Sin with a WitiwA— ^jRWj^ *• Dear Father, you'll for- 
*' give me when 1 tell you, that the more I fefc you, the 
" More I hate my Hufhand ; (^veryfne) and the more I 
•** pray.againfl Temptation, the more powerfully my In- 
" clinations plead in y^ur Behaff {Furies a»d DifiraSNen) 

** 1 implore your charitaWc Affiftance to tonquer 

** this unruly Sin — (Tes^ Pll help you nvitb a Vengeance to 

you) Nothing but your Company can prolong .the 

« Life of Florar (^ay you >, Mijire/s ?J Very well. 
Inis gave you this Letter, you fay ? ' 

Teague. Yes, Faith did fhe-^Arra dear honny Maiilre ; 
an you have don with the Letter give it me now, that I 
may carry it to the good Fa^er, what 'de ye call him, or 
I Aikll lofe the Moidore, yes Faith ihall I. 

Don Pi/, Ha 1 A lucky Thooght comes into my Head^ 
and this Fellow's Simplicity is of U& : Hark ye, Teague^ 
come you along with me, I am acquainted with Fathei- 
Bernardo^ I'll procure you an Anfwer to this Letter— It 
is as y^ fay, a Letter oP Confeflton, and I believe Inis 
might not perform Articles with you, if ihe knew I had 
ifeen it ; but take you no Notice of that, do you heair-^ 
And there is two Moidores for you, Sirrah. [Exif*, 

. Teague. Oh, by my Shonl. TVflg^atf is'dtini— — Now I 
ihall have three Moidores ; Faith, this is a lucky Beating 
for poor Teague ; now will I drink St. Patrick*^ Health tiH 
I am as red as a Potato, yes Faith will I. {^Exit^ 

Enter Father Bernardo. 

Bern, I have had very odd Dreams to Night; met 

thought I was in Bed with Lady Pi/alto-^^^AK wou'd it 

was true, for (he is a charming Woman ; by St. Jntbcnj 

I never heard her Confe£]Qn» but my Virtue is much ^g- 

ger'd; 



A Wife tvell Managed. 193 

gerM; the Flelh and Spirit hold ilroog Contention ; oh, 
(he's a delicious Morfel. 

Enter Don Pifalto. 

Ha! Her Huiband, I hope did not overhear me. " 

Don Pi/, So, I have difpatchM the Iriftfman, Ha ! Fa- 
aticr BemardOf well met ; . I was going to yoiir Convent ; 
1 have a Favour to alk of yott. 

Bern. You command me. Senior FtfaJ^^ pray what 
is it ? 

Ihn Pi/l Why, I muft defirc you to pfocufe me a Habit 
of your Order for an Hour or two. ^ . 

Bij-n. I hope you have no Enterprize 10 View, that may 
fcandalize the Priefthood. 

Don Pi/, Fie, ^t^ does a Man of my Years give ypn- 
Hoom for Suipicion ? Befides, I am a married Man you 
know. 

Bepj^* And to the moft beautiful Lady in Madri d 
A religious, virtuous Lady : Ah, you are a happy Man, 
Senior. 

Den Pi/ A Cur/e on the Happinefs — Her Virtue, and - 
your Sandtity, Father, might have begot a Monfter, caird 
a Cuckold, if Fortune had not flung me in the Way to 
prevent it. 

Bern, What fay you. Senior ? 
Den Pi/ I fay I am contented. Father. 
Bern, Contented ! Why another Man wou'd be tram - 
ported, ravifti'd, nay almoft guilty of, JdoJatry. 

Don Piy, Humph I There would have been fine Work 
if they had come together ; oh, thefe Priefts are full of 
AbHincnce; and Piety ! (Afide) If you'll oblige me witk 
a Habit, let it be immediately, and I Ihou'd be proud if 
you'd give me your Company this Evening to fup with my 
Wife and I ; I'll aifure you. Father, Ihe has a profound 
Refpedt for you. 

Bern. I am much oblig'd to her. Senior ; I'll not fail to 
accept your kind Invitation : Come along with me, and 

I'll give you the Habit A profound Refpeft for me— 

Oh, that it were Love. [A/de. 

Don Pi/ I'll fend for them this Minute, Father; but 

I now 
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now I muft pay a Vidt to my virtuous Wife, and fee how 

fhe bears her Expedlation. 

^Mmongft all the Ills ijuhich clog this mortal Life^ 

The moft accurft^ and 'verieft Plague is IFife. [Exit. 

SCENE Chatiges. 
Enter Lady reading a Letter ; Inis /bllofwing. 

Lady, He has anfwer'd me as I could wifh— Dear, 
dear Im'u how {bflll I reward thee ? Take that in Earneil 
of my future Kindnefs : He (ays he will come in the Twi- . 
light, which will foon be here, tho* not fo foc^n as I 

cou'd wiih it : He defi'res, for Rcafons which he will 

Jrive me, he fays, to be admitted in the Dark, which 
Caution does not difpleafe me, fince it will prevent- the 
Confufion I fhou'd be in after fuch a Declaration. — 

Inis. He did that on purpofe. Madam ; he is a true Ca- 
valier, and underftands his Bufinefs to a Hair ; he knows 
' Darknefs is nepcflary upon thefe Occafions ; it prevents 
a Lady's Blufhes.— Ods heart, Madam, here's ihy Lord, 
I hear him cough. 

Lady. Oh mifchievous Minute! Here, here, run 

' down the back Stairs, and burn that Letter immediately. 

[Exit Inis. 
I'll to my Book. [Sits doivfty and takes up a Book. 

Enter Don Pifalto. 

Don Pif. There (he fits — as if fhe knew nothing of the 
Matter, — a Cockatrice ; — What always, at thy Devotion, 
Figgup ? 

Lady. How can I pafs my Time better in your Ab- 
fence, Pud fey ? Were it not for thefe good Books, I 
Ihou'd be very melancholy, when you are from me, Pudfey. 

Don Pif. Hell confound her for a diflembling Witch. 

{Aftde. 

Lady: What ails my Pudfey ? You look out of Humour 
wiih your nown Figgup : What have I done, ha ? 

Don Pif. Nothing yet, I hopc"; —but that's no Fault 
of her's. 

Lady. Nay, what are you ftudying for. Pud, ha ! 

Don Pif. Why if you muft know, little Figgcy,— then 
ril tell thee ; Don Cammary lays claim to Part of that Ef- 

- tate 
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tate I bought laft Year, and I muft be obligM to leave my 
dear Figg>jp for two or three Hours. thi< Evening, . in Or- 
der to confuit my Lawyers about that Matter, that*s all, 

Figgey : And I was afraid thou lhouId*ll take it ill pf 

^ thy nown Pud. 

Lady. Lucky beyond Expreffion.^ ^-<^A/i?.^ No,^no, Pud^ 

I am not fo unreafonable neither ; 1 can divert myfelf 

with my Books till thy Return But do.Puddey — -- 

make all the Hafte you can to your nown Figgup.— 

Don Pi/. Ay, ay,* more hafte than you wifli I dare 
fwear. (Afede.) That I will my Precious. \Going* 

Lady, What never a parting Kifs, Pudfey? Oh, you 
don't love your Figgup ! Go, go, you are a naughty 
Pubby ;— ^I, I, I, f, wifh I cou'dlove you lefs than I do, 
fo I do. [So6&ing, taking out her Handkerchief, 

Don Pi/. Did ever Woman make a Cuckold with a bet- 
ter Grace ? Ounds, fhe outdoes an Englijh Wife Nay 

don't weep, Figgup ; 1*11 (lay with thee, let the Eftate go 
how it will, rather than difplcafe my little Figgey. 

Lady. Heaven forbid ; that would be carrying the Jell 
too far, (AJide.) No, no, I don't defire that Pud. 
. Don Pi/ No, I dare fwear it. * [Afide. 

Lady, Go ; but give me a kind Kifs firft, Pudfey. 

Don Pi/ Ah, you are a coaxing Baggage. (Ki/fes her,) 
Well, good-by, Figgey. {Exit, 

Lady. Good-by, Pudfey — with all my Heart. 

Enter Inis. 
He is gone. Girl, mofl fortunately. 

Inis. I overheard all, and wifli you Joy of this lucky 

Opportunity Come, come, Madam, av/ay to your 

Chamber, 'tis near the Time and there contemplate 

on your coming Joy ; whilll I, your Harbinger of Wi{s^ 
wait to condud the Man that is to crown your Hap{)inefs. 

Lady. I fly, I fly. Girl.' \Exetmr /ever ally. 

SCENE changeiy and di/coven Lady Pifalto leaning on 
a Couch. 

Lady. Blefs me, what. Noife was that! My Heart 

akes horribly, left this old CufF fhou'd return and prevent 
my charming Pxiell. 

J * Enter 
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Enter Inis, leading in Don Pifalto in a PrieJI^s Hahit, 

Jnis. Fear nothing. Father, ftrait forward is your Way 
to H^ppin^fs. 

Don FiJ\ A Happinefs, I fear, will bode fo^nebody no 
Good. Hift, hift, Daughter ! Where are you ? \Ex, Inis. 

Lady. Ha! He's come; — here, here, my too charm- 
ing Father ; can you forgive i Woman's Weaknefs. 

[groping about, 

Don Pi/, Common Frailties of Flefli and Blood (groping 
about) if thou haft pray'd againft it, thou haft done thy 
Part, and we are bound to comfort thofe that faint. 

X>ady^ Oh, I have often prayM, Father, bat to no Pur- 
pofe ; you are the only Objeft of my Wiflies ; I blufti, 
tho' in the Dark, to own how much I love you 

Don Pif, Come to my Arms, and hide thofe Blufhes in 
my Bofom. (They meet and embrace.) Is- your Huft)and 
fafe ? 

Lady, Safe enough, tho' long he will not ftay; For- 
tune fmil'd upon my Wifhes, and call'd him luckily a- 
broad. 

Don Pi/, Then let us improve the little Time we have } 
thus let me cool the raging Fever in your Blood. 

[^Catches hold of her Armsy and pulls out a Pope's 
End, and beats her foundly^ Jhe roars out all 
the 'while. 

Lady, Oh ! What do you mean, to murder mc ? In- 
human Monfter! Oh! Murder, Murder, Murder, — oh, 
oh, oh. ^ [Fxills on the Couch, 

^ Enter Inis. 

Inis. Blefs me ! What's the Matter, Madam ? 

[Don Pifalto turns and beats her, 

Don Pif, Only adminiftring a little Penance, Miftrefs ; 
it won't be amifs to beftow a little Charity upon you too.^ 

Inis, The ^ Devil take you, and your PenanCe too, you 
old fanftify'd Dog you : Thieves, Thieves ; I'll have you 
cquip'd for the Opera, Sjrrah, I will fo : A Light there, 
a Light, here's Thieves in the Houfe Oh, oh. Mur- 
der, Thieves my Lady's murder'd ■ 

Don Pif, I muft not ftay for a Light, leaft they difcover 

who I am : — One farewel Stroke ^And now remember 

' your Benefadlor, Miftrefs Bawd. . [Exit. 

Inis. 
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Inis, Yes ; I ihall remember with a Vengeance. 

Enter Teague ivith a Candle, 

Teague, Arra, by my Shoul what is de Matter now ? 
Is de Houfe haunted ? Has de great Devil and de little 
Devil put de Fright upon you both together now ? 

Lady, Begone, impertinent Fool. ^ 

Teagne, Fool ( Pon my Shoul Irijhmen are no Fools i— 
By St. Patrick^ we make Fools of de very great many 
Etigltjh\ yes, Faith, and of de Spaniards too, 

Inis. Get out. Sirrah, or Til fling the Candle at your 
Head. 

Teague. Arra, Pox take your ugly Face, and him that 
would put a Kifs upon't, for Teague, [Exit, 

Lady, Oh, I am kilPd, Inis ! This curfed Prieft has 
kilPd me. 

Inis, Was there ever fuch a Monfter ? I dare fwear I 
am black from Head to Foot, he laid on mofl unmerci* 

fully : Well, my Mind mifgives me, this Prieft is no 

Man, tliis feels like an occafional Corredion. 

Lady. Occafional, do you call it ? I'm fure he has given 
me Occafion to remember it this Twelve-month. 

[Don Pifalto ^within. 

Don Pi/, Figgup, why Figgup wliere are you 

Child? - 

Lady. Ah Heaven, my Hufband's Voice — RetumM (b " 
foon 1 What fhall I fay for my Indifpofition ? 

Inis. Oh Invention ! XV'here art thou ? [PaH/est 

Enter Don Pifalto. 

Don Pi/. What, afleep little Figgy ? 

Inis, Afleep, Senior, no, no ; alas, my poor Lady had 
like to have been kill'd flnce you went. 

Don Pi/, Kiird ! As how ? You make me tre^nble. 

Inis. Going down Stairs, her Foot flipt, and down flie 
tumbled from Top to Bottom, and bruisM herfelf fo fad- 
ly, that flie is not able to flir a Finger; it is a Mercy flic 
was not kiird out-right. 

Lady, Excellent Wench. [J/ide. ' 

Don Pi/, Here's a pure Jade at Invention They fay 

the Devil's a Lyar, but I'll be hang'd if this Wench won't 
out-lye the Devil — I'm heartily forry for this Misfortune^ 

I 3 poor 
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poor dear Figgey ; -but I hope thoa haft not^broke %tjy 

Bones, my dear Figgup. 

Laeiy, But I a-m much hurt, Pudfey. 

Don Pi/. I'm forry for't; for I have invited Father Ber^ 
sarctb to (up v^/ith us ; I met him hardly here, and brought 
^ him la:k with lAe — becaufe I know he is a Favourite with 
my Figgey. 

Inis. Not fo great a Favourite as he was, if you knew 
rf. . [Jfide. 

Lady,^ I beg you vvou'd excufe me, Pudfey, I. cannot 
come down ; befides, I have no Stomach. 

Inis» No 1 The Prieft has given her and me Supper 
enough, more than we can digeft this Twelve- month. 

Don Pi/. Well, if thou can'ft not eat, there's no more 
to be faid. Take Care of your Lady, Inis, — ^We'U drink 
iKy Health, little Figgup. [^xit. 

Lady, My Heart rifes at the Villain ; if I ftiou'd fee 
him, 1 think in my Soul I ihould tear his Eyes out. Oh 
tl^at I ^ju'd be reveng'd. 

' /»//; ^Reveng'd 1 What Revenge' cou*d yda tkke bad 
enough. Madam ? 'T^is impoflible to iind Revenge equal' 
to the Affront ; a Rope's End to a Lady that expcdled— 
I coft'd flea him alive, fo I cou'd. [In a PaJpoH. 

l^aidy. My Head akes grievoufly, 

/«//. Let me cover you up upon the Bed, Madam ; a 
little Sleep will fettle your Head agen. [£>//. 

SCENE cbatigeu 

Enter Don Plfaho and PritJ}. 

Wern, Your Lady polTtil:, fay you ? 

Don PiJ, 'Tis even fo, Father ; I left her well, and 
found in her Senfes, I thought, about two Hours ago j 
but now fhe raves, calls Nanies, fights, and 'talks of be- 
ing beat by every Body that comes near her. 

Bern^ Poor Lady, I am exceeding forry ; PU take care 
fhe ftiall be pray'd for by the whole Convent. 

Don Pi/ I wilh you wou'd fee her. Father, perhaps 
your ghoilly Admonition might do her good. Men of 
yoijr holy Fun£licn have Power over imd'eaii Spirits ; pray, 
tty what you Qan do' for her* 
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Bern, With all my Heart, but I have no holy Water a- 
bout me ; — nothing frights the Devil like holy Water,— 
thence comes the Proverb, you know. 

Don Pi/. I can help you to foffic, pleafe to walk this 
Way, Father. [Exeunt, 

S C E N- E cbangesy and difayvers L '^dy Pifalto, oh a 
* Cpuch^ ajleep. 

Enter Prieft^ feu a Bafon of Water on the Tahle."^^ '^ 
Don Pifalto liJVning. 

Bern, Peace be here Ha 1 She ileeps : — How invit- 

ixkg\y ihe lies! Why, what a delicious Morfel has this old 
faplefs Leg every Night. to fnoar.over. 

' Don P^. Well faid, Prieft ; Oh, this is a holy Man ; 

no Wonder he's the Women's Favourite.'—— 

' Bern, I feel a ftrange Difordcr on the fudden, — — mv 

Pulfe h^u% quick> and every Senfe feems raviih'd at this 

Obied. Ha ! We are alone, What hinders me to 

make Uf«. of this Opportunity ?■ « 

Don Pif Zounds, I (hall be cuckolded before rts^ Face. 
. Btm% Befid^ft i^n^ d^re to prefs up#n our Privacy,. — 
we have that Advajritage above, the Laity; I'll try ;,if (he 
ihould prove virtuQus,. ^d refift, the Noife will pafs upon 
her Hulband, as the Effeft of her PofTeffion ; for I (hrewd- 
ly fufped, ihe is not-madjndeed, and only puts it on to 
avoid the Embrai:es of tji^ Skeleton, unfit.for a Woman 
of her Youth and Fire. 

Don Pif Well, for ^ thq^ough-pac'd Whore-mafter, 
opmmend me to a Piiefl, I fay, 

Bern, I'll try Tm refolv'd. \BteaU foftly to the Couch 

andkijjes her, 

Don Pif, Very, well, ■ Zounds, I (han't contain my- 
felf. , 

Bern,. Rapture ! Her veiy Lips gives Extafy 1 % S he 

ileeps vtry found— -r-once more, [Goes to kifs her again^ 

undfhe lifts up her Eyes and fees him. 

Lady* I dreamt ! Ha ! Blefs me^ the Monfter's here ! 

Oh, that I could look him.dead.— [(^oing to rife^ 

Bernsurdq^ofs her^ and kneels, 

Bernt Oh, do not rife,, my. charming Ange], letmefeail 

L 4 my. 
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my Eyes upon th^t lovely Face, ihe perfe£i Image of the 
Blcft above. 

La^y, Do not infult me, thOu ungrateful Traytor ! Do 
nor. 

Bern, What means my Charmer ? Oh, forgive my ra(S 
Proceeding, aftd blame your Eyes, thofe idear bewitching 
Eyes, ^for all that I have done. [KiJ/es her in Exiafy. 

Lady. OfFMonfter, Devil, worfe, if worfe can be, than 
Devil, thou very Prieft.— — — 

Don Pi/, Excellent, it works now as I wou'd have it. — 

Laify, You thought you had kill'd me, I fuppofe,— but 
you Ihall find, I live to tear your Eyes out, Monfler. 

\^Flies up and fulls his Hcod ojff\ and heats him* 

Bert, Help, Help, Help, blefe m€ ! She is really 
pofi'eft. 

Enter Inis with a Stick, 

Inis, Ha ! You are here again, old Bekebub ! but 1*11 
be even with you now, I will fo. ' \Lays on upon tht Pritft, 

Pon Pi/. Ha, ha, 1 fhall dyt with Laughing. 

Bern, What do you mean. Madam, pray be calm, I 
wou'd tomfort you. 

Inis. As how, pray. Father ? I am much mifiaken if 
yoy have any Thing that can comfort a Lady. 

Bern, Oh Wickednefs ! Have I nothing that can com- 
fort a Lady ? 

Lady. Yes, Villain, I can '(how your Marks of Com- 
fort, I can fo, but I'll be rcveng'd on thee, I will. 

[heats him, 

Inis. Yes, and I can fhow 'em too ; this for my Lady, 
this for myfelf. [beats him, 

Don Pi/ Ha, ha, O rare Figgup, O rare Inis, - 

Bern. Blefs mel By St. Anthony they are both pofleft; 
the Maid has caught her Frenzy too, in Nomine Domine, — 
[Runs to the Table, and catches up the holy Water ^ 
and flings, flrft on one, than on the other, 

Don Pi/, Ha, ha, O rare Prieft, ha, ha.- 

Lady, I'll Nomine Domini you. You had better have 
hang'd yourfelf in your Rope's End, than have ufed it a- 
bout me, I'll make it a dear Beating lo you. Sirrah. 

Bern,- Oh Maria Mater or a pro nobis, [Flings Water /lilU 

Lady. Ah ! He'll drown me. 

^ Bim, 
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Bern» Avant Satan, I conjure thee, by St. Anthony^ St. 
Bridget^ and our Lady of Loretto, . [Flings fTater. 

Inis, (Strikes down the Baforiy and breaks it, J — What ho, 
a Rape, a Rape, I'll cant you, I'll have you hang'd ;— 
ril (hew the World the Jewel they doat on : I faw you 
when you wou'd have ravilh'd my Lady, — ^ thou Monfler 
of Iniquity. 

Bern, Mercy on me, the Devil is very ftrong in them 
both. 

Enter Don Pifalto. 
Don Pi/, Ha, ha, I muft releafe the Prieft, or they'll 

murder him between them. Oh, the Rage of a difap- 

pointed Woman. What's the Matter here ? Pray, Fa- 
ther, withdraw, I am heartily ferry for your ill Treatment, 
it is their Height of Frenzy you fee. Father ; I'll wait up- 
on you in the next Room immediately, you can do them 
no Good I fee. Father. 

Bern. Alas, Senior, they are foftronglypofleit, that no 
one Man can deal with them both. ^ [Exit. 

Inis. Will you let him go. Senior? Why he would 
, have ravifli'd my Lady, if I had not cry'd out. 

Don Pi/l No, Millrefs, you * cry'd out becaufe he had 
notravifh'd your Lady.— —Go troop, Miflrefs, I'll reck- 
on with you within. [Exit Inis. 
And now. Madam, for you. — Do yo» know this Letter ? 
Lady. Ha ! My Letter to Father Bernardo f the Villain 

has betray'd me !• and Fm undone 1 [JJide^ 

Don Pi/, Why don't you anfwer me ? What, are ycu 
dumb ? Then 1 muft fetch you to your Speech with this. 

\Pulls out a D agger . 
Lady. Ah ! defend me Heaven, f/alls on her Knees,) 
But why name I Heaven ; — I have offended that in wrong- 
ing you, tho' but in Thought ;— Oh, forgive me, have 
Pity on my Youth, and let me live : Puni(h me as feverely 
as you pleafe ; let even him who has betray'd me, name 
my Penance, and then I'm fure it will be harih enough ; 
whatever it be, I will perform it moft religioufly. 

Don. Pi/ I melt ; the cunning Baggage knows hef 

Power. . 

Lady. Oh ! Do, Podfey, do ; won't you forgive your 
nown Figgup ? Can you pierce this Bofom you have kifs'd 
fo often^ and fee your Figgey's Blood run trickling down ? 

I 5 Dm 
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Don Pi/. I am conquer'd ; I can kold n« fongeir.— — 
Rife, Figgup^ for this Time I wril forgive thee j but ©rl 
Condition you ne*er fee your ghofHy Father mere ; no 
more Harangues in Praife of his Sanftity, and Holinefs of 
X^{q ; do you hear^ Figgey ? 

Laify\ No^ never, indeed, Pudfcy* 

Don Pi/, Take heed ; for if again I catch you faulty^ 
* look to it, c^p66l no Pardon. 

Lady. No, when 1 am^ may I your Fardon mi/sf 
Since ytftt/o generoti/ly forgive me this, 

Son.Piit When Wi^ves, like mine, gives Inclination Stefe^ 
No Cure for Cuckoldom lih Oyl of Rop.. 
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PROLOGUE 

Spoken by Mrs, Thurmond. 

nrO Night we come upon a hold Defign, 

To try to pleofe luithout one horro^d Line : 
Our Plot is nenVf and regularly clear ^ ^ 

And not one Jingle Tittle from Moliere. 

V huried Poets ive nvtth Caution tread ^ - 
And Parifi? Sextons lea*ve to roh the Dead, 

For you^ Bright Britiih Fair^ in Hopes to charm ye^ 
We hring To-mghty a IjQwtxfrom the Army : 
Tou knonu the Soldiers haue theftrdngeft Arts^ 
Such a Proportion of pre*uailing Parts, 
Tou^d think that they rid Pofi to Wcmens Hearts. 

1 <wonder 'whence they dra<w their held Pretence ; 
IFe do not chufi them fure for our Defence : 
That Plea is both irfipolitick and fwrong. 
And only fuit fuch Dames as nvant a Tongue. 
If it their Eloquence and fine Addrefsf 

' The Softnefs of their Language f-— ^Nothing left. 

Is it their Courage^ that thty hra^ely dare 

Toftorm the Sex at once P -Egad! 'tis there. 

They aS hy us as in the rough Campaign^ 

Unmindful of Rgpidfes^ charge ctgain : 

The^mine, and counterndnc, re/bl^'d to wOtf 
• And, if a Breach is made^-^-^they nvill come in. 

Tou^H thinky hy luhat 'we have of Soldiers y2i7V» 

Our Female Wit ivas in the Ser^uice bred : 

Btape is to the hardy Toil a Stranger^ 

-fHfo loves the Cloth indeed j but hates the Danger i^ 

fet to this Circle of the Brave and Gay, 

$he lid me, for her good Intentions, fay<, 

She hopes youHl not reduce her to Half Pay. 

As for our Play, ^tis Engliih Humour all : 

Then 'will you let our ManufaSiure fall P 

Would you the Honour of our Nation raijk, 

iTi)^ BngUih Credir«>, ««/£ogUihJ^lays. 
\ 
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EPILOGUE, 

Written by Mr. &EWELL: 
Spoken by Mrs. BULLOCK. 

Tf/'HAT ne^ftrange Ways cur modern Beaus de'vife I 

What Trials of Lo*ve Skilly to gain the Pri^j ! 
The Heathen Gods, ivho never mattered Rapes, 
Scarce nmre fuch ftramge Variety of Shapes : 
The Dennl take their odious barren Skullsy 
To court in Form of Snakes and filthy Bulls :. 
Old Jove once nicl^dit too, as I am told. 
In a fwhole LapfuU of true fiandard Gold : 
Hotu muft his Godjhip then fair Danae ivarml 
In trucking Ware for Ware there is no Harm, 
Well after all that Money has a Charm, 
But no*w indeed that ft ale Innjention^s paft; 
Befidesyou kno^w that Guineas fall fof aft. 
Poor Nymph muft come to Pocket-piece at laft. 
Old HarryV Face, or good ^een BefsV Ruff, 
Not that Pd take ^em may do nu^l enough ; 
J^o _ nty ambitious Spirit* s far abo^e ' 
Thefe little Tricks of mercenary Lo've, 
That Man he mine, nuho^ like theCoPnel here. 
Can top his CharaSler in e<u^ry Sphere ; 
Who can*a thoufand Ways employ his Wit, 
Out promife Statefmen, and out cheat a Cit : 
Beyond the Colours of a Tra'v^Ber paint. 
And cant, and ogle to o beyond a Saint, 
The laft Difguifemoft pleas' d me, I confejs. 
There's fomething tempting in the preaching Dreft i^ 
And pleased me more than once a Dame cf Note^ 
Who byv^d her Hufband in his Footman'j Coat, 
To fee one Eye in ^wanton Motions plafd. 
The other to the Hea<v*nly Regions ftrafd. 
As if for its Felloes Frailties prayd : 
But yet I hope, for all that I have f aid, 

T^fndmy Spoufi a Man of War in Bed, 

Pramatli 
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Sir Philip MoJthve,.axi old Bean. Mr. Knap.- 
Fen^l^^Ie, a Kind of filly Vir- | j^^ ^^^ 

TraJelo-ve, a Change Broker. Mr. BuiMs fStk.. 

Obiuiiab Prim, a Quaker, HoHer. Mr. Pud. 
' All Four chofe Guardians to 

^ Mr?/^^' " ^^ '^'^ } Mr. CMa &JlcA. 
Srtman, his Friend, a Merchant. Mr. OgJiH. 
Simon Purt, a Qaaking Preacher. Mr. Griffiiti 
Mr. Sackhtit, a Vintner. Mr. Hatt. 
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A Bold Stroke for a WIFE. 

A C T I. S C E N E I. 
S C E N E a Tavern. ^ 

Colonel Fainwell and Freenan ovir a Bottk. 
Freeman, ^^^J2t^ O M E, Colonel, his MajeilyV 
1 lealth. ^- You arc as melancholy 
as if you were in hcfft : I wifh 
feme of the Beauties di Bath han't 
fnapt your Heart. 
CoL Why, Faith J, Fruman^ there is fomething in*t : I' 
Have ieen a Lady at Bathy who has kindled fuch a Flame 
ki me that all the Waters there can't quench. 

Frt^ Women, like fome poifonous Animals^ carry their 
Antidote about 'em — Is ihe not to be had. Colonel ? 

CoL That's a difficult Qiieflion to anfwer ; however, I. 
vefolve to try : Perhaps you may be able to fervc me ; you 
Merchants know one another.— -The Lady told me herfelf>. 
. ihe was under the Charge of four Perfons. 
Free, Odfo 1 'tis Mrs. Ann Lovely, 

CoL The fame. Da you know her f 

Free. Know her ! Ay. — Faith, Colonel, yoor Conditioiis 
. k more defperate than you imagine : Why, (he is the Talk 
and Pity of the whole Town ; and it is the Opinion of the 
Learned, that (he mafl: die a Maid. 

Col, Say you fo I That's fomewhat ©dd, in tKis charit^ 

-able City. She's a Woman, I hope. 

Fr4e,. For aoght I know,— but it had been as well for 

iter, had Nature made her any other Part of the Creation. 

The Man ;^ho keepa this Hou(e, lerv'd her Father ; he 

. k a very hone(l Fellow, and may be of Ufe to you ; we'll^ 

.' ieod for him to teke a Glafs with us ; he'll give you her 

whole Hiftory, and 'tis worth your, healings. 

CaL But may one tnift hiai.A 
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Free, With your Life : I have Obligations enough upon 
him to make hlra do any thing : I ferve him with Wine. 

[^Knocks, 

CoL Nay, I know hnn pretty well myfelf. I once ufed 
to frequent a Club that was kept here. 

Enter Drenuer. 
Draiv. Gentlemen, d^ye call ? 
Free, Ay ; fend up your Mailer. 

Draiv. Yes, Sir. [Exit, 

Col. Do you know any of this Lady's Guardians, Free-- 
man? 

Free. Yes, I know two of them very well. 

Enter Sackbut. 

Free. Here comes one will give you an Account of them 
all — '• — Mr. Sackbut y we fent for you to take a Glafs with 
us. 'Tis a Maxim among the Friends of the Bottle, that 
as long as the Maflei is in Company, one may be^ fure of 
good Wine. 

^atk. Sir, you (hall be fure to have as good Wine as 

you, fend in Color el, -your moft humble Servant > yoa 

are welcome to Town. 

CoL I thank you, Mr. SackbuU 

Sack. I am as glad to fee you, as I (hould a hundred 

Tun of French Claret Cullom-free My Service to you. 

Sir, (drinks) You don't look fo merry as you ufed to do ; 
ar'n*t you well. Colonel ? 

Free. He has got a Woman in his Head, Landlord, can 
you help him ? 

Sack. If 'tis in m/ Power, I jhan't fcruple to ferve niy 
Friend. 

CoL 'Tis one Perquifite of your Calling. 

Sac^. Ay, at'totherEnd of the Town, where you Of- 
ficers ufe, Women are good Forcers of Trade : A weU- 
accullom'd Houie, a handfome Bar-keeper, with clean ob* 
lining Drawers, foon get the Mafler an Eflate ; but odr 
Citizens do feldom any thing but cheat v/ithin the Walls. 
—But as to the Lady, Colonel, point you at Particulars, 
or have you a good Champagne Stomach I Are you in full 
Pay, or reduc'd. Colonel ? 

CoL RcducM, r«du«'d> JL^odiord» 
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Free. To the roiferable Condition of a Lover ! 

Sack, Pi(h ! that's preferable to Half-pay ; a Woman's 
Refolution may break before the Peace ; pulh her home. 
Colonel, there's no parlying with the fair Sex. 

CoL Were th« Lady her own Miftrefs, I have fome Rca* 
fons to believe I ihould command in Chief. 

Free. You know Mrs. Lately, Mr, Sackbut ? 

Sack. Know her ! Ay, poor Nancy ; I have carried her 
to JSchool many a frofty Morning. Alas ! if flic's the Wo- 
man, I pity you, "Colonel : Her Father, my old Matter, 
was the mod whimfical, out-of the Way temper'd Man I 
ever h(?ard of, as you will guefs by his laft Will and Tef- 

tament This was his only Child : 1 have heard him 

wi(h her dead a thoufand Times. 

Ci?/. Whyfo? 

Sack. He hated Pofterity, you mufl know, and wiih'd 
Ac World were to expire with himfelf — ?-He ufed to 
fwear, if fhe had been a Boy, he would have qualified 
hini for the Opera. 

Free. 'Tis a very unnatural Refolution in a Father. 

Sack. He died worth thirty thoufand Pounds, which he 
left to his Daughter, provided flic married with the Con- 
fent of her Guardians : But that flic might be fure never 
to do fo, he left her in the Care of four Men, as oppofite 
to each other as the four Elements ; each has his quarterly 
Rule, and three Months in a Year flie fs obliged to be' 
fobjedb to each of their Humours, and they are pretty dif- 
ferent, I affure you She is juft come from Bath. 

CoL 'Twas there I faw her. 

Sack. Ay, Sir, the laft Quarter was her Beau Guardian's— 
She appears, in all publick Places during his Reign. 

Col. She vifited a Lady who boarded in the fame Houfe 
with me : I lik'd her Perfon, and found an Opportunity 
to tell her fo. She^reply'd, flie had no Objedion to 
mine ; but if I could not reconcile Contradidlions I mud 
not think of her, for that flie was condemned to the Ca- 
price of four Perfons, who never yet agreed in any one 
Thing, and fhe was oblig'd to pleafe them all. 

Sack. 'Tis moll true, ^r ; Til give you a fliort Defcrip- 
tion of the Men, and leave you to judge of the poor La- 
dy's Conditio^. One is a Kind of Virtuofo, a filly half- 
witted Fellow, but pofitive and furly, fond of every thing 
antique and foreign, and wears his Cloaths of the Fafliion 

of 
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of the laft Century ; doats upon Travellers, and believes 
more of Sir ydh Mandevilie thair he does of the Bible. 

CoL That muil be a rare odd Fellow! 

Sack. Another is a Change -Broker ; a Fellow that will 
out-lie the Devil for the Advantage ofc Stock, and cheat his. 
Father that got him, in a Bargain: : He is a great Stickler 
fqr Trade, and hates every Man that wears a Sword. 

Free, He is a great Admirer of the Dutch Management, 
and fwears they undcrftand Trade better than any Natioa^ 
under the Sun. 

Sack. The Third is an old Beau, that has May in his*' 
Fancy and Drefs, but December in his Face and his Heels : 
He admires all the new Falhions, and thofe muil be French.^* 
loves Operas, Balls, Mafquerades, and is always the moit 
tawdry of the whole Company on a Birth-Day. 

CoL Thefe are pretty oppojftte.to one another, trnlyil- 
and the Fourth, What is he. Landlord? 

Sack. A very rigid Quaker, whofe Quarter begun this* 
Day. ■ I.faw Mrs. Liyvslygo in, not above two Hours 

ag<>, Sir Fhiiip fet her down. What think ycu now. 

Colonel j if not the poor Lady ta be pitied ? 

Gol Ay^ aad refcu-dtoo, Lftndlord* 

Freti Ixtmy Opinion, that's impolibk. 

CaLThcxe, is nothing impoffible* to a Lov^t Wbi^ 
would not a Man attempt for a fine Woman and- thifty. 
thoufand Pounds ? Bcfides* my Honour is at Stake 5 I 
promiiedto deliver her,r-*and fhe bid ine win her and 
wear her. 
• Sack. That's fair. Faith. 

Free. If it depended upon Knight-errantry, I fhould not 
doubt your fetting free the Damfel ; but to have Avarice, • 
Impertinence, Hypocrify, and Pride, at once to deaJ with, 
requires more Cunning, than generally attends a Man of 
Honour. 

CoL My Fancy tells me, 1 ihall come off with Glory. 
I refolve to try however.— Do you know all the Guar<« 
dians, Mv.Sackhut? 

SacA. Very well. Sir, diey all ufe my Houfe. 

Co/. And will you aiiift me, if Occafion requires ? 
Sack In every thing I can. Colonel. 
Fr^e, I'll anfwer for him ; and whatever I can ferve you 
in, you may depend on. I. know Mr. Periswinkk and 

Mr. 
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Mr. Tradelo^e ; the latter has a very great Opinion of my 
Inteicft abroad— -T happened to have a Letter from a 
Correfpondent two Hours before the News arrived of the 
French King's Death : I communicated it^ to him ; upon 
which he bought up all the Stock he could, and what- 
with that, and fome Wagers he laid, he told me he had 
got to the Tunc of five hundred Pounds ; fo that I am 
much in his good Graces. 

CoL I don't know but you may be of Service to me, 
Freeman. 

Free, ]S I can, command me, Colonel. 
. CoL Isn't it poflible to find a Suit of Cloaths ready made 
at fome of -thefe Sale-fh'ops fit to rig'out a Beau, think you^ 
Mr. Sackbut? 

Sack, O hang 'em— No Colonel, they keep nothing 
ready made that a Gentleman would be ieen in : ButX 
can fit you with a Suit ofCloaths, if you'd make a FlgnrOL 

—Velvet and Gold Brocade They were pawn'd to 

me by a French Count, who had been ftript at Play, and . 
wanted Money to carry him Home ; he promifed to fend 
for them, But I have* not' heard any Thing of him. 

^Frie. Hehaanot fbd upon Fri^s long enough yeti to 
rec^va- his Lofs ; ha^htft 

Col. Ha, ha ! Well, the Cloaths will do, Mr. Sackhuh 
iA-'^tho* we muft have three or four Fellows in tawdry 
Liveries : They can be procur'd^ I hepe. 

Free, Egad 1 I have a Brother come from the Weft Inches 
that can match you ; and, for Expedition-fake, you ihall * 
have his Servants : There's a Black-, a Tawnymoor, and 
d Frenchman ; they don't ipeak one Word of En^lijh, fo 
can make no Miftake. 

CoL Excellent! Egad* I fhall look like an Indian 

Prince. Firft I'll attack my Beau Guardian ; where lives 
he? 

Sack. Faith, fomewhere about St. Japies^ ; tho' to fay 
in what Street, I cannot ; but any Chairman will tell you 
where Sir Philip Modek^oe lives. 

Free. Oh ! you^ll find him in the Park at Eleven vjtrf 
Pay ; at leaft, I never pafs'd thro* at that Hour without 
. feeing him there— -But what do you intend ? 

CqL To addrefs him in his own Way, and find-what he 
defigns to do with the Lady. 

Freen 
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tree. And what then ? 

CoL Nay, that I cannot tell ; but I (hall take my Mca* 
furcs accordingly. 

SacL Well, 'tis a mad Undertaking, in my Mind : But 
here's to your Soccefs, Colonel. [Drinks. 

Col, *Tis fomcthing out of the Way, I confefs; but 
Fortune may chance to fmile, and I fucceed. Come» 
Landlord, let me fee thofe Cloaths. Freeman^ I (hall ex- . 
pc^ you'll leave Word with Mr. Sackbut, where one may 
find you upon Occafion ; and (end nie the Indian Equi- 
page immediately, d'ye hear ? 

Free^ Immediately. [Exit. 

Col. Bqld -was the Man *who nteutur^ d Jirft ta Sea, 
But the firfi 'venturing Lowers holder nuere. 
The Path of Lovers a dark and dan^rous Wa^^ 
Without a Landmark^ or ouefriendhf Star^ 
And hi that runs the Rifque deforces the Fair. [Exit. 

SCENE XL PfYM'a Houfe. 

Enter Mrs. Lovely, emd her Maid Betty. 

Bitt^. Blefs me. Madam ! Why do you fret and teaze 
yourfelf fo? This is giving them the Advantage with'a. 
Witnefs. 

Mrs, Lev. MuA I be condemned all my Life to the pre- 
pofterous Humours of other People, and pointed at by e* 
very Boy in Town? — Oh ! I could tear my Fle(h, and 
Curfe the Hour I was born. — Isn't it monftroudy ridiculous, 
that they (hould defire to impofe their Quaking Drefs up- 
on me at thefe Years ? Wh^n I was a Child, no Matter 
what they made me wear, but now- 

Bitty. 1 would refolve againft it. Madam ; I'd fee 'em 
' hang'd before Vd put on the pinch'd Cap again. 

Mrs. Lo-v. Then I muft never expeft one Moment's 
Eafe: She has rung fuch a Peal in my Ears already, that 
I iha'n't have the right Ufe of them this Month, — What 
can I do ? 

Betty. What can you not do, if you will but give your 
Mind to it ? Marty, Madam. 

Mrs, Lo'V. What ! and have my Fortune go to build 
Churches and Hofpitals ? 

Betty. Why, let it go — ^If the Colonel loves you, as he 

pretends. 
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pretends, he'll marry you without a Fortune, Madam ; 
and I afTure you a Colonel's Lady is no defpicable Thing ; 
a Colonel's Poll will maintain you like a Gentlewoman, 
Madam. ' 

Mrs, Lov, So you would advife me to give up my own 
Fortune, and throw myielf upon the Colonel's. 

Betty. I would advife you to make yourfelf eafy, Mfr 
dam. 

Mrs, I^v, That's not the Way, I'm fure. No, no. 
Girl, there are certain Ingredients to be mingled with Ma- 
, trimony, without which I may as well change for the- 
worfe as the better. When the Woman has Fortune e- 
nough to make the Man happy, if he has either Honour 
or good Manners, he'll make her eafy. Love makes 
but a flovenly Figure in a Houfe where Poverty keeps the 
Door. 

Betty, And fo you refolve to die a Maid, do you. Ma- 
dam ? 

Mrs, Love, Or have it in my Power to make the Man 
I love Mafter of my Fortune. 

Betty, Then you don't like the Colonel fo well as I 
thought you did, Madam, or you would not take fuch a 
Refolution. 

Mrs. Lo<v. It is becaufe I do like him, Betty ^ that I do- 
take fuch a Refolution. 

Betfy. Why, do you expeft. Madam, the Colonel can 
work Miracles ? Is it poflible for him to marry you with 
the Confent of all your Guardians-? 

Mrs. Lo'v. Or he muft not marry me at all : And fo I 
told him ;~ and he did not feem difpleafed with the News. 
He promifed to fet me free ; and I, on that Condi- 
tion, promifed to make 4iim Matter of that Freedom. 

Betty. Well 1 I have read of enchanted Caftles, Ladies 
delivered from the Chains of Magick, Giants kill'd, and 
'Monfters overcome ; fo that I fhould be the lefs fur prized, 
if the Colonel ihould conjure you out of the Power of your 
four Guardians ; if he does, I am fure he deferves your 
Fortune. 

Mrs, Lov, And (hall have it. Girl, if it were ten Times 

as much For I'll ingenuoufly, confefs to thee, that I do • 

like the Colonel above all Men I ever faw :— There's 

fomething fo Jantee in 2l Soldier, a Kind of Je nefcai quoi 

z Air, 
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Air, that makes *em more agreeable than the reft of Man- 
kind. — ^They command Regard, as who (hould fay. We 
are your Defenders. We preferve your Beauties .from the 
Infults of rude and unpoliih'd Foes, and ought to be pre- 
ferred before thofe lazy indolent ^Mortals, who, by drop- 
ping into their Father's Eftate, fet up their Coaches, and 
• think to rattle themfelves into, our AffeAions. 

Betty, Nay, Madam, I confefs that the Army has en- 
groiTed all the prettied Fdlows. — A laced Coat and Fea- 
ther have irrefi&ible Charms. 

Mrs. Lo:v. But the Colonel has all the Beauties of the 
Mind as well as the Body. O, all ye Powers that fa- 
vour happy Lovers, grant that he may be mine ! Thou 
God of Love, if thou be'll aught but Name, affift my 
FaiiFwelL \ 

Point all thy' Darts to aid his~juft Defigtty 

And make his Plots as prevalent as thine, [Exit. 

A C T II. S C E N E L 

SCENE the Park. 

Efiter Colonel finely dreft^ three Footmen after him. ' 
Col, ^ O now, if I can but meet this Bean ! — Egad ! me- 
1^ thinkj I cut a fmart Figure, and have as much 
cf the tawdry Air as any Italian Count, or French Marquee 
of them all — Sure I fhall know this Knight again. -r- Ah ! 
yonder he fits making Love to a Malk, i'faith, Til walk 
up the M^lly and come down by him. {Exit. 

ScenI dra'wst and difco^ers Sir. Philip upon a Bench, ivith a 
Woman majk^d. 

Sit Phil. AlVellbut, my Dear, are you really conftant to 
your Keeper ? 

Worn. Yes, really. Sir, r-^ Hey day ! Who comes yon- 
der ? He cuts a mighty Figure. 

Sir Phil. Ha ! a Stranger, by his Equipage keeping Co 
clbfe at his Heels, — He has the Appearance of a Man of 
Quality,— Pofitively/r^w^^, by his dancing Air. 

Worn. He croiTcs, as if he meant to fit down here.-*— 

Sir 
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SvePhil. He has a Mind to make love to thee, Child. 

Enter Colonel^ and feats him/elf upon the Bench fy.Str Philip. 
tFem, It will be to no Purpofe if he does. 
Sir Phil. Are you refolved to be cruel then ? 
CoL You muft be very cruel indeed if you^can deny 
any Thing to fo fine a Gentleman, Madam. 

[Tahs out his Watch. 
Worn, I ncter mind the Outfide of a Man. 
CoL And I'm afraid thou art no judge of the Infide. 
Sir Phil I am pofitively of your Mind, Sir, for Crea- 
tures of her Funftion ieldom penetrate beyond the Pocket. 
W&m. Creatures of your Com pbfition have, indeed, ge- 
nerally more in their Pockets than in their Heads. [AfiJe. 
Sir Phil, Pray what fays your Watch ? mine is down. 

[Pulling out his Watch. 
Col, I wapt thirty-fix Minutes of Twelve, Sir. — 

[Puts up his Watch J and takes out his Snuff box. 
Sir Phil, May 1 prefume. Sir ? 

Col, Sir, you honour me. [pr^enting the Box. ' 

Sir Phil, He fpeaks good Englijh, — tho' he muft be a 
Foreigner — This'SnufFis extremely good, — and the Box 
prodigious fine ; the Work is French^ I prefume, Sir. 

Col, I bought it in Paris, Sir. — I do think the Work- 
manfhip pretry neat. / 

Sir Phil. Neat ! 'tis exquifitely fine. Sir. Pray, Sir, if 
I may take the Liberty of enquiring, — What Country is fo 
happy to claim the Birth of the fineft Gentleman in the 
Univerfe ? F ranee , I prefUme. 

Col. Then you don't think me an Englijhman ? 
Sir Phil, No, upon my Soul don't I. 
Col, I am forry for't. 

Sir Phil Impoflible you fhould wifli to be an Englijh- 
man / Pardon me, Sir, this Ifland could not produce a 
Pcrfon of fuch Alertnefs. ' 

Col, As this Mirror ftiews you. Sir. 

[puts up a Pccket-Gla/s to Sir Philip'j Face. 
Worn, Coxcombs ! I'm fi k to hear them praife one an- 
other. One feldom gets any Thing by fuch Animals, 
not even a Dinner, unlefs one can dine opoQ Soop and 
Ccler)(. 

Sir 
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Sir PhJi. O Gad, Sir!— Will you leave us. Madam? 
Ha, ha ! 

CoL She fears 'twill be only loiing Time to flay here, 
ha, ha ! I know not how to diftinguilh you. Sir, but your 
. Mien and Addrefs fpeak you Right Honourable. 

Sir PhiL Thus great Souls judge of others by them- 
felve?,— I am only adorn'd with Knighthood, that's all, I 
do aflure you. Sir ; my Name is Sir Philip Modelo've. 
Col Of French Extraaion ? 
Sir PhiL My Father ^2^-French. 
CoL One may plainly perceive it. — There is a certaiA 
Gaiety peculiar to my Nation (for I will own myfelf a 
Frenchman) which diflingui&es us every where. — A Pcr- 
fon of your Figure would be a vaft Addition to a Coronet. 
Sir PhiL I muft own I had the Offer of a Baiony about 
five Years ago, but I abhorr'd the Fatigue which muft 
have attended it. — I could never yet bring myfelf to join 
with either Party. 

CoL You are perfe^lly in the Right, Sir Philip, — a 
fine Perfon (hould not embark himfelf in the flovenly Con- 
cern of Politicks : Drefs and Pleafurc are Objedts proper 
for the Soul of a fine Gentleman. 
Sir PhiL And Love.— - 

CoL Oh! that's included under the Article of Pleafure. 
Sir PhiL Parbleu il eft un Homme d'*£/prits, I muft cm- 
brace you, — ^r^j and embraces ) — Your Sentiments are {o 
agreeable to mine, that we appear to have but one Soul, 
for our Ideas and Conceptions are the fame. 

CoL I fliould be forry for that, (ajide,) — You do mc 
too much Honour, Sir Philip, 

Sir PhiL Your Vivacity and jantee Mien affured me at 
firfl Sight there was nothing of this foggy Ifland in your 
Compofuion. May I crave your Name, Sir ; 

CoL My Name is La FainuuelL Sir, at your Service. 
Sir PhiL The La Fainivells are French, I know ; tho* 
the Name is become very numerous in Great-Britain of 
late Years.— 1 was fure you was French the Moment I 
laid my Eyes upon you : I could not come into the Sup- 
pofition of your being an Englijhnian : This Ifland pro- 
duces few fuch Ornaments. 

CoL Pardon me. Sir Philip, this Ifland has two Things 
fuperior to all Nations under the Sun. 

, Sir 
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Sir P^7. Ah I what are they ? 
Col. The Ladies, and the Laws. . • 

Sir PhL The Laws, indeed, do claim a Preference of 
other Nations,— but, by my Soul, there are fine Women 
every where. — I muft own I have felt their Power m all 

Countries. . ^ -...«. 

Col. There are fomc finilh'd Beauties I confcfs, m FrmKt, 
Italy, Germany, nay, even in Holland, maisfipt hien rare .' 
But iti Belles Angki/es !-^0\is Sir PhiUp, where find wc 
fuch Womenl fuch Symmetry of Shape? fuch ElegMicy 
of Drefsl fuch Regularity of Features I fuch Sweetncfs«of 
Temper ! fuch oommanding Eyes ! and fuch bewitching 

Smiles. 

Sir Phil. Ah ! parbleu vous efiez attraper. 

Col. Ncn, je 'uous ajfure. Chevalier,— Bxit I declare there 
is no Amufement fo agreeable to my Gout, as the Comirf r- 
fation of a fine Woman.— I could never be prevailed upon 
to enter into what the Vulgar calls the Pleafure of the 

Bottle. ^ A r> 11 ^ 

Sir Pl?il. My own Tafte, po/ttvement— A B^ll, or a 
Mafquerade, is certainly preferable to all the Pioduftions 

of the Vineyard. . , « , r ^ r. • r 

Col. Infinitely 1 I hope the People of Quality m £;r^- 
land will fupport that Branch of Pleafure, which was im- 
ported with their Peace, and fince naturalizd by the inge- 
nious Mr. Heidegger. . mi i u v r 
Sir Phil The Ladies aifure me it will become Part ot 
the ConiUtution.- Upon which I fubfcribed an hundred 
Guineas. ^ It will be of great Service to the Publick, at 
leaft to the Company of Surgeons ; and the City in ge- 

"^Co/. Ha, ha I it may help to enoble the Blood of the 
Citv. Are you married. Sir Philip -^ ' ,, 

Sir Phil. No ; nor do I believe I ever (hall enter into 
that honourable State : I have an abfoluie Tendre for the 

whole Sex. . *. t j r 

Col That's more than they have for you, Idare fwear. 

[Jfide. 

Sir Phil And I have the Honour to be very well with 

the Ladies, I can affure you, Sir; and I won't affront a 

Million of fine Women to make one happy; 

Col Kay, Marriage is reducing a Mans laftetoaKind 
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of half Plcafare ; but then it carries the Bleifihg of Peace 
. 9^ng with it ; one goes to ileep without Fear^ and wakes 
without Pain. . _ - 

Sir FbiL, There's fon?ething of ths^Jn't ;. a Wife is a 
very good DiOi for an Englijb Stomach, — but grofs Feed- 
ing for nicer Palates* ha, ha, ha! ^ 

CoL I find I was very much miftaken, 1 imagined, 

you had been married to that young Lady whom I |aw in 
the Chariot with you this Morning in Grace- church-Street. 

Sir PhtU Who, Nancy Lovely ? I am a Pie9e df a Guar- 
dian to that Lady : You muft know, ^er Father, I thank 
him, joined me with three of the'moft prepofteroqs ,old 
Fellows, — :-.that, upon nay Soalt.I am in Pain for the 
poor Girl ; — fhe muH certainly lead Apes, as the Saying' 
is; ha, ha I 

CoL That's Pity, Sir Philip. If the Lady would give 
me Leave, I would endeavour to avert that Curfe, 

Sir PhiL As to the Lady,'lhe'd gladly be rid of us at 
any Rate, I believe; but here's the Mifchie^ he who 
marries Mifs Lovely ^ muft have the Con fen t of us all four, 
—or not a Penny of her Portion. — For my Part, I Ihall 

never approve of any, but a Man of Figure,- and 'the 

reft are not only averfe to Cleanlinefs, but have eaph a 
peculiar Tafte to gratify. — For my Part, I declare I would 
prefer you to all Men I ever faw. 

CoL And I her to. all Womeji— 

Sir PhiL I aiTure you, Mr, FairfweU^ I am for marry- 
ing her, for I hate the Trouble of a Guardian, efpecmlly 
among fuch Wretches; but refolve never to agree to, the 

Choice of any one of them, and I fancy they'll be 

even with me, for they never came into any Propofal of 
mine yet. 

CoL I wifti I had your Leave to try them,, Sir Philip, 

Bir PhiL With all. my Soul, Sir, I can refufe a Pcrfon 
of your Appearance nothing. 

CoL Sir^ I am infinitely obliged to you. 

Sir PhiL But do you really like Matrimony ? 

CoL I believe 1 could with that Lady, Sir. 

Sir. PhiL The only Point in which we differ— But you 
are Mailer of fo many Qualifications, that I can excufe 
one Fau)t ; for I muft think it a Fault in a fine Gentle- 
man ; and that you are fuch, I'll give it under my 'Hand. 

CoL 
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Col Iwifli yoti'dgive mc ycmr ConfenC to many Mrs. 
Lptfelj under your Hand, Sir Philip, 

SiiPbiL ril do't, if you'll ftep into St. >*»// Coffee^ 
imu/Cf where we- may have Pen and Ink ;-^ — tho*" I can*t 
forefee what Advantage my Conient will he to yoo, with- 
" out you could 'find a Way to get the reft- of the Guardi- 
ans t— But I'll introduce • you» however; (he is now At a 
Quaker's, where I carried her this Morning, when you 
faw us in Gracechurcbftrett, — ^I aflure you flie has an odd 
Ragout of Guardians, as you will find when you hear the 
Characters, which I'l^ endeavour to give you as- we go a- 
long. — Hey ! Pierre^ Jacqitei Renno f -— Whare are you 
all, Scoundrels ? — Order the Chariot to St. Jameses Cof^ 
fte^houfe, 

CoL Le Ntfifi la Brun, la Slanc,^'-''-^MarhltUy eufont 
ces Coqitins la ? AllonSf Monjteur le Chevalier, 

Sir Phili Ah ! Pardonnex rmy, Monfieur. 

jCoL Not one Step, upon my Soul, Sir Philip, 

Sir Phil, The bell bred Man in Europe, pofitively. ^Exn 

SCENE chafeges to Ohadiah Prim's Houfe. 

EnUr Mrs, Lovely, follafwii hy Mrs^ Prim. 

Mrs Prim, Then, thou- wilt 'not obey me: And thou 
doft really think thofe Fallals become thee ? 

Mrs. ZrW^. I do, indeed. 

Mrs, jPr. Now will I be judged by all fober People, if 
I don't look more like a modeft Woman than thou doil» 
Anne ? 

Mrs, Lov. More like a Hypocrite you mean, Mrs. Prim. 

Mrs. Pr* Ah ! Anne, Anne, that wicked Philip Mode* 
love will undo thee.— *— -Satan £o fills thy Heart with Pride, 
during the three Months of his Guardianfhip, that thou 
beicomeft a Stumbling-Block to the Upright. 

Mrsv Ztfo/. - Pray, who are they? Are the pinch'd Cap 
and formal Hood the Emblems of Sanftity ? Does "your 
Virtue confift ih your Drt^Sy Mrs. Prim? 

Mrs. Prim. It doth not confift in cut Hair, (potted Face 
^ and bare Necks. Oh, the Wicked nefs of the Genera- 
tion I The primitive Women knew not the Abomination 
of ho^p'd Petticoats. 

Mrs* Lov, No> nor the Abomination of Cant neither. 
K 2 Don't 
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Pon't tdl 5tte, Mrs. Prim, don't. 1 know you have as 

much Pride, Vanity, Self-conceit, and Ambition among 
yon,' couched under that formal Habit, and fan^lified 
Coantenance, as the proudeft of us all ; but the World 
begins to fee your Prudery. 

Mrs. Prim. Prudery ! What I do they invent new Words 
as well as new Fafhtons ? Ah ! poor fantafUck Age, I pi- 
ty thee. — ^Poor deluded Jmu, which doft thou think moft 
refembleft the Saint, and which the Sinner, thy Drefs or 
mine? Thy naked B6{om allureth the Eye of the By- 
fiander,— «ncourageth the Frailty of human Nature,— 
and corrupteth the Soul with eril Losgings. 

Mrs. Lov. And,, pray, who corrupted your Son Tobias 
with evil Longings ? Your Maid Tahitba wore a Handker-* 
chief, and yet he niade the Saint a Sinner. 

Mrs. Prim. Well, well, fpit thy Malice — Iconfefs Sa- 
t*an did buffet my Son TohiaSf and my Servant Tabitba ; 
the evil Spirit was at that Time too ftrong,. and they both 
became fubjedl to its Workings,— —not from any outward 

Provocation, — but from an inward Call ; he was not 

tainted with the Rottenefs of the Fafhions, nor did his 
Eyes take in the Drunkennefs of Beauty. 

Mrs. Lov. No I that's plainly to be feen. 

Mrs. trim. TMtha is one of the Faithful ; he fell not 
with a Stranger. 

Mrs. Lo'v. So ! Then you hold Wenching no Crime, 
provided it be within the Pale of your own Tribe.— 
You are an excellent Cafuift truly. 

Enter Obadiah Prim. 

Oh. Prim. Not ftripp'd of thy Vanity, yet, Jnne I Why 
doft thou not make her put it oiF, Sarah? 

Mrs. Pr. She will not do it. 

Oh. Pr. Verily, thy naked Breads troubleth my out- 
ward Man ; I pray thee hide 'em, Anne : Put on an Hand- 
kerchief, jinae La<vefy. 

Mrs. Lov^ I hate Handkerchiefs when 'tis not cold 
Weather, Mr. Prim. 

Mrs. Prim. I have feen thee wear an Handkerchief; 
nay, and a Mafk to boo^, in the Middle of yuJy. 

Mrs. Lov. Ay, to keep the Sun from fcorching me. 

Oh. Pr. If thou couldft not bear the Sun-Beams, how 

doft 
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doil thou think Man would bear thy Beams ? Thofe Breails 
inflame Defire, let them be hid, I fay. 

Mrs. Lov, Let me be quiet, I fay. Muft I be tor- 
mented thus for ever ? Sore no Woman's Condition ever 
equalled mine I Foppery, Folly, Avarice and Hypocrify 

Jire, by Turns, my conftant. Companions, ^and I muft 

vary Shapes as often as a Player. —I cannot think tny Fa- 
ther meant this Tyranny ! No, you ufurp an Authority 
which he never intended you fhould take. 

Oh. Pr, Hark thee, do'fl thou pll good Counfel Ty- 
ranny ? Do I, or my Wife, tyrannize, when we defire 
thee in all Love to put off thy tempting Attire, and veil 
thy Provokers to Sin ? 

Mrs. Lo<u. Deliver me, good Heaven ! or I Ihall go 
diflraaed. [Walks ahut. 

Mrs. Pr. So ! now thy Pinners arc toft, and thy Breads 

pulled up ; verily they were fecn enough before.—— 

Ftt upon the filthy Taylor who made the Stays. 

Mrs. Lov. I wilh I were in my Grave! Kill me rather 
tl^n treat me thus. 

Oh. Pr. Kill thee ! ha, Ka ! thou thinkcft thou art aft- 
ing' feme lewd Play fure : — Kill thee I Art thou pre- 
pared for Death, Jnne Lowly? No, no, thou would'fl 
rather have a Hniband, ^««tf;— Thou wanteft,a gilt 
Coach, with fix lazy Fellows b^hinciy to flant it in the 
Ring of Vanity, among the Princes and Rulers of the 
Land,- who pamper tnemfelves with the F^tnefs there- 
of ; but I will uke Care that none (hall fquander away 
thy Father's Eftate. Thou fhall marry none fuch, Jniu. 

Mrs. Lov. Wou'd you marry me to one of your own 
canting Se£t ? 

Oh. Pr. Yea, verily, no onp clfc ihall ever get my Con- 
fen t, I do aflure thee, jfftne. 

Mrs. Lo*v. And I do^afTure thee, Oia^iai, that I will 
as fbon turn Papift, and die in a Convent. 

Mrs. Pr. OhWickednefs! 

Mrs. Lev. Oh Stupidity I 

Oh. Pr. Oh Blindniefs of Heart! 

Mrs. Lov. Thou Blinder of the World, don*t provoke 
mei — left I betray your Sandtity, and leave yoor Wife to 
judge of your Purity : — What were the Emotions of your 
Spirit—when you fqueezM M^ry by the Hand laft Night 

K 3 in 
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in th€ Pantry— when (he told you, you bufs'd fo -fil- 
thily ? Ah ! yoD had no Averfion to naked Bofoms,' when 
you begged her to (hew you a little, little, little Bit of 

her delicious Bubby : Don't you remember thefe 

Words, Mr. Prim. 

Mrs. Ptym. What docs (he (ay, Obadiab ? 

Ob. Fr. She talketh unintelligibly, Sarah. Which 
Way did (he hear this ? This (hould not liave reach'd the 
Efirs of the wicked Ones : ■■ Verily, it troubleth me. 

Enter Servant. 

Ser'u. Philip MedeloWf whom they call Sir Philips Is be- 
low, and fuch another with him, (hall I (end them up ? 

Oh.Pr. Yea, 

Enter Sir Philip and Colonel. 

Sir Phil. How doft thou do. Friend Prim f Odfc ! my 
She-Friend here too ! What you are documenting Mifi 
l^ancfy reading her a Le^ure upon the pinch'd Coifs I 
warrant ye* 

Mrs. Pr. I am fure thou did'ft never read \itx any Lec- 
ture that was good-— «My Fleih ri(etb fo at thefe wicked 
Ones, that Prudence advi(etk jnfi. to withdraw from, their 
Sight. \EmU 

Col. Oh! that Iconid £nd Means to fpeak with her! 
How charming (he app<«ars i I wiibi could get this Letter 
into her Hand. [-^fidg. 

Sir Phil. Well, Mifs Ciickey^ I hope thou haft got the 
tetter of them. 

Mrs. Lov. The Difficulties of my Life are not to he fur- 
mounted. Sir Philip. 1 hate the Impertinence of him, 

as much as the Stupidity of the other. [j(^e^ 

Oh. Pr, Verily, Philip, thou wilt fpoil this Mkiden. 

Sir Phil, I find we ftill ditfer in Opinion ; but that wc 
may none of i^ (J>oil her, prithee Prim, let us confent to 
marry her. ■ ■ I have fcnt for our Brother Guardians to 
meet me here about this very Thing Madam> will you 

five me leave to recommend a riu(band to you ? 
[ere's a Gentleman, whom in my Mind, you. can haye 
no Objedxon it. 

[Prints the Colqnel to her, Jhe lods another Way^ 
Mrs. Lvui Heaven deUver me from thct formal, ai)d.the 
fantaflisljs fool I 
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Co/. A fine Woman, a fine Horfe, and fine Kqui- 

age, are the fined Things in the Univerfe :'And if I am 
To happy to polTefs you, Madam, I fhall become the En- 
vy or Mankind, as much as you outfhinc your whole Sex. 

\As be takes her Hand to ki/s itj he eTidea*vQur$ • 
to put a' Letter into it \ Jht lets it drop 
Prim takes it up. 
Mrs. Lov, I have no Ambition to appear confpicuoufly . 
ridiculous, Sir. [Tumingjrom him. 

Colt So fall the Hopes of Faimaell! 
Mrs. Ltiv. Ha ! Fainivell! 'tis he ! What have I done f 
Prim has the Letter, and it will be difcovcr'd. [^y^de. 

Oh, Pr. Friend, I know not thy Name, (o cannot call 
thee by it ; but thou CeeH thy Letter is unwelcome to the 
Maiden, fhe wiH ndt read it.' 

"Mrs. Lvi/r Nor ihall you ; f /notches the Letter J Vll tear 
it in'a thottfknd Pieces^ and fcatter it, as I will the Hopes 
cf all thofe that any of you ihall recommend to me. 
f!, .M • t.-.^ .^..r ^ ., ,, [Tears ^the Letter. 

Sir PhiL Ha ! Right Woman, Faith 1 
'• (fd, Ebtcellen't Womaai. • > [j^de. 

Oh, Pr. Friend, thy (^arb favoureth to6 much of the 
VanltfdftheAj^fcfr my Approbations nothing that re- 

iembleth Philip MoUelo'Vr fhall I lov^, mark that; 

ftB#bi^) fneoA PMip^ bring no mere of thy own Apes 
under my Roof. 

Sir P141: I am fo entirely a Stranger to the Monilers of 
thy itei&9 that I fhall bring none of them I am fure. 

Col I am likely to have a pretty Talk by that Time I 

have gone tliro* them all ; but flic's a City worth taking,. 

and 'egad I'll carry on the Siege: If I can but blow up 

the Out-works, I fancy I am pretty fecure of the Town. 

. - ^ i4fide. 

Enter Ser*vant. 

Ser<u. Tohy Periwinkle and Thomas Tradelo*ve demandeth 
to fee thee. [To Sir Philip,. 

Sir Phil. Bid them come up. 

Mrs. Love, Deliver me from fuch an Inundation of Noife 
and Nonfenfe Oh Fain^well! whatever thy Contrivance 

be, profpcr it Heaven 5 but oh I I fear thou never 

cahft redeem me. \Exit^ 

Sir Phil, Sic ira^fit Gloria Mundi ! 

IL At. £fft€r 
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Enter Mr, Periwinkle ami Tradelovc. 
Thc/e are my Brother Guardians, Mr. Fahivell^ prithee 
obferve the Creatares. [A/ide to Col. " 

Trad, Well, Sir Philipj I obey yonr Sammons. 

Per. Pray, what have you to offer for the Good of Mrs. 
tavelfy Sir Philip? 

Sir Phil, .f irft I defire to know what you intend to do 
with that Lady ? Muil flie be fent to the Indies for a Ven- 
ture, — or live to be an old Maid; and then entered amongft 
your Cnrioiities, and fhewn for a Moniler, Mr. Perinvinkle ? 

CoL Homph, Curiofities, that mail be the Virtuofo. 

[Jfide. 

Per, Why what wou'd you do with her ? 

Sir Phil, I would recommend this Gentleman to her for 
9 Huibaad. Sir,— -a Pcrfon whom I have pick'd^oat 
from the whole Race of Mankind. 

Oh, Pr, I would advife thee to (huffle him again with 
the reft of Mankind, for I like him not 

Col, Pray, Sir, without Offence to your Formality, what 
may be your ObjedUons ? 

Oh. Pr. Thy Perfon ; thy Manners ; thy Ditfs ; thjr 
Acquaintance^ thy every Thing, Friend. 

Sir Phil, You are moft particularly obliging, Friend, ha* 
ha! 

Trade. What Bufineis do you follow, pray Sir } 

Ccl. Humph, by that Queftion he muft be the Broker. 
fJ/fdeJ-^Bnrincfs, Sir ! the Bufmefs of a Gentleman. 

Trad. That is as much as. to fay, you drefs fine, feed 
high, lie with every Woman yon like, and pay your Sur- 
geon's Bills better than your Taylor's or your Butcher's. 
• Col The Court is much oblig'd to you. Sir, for your 
Charafter cSf a Gentleman. 

Trad. The Court, Sir ! What wou'd the Court do with- 
out us Citizens ? 

Sir Phil, Without your Wives and Daughters, you mean, 
Mr. Tradelove, . . 

Per, Have you ever travell'd^ Sir ? 

Col, That Queftion mud not be anfwer'd now ^->- In 
Books I have. Sir. 

Per, In Books ! That's fine travelling indeed !*— -Sir 
Philip, when you prcfent a Perfon I like, he fliall have my 

Confent 
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Confent to 'marry Mrs. Lovefy, *dll when your Servant. 

[Exit, 

CoL I'll m^e yott lil^e me before I have done with yoa» 
or Tm miflaken. ^ [Afide^ 

Trad. And when you can convince me that a Beau is 
more ufeful te my Country than a Merdumt,, yoa fhall 
have mine ; 'till then you muft excufe me. ' . [Exit* 

CoL So mach for Trade I'll fit you too. [Jfafe. 

Sir Phil, In my Opinion, this is very inhuman Treat-' 
ment, a» to the Lady, Mr. Prim, 

Ok Pr^ Thy Opinion and mine happens to difier at 
much as our Occupations, Friend ; Bafineis requireth my 
Prefence, and Folly thine; and fo I muft bid thee farewe). 

Sir Phil, Here's Breeding fox -you^ Mr^. Faunjueil!' • 
Gad take me. 

Half my Bftatt. Tdgintt to fie V« tUt. 
Col. I hope to bite ye alU if m^ Plot hits [Exit. 
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A C T lit SCENE L 

S C £ N £ the Ta'uent; Sackbut\«jr4f/^^ Colonel #«- oat 
Egyptian Dre/s. 

9ach \ Lucky Begitintngr Colondi—— yon have gpir 
Xx the old Beaa^ Confent. 

Col, Ay, he's a^ reafonable Creature; but the other 
three wilP require fome Pains. — Shall I pafs upon him» 
^ink you ? Egad, in my Miud, Ilook as antique as i£ £ 
had been preferv'd in the Ark. 

SacL Pafs upon him !■ ay, ay, as; roundly as White-wine 
da(h'd with Sack does^ for Mountain and Sherry, if yoa 
have Affurance enougbt— — 

Col, 1 have no Apjireheniion. from that Quarter-; Aflu-^- 
tance is the Cockade oT< a Soldier. 

Sack, Ay, but- the AiTurance of a/Soldiei% differs mnch^ 
from that of a Traveller.— Can- you« lye. with- a^ good 
Gface ? 

Col, As heartily, when my Miilrefs is the. Prize, as J 
woul^ meet, the Foe when my Country caJl'dr .and King. 
K 5, com- 
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x^mmanded ; fo don't ypQ fear that Part ; if he iQvC{ knQ3ff 
Sie af ain, Tm fafe I hope he'll come. 
' SacA. I wifli all nfy* Debts wouM come a$.fufe$ I told 
hm you had been a great Traveller, had ma&y valuable 
Cnriofities,. and war a Peribn of a moil iingular Taflp ; he 
ieem'd tranfpoited, and begg'd me to keep you till he came^ 

CcL Ay, ay, he need not iear my running away — Let's 
kave a Bottle of Sack^Landlord^ our Anceilors drank Sack^ 

^i. You ihall have it 

Cfff. And where-abouts is the Trapdooi: you men- 
#oned ? 

Awi. There's the Conveyance, Sir. [Exit. 

Col. Now if 1 fhottld cheat all chefe roguiih Guardians,. 
arid carry off* my Miiireis in Triumph, it would be what 
the French call a Grand Coup d^Eclat^----^dSo I.here comes 
Pmw/W^f— •— Ah.! duce take this Beard; pray 7»//- 
tgr it docs not give me the Slip, and ipoihall. ^ 

Enter Sackbut imth Wine^ and Peri win kle^//wu;/»^.- 

Saek. Sir, thJs Genttemaii hearing you have beeQ a 
great Traveller^ and a Perfon of fine Speculation, begaiu 
i^eave to take a Ghi& with you ; he is a Man-of a.curiouSs 
Tafte himfelf. 

CoL The GeatlemaQ has it in his Eace and Garb : Sir^ 
you are welcome,. 

Par. Sir, I honour a Traveller,, and Men of your en- 
quinng Difpofmoii ; the Oddnefs of your Habit pleafes me 
extreamly ; 'tis very antique,, and for that I like it. 

Col. nfis Very antique. Sir r-'p-.-Xhis Habit once belong'd? 
to the famous Claudius. PtpUm^us, who UvM in the Ye(ir 
' a Hundred and Thirty^five. 

V . Sack, If he keeps up with the SsHttple^ heihatliye with, 
the Devil for a Bean-ftack, and win it tvexy Straw. [JJtde^, 

Ver. A'Handred^ind Thirty-five! why, that's prodigious^ 
uow ! -^ WelU certainly 'tis tie fined Thing, in tiet 
World to fee a Traveller. 

CoL For my Part I value apne of the modern Fafhiop*-: 
«>f a Fig- Leaf.. . . 

Per, No more, don't I; Sir ; I had rather be the Jefl^of? 

. a Fool, than his Favourite, — ^I am laugh'd at here for roy;. 

^ipgulariKy ^TJiis C5c».t>. yoRjauft know,' Sir,, w#« for-. 
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xnerly worn by' that ingenious and \ery learned PeHfon, Mr. 
Jifhn TraJe/cant of LiStheth, 

Col. J9hn TraJe/canf I Ltt me embrace you, Sit^^^John: 
Trade/cant was my Uacley by Mother-fide ; and I thanic 
you for the Honour you do his Memory ; he was a very* 
curious Man indeed. 

Per, Your Uncle, Sir^^nay then, 'tis no Wonder thats: 
your Tafte is ia refined ; why you have it in your Bloods- 
'—My humble Service to you, Sir, to the immortal 
Memory of John Trade/cant^ your never<4o-be-forgotten 
Vxi<Ae. [Drinks. 

Col Give me a Glafs, Landlord. 

Per. I find you are primitive, even in your Wine; Ca*- 
mttry was the Drink of our ^'yit Forefathers, 'tis Balfamick,. 
end favcs the Charge of 'Pothecaries Cordiials— •Oh I that 
I. had liv'd in your Uncle's Days ! or rather, that he were 
BOW alive ;«— Oh! how proud he'd beof fuch a Nephew 1 

^ck. Oh Pox! that would have fpoil'd the Jeft. [Afidi. 

Per. A Perfcm of your Curiofity muik have collededi 
many Rarities. .. 

*Oil. I have fome. Sir, which are not yet come aihore, 
ais an Egyptian Idol. 

Per^ Pray, "what might that be ? 

Cei. It is. Sir, a Kind of an Ape, which they formerly 
worfhipp'd-in that Country, I took it from the Bread of a 
female' Mummy* 

Pisr. Ha, ha; our Women retain Part of their Idolatry 
to this Day, for many an Ape lies on a Lady's Breail, haV 
>a.. ^ • • . . 

5«r>f . A froart old Thief. [J/de.. 

Col. Two Tulks of zn Hippopotamus, two FsiWofQb^ie/i^ 
*Nut^&mckm, and one Egyptimi Mummy. 

Per. Pray, Sir, have you never a Croeodik ?? 

Coi. Humph ! . the 'Boatfwain brought- one with Defi<>n" 
to fhew it, h^$ touching at Rotierdamt and hearing it was . 
no Rarity in England, he fold it to 2^ Dutch Poet. 

^ack. The Devil's in that. Nation, at rivals u« in ever/ 
Thing. ..'-..». ^ 

Per. I (hould have been very glad tofiave feen a living 
Crocodile. 

CoU My Genius led me to Things more worthy of Re- 
gard. — Sir,- 1 have feen the utmoU: Limits of ihisglobw^ai- 
• :\ K 6^,, ^ Worlds- 
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World ; I have feen the Sun rife and fct ; know in wliat 
©pgrcc of Heat he is at Noon, to the Breadth of a Hair, 
and what Quantity of Cumbuftibles he burns in a D^jr 
how much of it turns to Afhes, and how much to Cinders.. 
Per. To Cinders ! You amaze me. Sir ; I never hearc^ 
that the Sun confum'd any Thing. — De/cartes tells us— — 

CoL De/cartes^ with the reft of his Brethren, both An* 
deijt and Modern, knew nothing of the Matter. — ^ I tell 
you. Sir, that Nature admits an annual Decays tjio* im« 

Berceptible to vulgar Eyes. -Sometimes his Rays dcftroy 

Delow, fometimes above— —You have heard of blazing 
Comets, I fuppofe ? 

Per, Yes, yes, I remember to have feen one, and out 
Aftrologers tell us of another which (hall' happen very 
quickly. 

CoL Thofe Comets are little Iflands bordering on th* 
Sun, which at certain Times are fet on fire by that lumi- 
nous Body's moving over them perpendicular,, which wilL 
one Day occafion a general Conflagration. 

SiKk. One need not fcruple ^e Colonel's Capacity^- 
&ith. [Afidii 

Per. This is marvellous ftrange! Thefe Cinders arc 
what I never readjof in any of our learned DifTertations. 
* Cd^ I don't know how the Devil you (hould.. [4/id^. 

Sack. He has it at his Fingers Ends ; one would fwear 
ke had learn'd to lye at School, he does it fo. cleverly. 

{jifidK 

Per. Well! yoa Travellers fee ftrange Things ! Pray^. 
8[ir> have you* any of thofe Cinders ?. 

Cei, Phave, among my other Quriofities. 

Per. Oh, what liave I loft for want of Travelling*!: 
Pray, what have you elfe ? 

Coli Several Things worth your Attention— —I have a. 
MufFmade of tM Heathers, of thofc: Geefe that fav^d the. 
Roman Capitol. 

Per. Is-'t pof5bIe ^ 

S^ici. Yes, if you arc: fiicH a Gander as to Believe him. 

[4Ue.. 

CoL I have an Indian Leaf, which open, will cover an 
Acr^ of Land, yet folds up iir fo litde a Compafs* you may - 
><it it into your SnuflP-box?. 

$ack, Hmaght That's EiTbundcncr.. , ^J^^^ 
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Per» Amazing! 

Cp/. Ah ! .mine is but a little one ; I have feen fome of 
" them that would cover one of the Carrhkee Iflands. 

Per. Well, if I don't travel before Idle, I (han't reft in 
my Grave. Pray, what do the Indians with them ? 

CoU Sir, they ule them in their Wars for Tents, the 
d^d Women for Riding-hoods, the Young for Fans and 
Umbrellas. 
. kiuk^ He has a fruitful Invention. [4^^* 

Per. I admire our Eaf India Company imports none of 
t^em ; they would certainly find their Account in them. 

CqI. Right, if they could find the Leaves..— ^^«.*^ 
Look ye» Sir, do you iee this little Vial I 

Per. Pray you, what is it ? 

Col This is caird Poluflofioio. 

Per., foluflojhoio ! It hasa rumbfihg Sound. 

CoU Right, Sir ; it proceeds fi'om a rumbling Na^re. 
■ T his Water was Part of thofe Waves which bore 
€leopatrd% Veflel when (he faiPd to meet Jntbeny. 

Per. Well, of all that ever travdl'd, none had aTafte- 
like you. 

CbI. BoI here.'s the Wondesof the World— This, Siry 
Is calPd )tonat or Moros Mu/fhonon^ the Virtues of this are 
jaeftimable. 

Per. Moras Mufphonou! What in the Name of Wiidom. 
can that be hy To me it feems a plam Bele%. 

Col. This Girdle has carried me all the World oven 

Per. You have carried it, you- mean... 

Col. I mean as I fay. Sir : Whenever I am girded: 

with this, I am invifible ; and by turning this-^ little Screw,, 
can be in the Court of the Great Mogul, the Grand 
Signior, and King-G^^j/, in as little Time as your Cook, 
can poach an Egg. ' 

Per. You muK pardon me. Sir, I can*t believe it. 

Col. If my Landlord pleafes, he ihall try the Experi- 
ment immediately* 

Sack. L thank you kindly. Sir, but I have no Inclinat- 
ion to ride Poft to the Devil.^ 

Col. No, no,, you (han't fiir a Foot,. I-lLonly make yau 
invifible. 

&Ki.. But if yon could not make saa.vi£bie again.. 

Pen. 
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Per, Come» try it upon me, Sir, I am not afraid of the ' 
Devil, nor all his Tjricks. 'Sbud, I'll fland *cm aM. *' 

CoL There, Sir, pot' it on— ^—* Come, Liandlord, you 
and I muft face the Eaft. (The^ turn about,) Is it on, Sir ? ^ 
' Per. 'Tis on. ' " \^^^ 'w* tf^w/ again*. 

Sack. Heaven proteft me ! Where ^ he ^ - * ' • • . 

Per: Why here, juft where I was. 

Sack. Wnerie, where^ in the Name of Virtue? AK;. 

poor Ij^r. PerinuinkU! Egad^. look to't, you had beft^ 

Sir J and let hirn be feen again, or Ifhall have you bumti' 
for a Wizard. ' ♦ 

Col, Have Patience, ^ood Landlord,. 

Per. But really don't you fee me now ? 
' Sack, No more than I fee my Grandmother, that dyM 
forty Years ago. ' * 

Per, ^t you fare you don't lye ; methinks I ftand joftl 
where I did, and fee yoh as plain as r*did before. ' « 

* 'Sack, Ah ! I' Wifh I could fee you once again. 

Col: Take off the Girdle; Sr. " {He takes it off, 

S^ack, Ah, Sir> I am glad to fee you with aM iA^ Hearf. 
* '• • ' ' [3n$tach him. 

Per* This is very odd; certainly there muft liefbine 
Trick in't.-^- — Pray^ Sir, will you do ine theFivour' to^ 
ptit it on your/elf. * ' ' ^- ^ ' " •» 

C«/. With all my^eart. 
fer. Bitt ISrft Til fecure the Door. 
Col, You fchow how ^o turn the Screw, Mr. Sackbut?^ 
Sack. Yesi yei— — Come, Mr. PerihvinkHjVftmw^t^rrt* 
foil Eaft. [The^ turn\. the. Golonel^fw^/ dtrMn a %'ap-door^ 

* C«^i. '^Tis done, how turn." • ' • [Thejthm, 
Per, Ha! Mercy upon me; my Flefti creeps wponWy 

Bones— ^This muft be, a Gonjui'er, Mr. Sackhut, ' '^^ 
' Sack. He is^ the Devil^ I think; '• • . 

Per. Oh, Mr. Sackhui^ why do you Name the Devils 
when perhaps he msly be at your ElboW f. 

* 5^r>^. At my Elbow; marry,- Heaven forbid*. 
' GoL (Belonv,) Are you fatisfied. Sir?- 

Per, Ves, Sir, yes.* ^How hollow" his Voice founds !' 

Sack, Yours feem'd juft the fame Faiib, I tviftithis- 

Girdle were' ixiine, I'd' fell Wine no moi^. Hark ye,. 

Mj^, Periwinil^t (takes him afi4*f; *till. the Colonel rijes. 
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t^at^J if. he would (ell this Girdle, you might travel with 
great Expeditiion. 

CoL But \t is not to be parted with for Money* 

Per. I am forry for't. Sir, becaufe I think it the great- 
^ft Curjofity I ever heard of. 

CoL By the Advice of a learned Phyfiognomift in Grand 
Cairo, who confulted the Lines in my Face, I returned to 
fnglan^y where he told me I fhould find a Rarity in the 
Keeping of four Men, which I was born to po/Tefc for the 
Benefit of Mankind; and 'ihtfirfi of the four that gav^ 
Hie his Confent, I fhould prefent him with this Girdle- 
Till I have found this Jewel, I fhali not part with th^ 
Girdle. 

Per. What cap th^t Rarity be ? Didii^t he name it to- 
you ? 

Col Y^s, Sir :r He called it a chafte,. beautiful^ unaJffed- 
cd Woman. 

Per, Pilh ! Women are no Rarities- — I never had any 

freajt Tafte that W^y ; I married,, indeed, to pleafe a Fa- 
ler, and I got a Girl to pleafe my Wife ; but fhe and the 

Child (thank Heav'n) died togetiicr Women are the 

very Geagaws of the Creation ; Playthings for Boys, who^ 
wh^n they write M^n, diey ought to throw afide. 

SacL A fine Ledure td be read to a Circie of Ladies f 

[JfiJt. 

Per. What Woman is there, dieft in all tjie Pride and. 
Foppery of the Times,- cain boaft of fuch a.Foretop as 
tlie Ccckam ? 

CoL I muft humour him— Y^^^"^"^ aS](]n as the 
Jaisazard^ , 

• Per. Such a.fhining Breaft as the Humming-Bird P 

CoL Such a Shape as the Antelope ? 

Per. Or in all the artful Miarture of their various Dreiles>. 
liave they half the Beauty of one Box of Butterflies ? 

CoL No, that muft be allowed — For mj Part, if it were 
not for the JBenefit of Mankind, I'd have nothing td do 
with them,, for they are as iddifferent to me as a Sparrow,, 
©r aFlefhFly. 

Per. Pray, Sir, wha^t Benefit is the World, to reap from::. 
tliisXady? 

CoL Why, Sir, fhe is to bear me ^ Son,, who (hall re- 
\#CLtbe. Alt of embalming, and.theoldiSQrattzfc'Manner of/ 

huryijDg^' 
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Jurying the Dead ; and for the Benefit of Poflenty, he is 
10 difcover the Longitude, fo long fought for in vain. 

Fer. Od ! thefe are valuable Things, Mr. Sackhut. 

Sack, He hits it off* admirably, and t'other fwallows it 
eke Sack and Sugar — (JfideJ-^crtalnly this Lady mufl 
kc your Ward, Mr. Periwuikle, by her being under the 
Care of four Pcrfons. 

Per. By the Defcription it ihould ^Egad, if I could 

get that Girdle, Pd ride witk the Sun, and make the Toun 
ef the World in /euv and t^uaentj Hours. (AJide) And are 
you to give that Girdle to x)\efirft of the Four Guardians 
that ihall give his Confent to marry that Lady, fay you^ 
SirJl 

Col, I am fo order'd, when I can find him. 

Fir, 1 fancy,. I know the very Woman — her Name is- 
jinne Lo*ve/y, 

Col, Excellent! He &id, indeed, that the firft Letter/ 

•f her Name was I. 

Per. Did he^ really ? ^Well, that's prodigionfly a- 

mazing, that a. Perfon in Grwui Cairo Ihould know any 
Thing of my Ward. 

Col Your Waid I 

Per, To be plain with you, Sir.; I am one ortho(e 
Jiur Guardians. 

Col, Are you indeed. Sir ? I am tranfported to (ind the 
Man who is to pofleis this Moros Mu/pjwum.\s aPer(bn of to 
curious a Tafte.— Here is a Writing drawn up by that fa- 
mous Eiyptifrnf which if yoa.will{Seafe ta fign, yoa muH; 
turn your Face full North, and the Girdle is your's. 

Per. If 1 live till this Boy is born, Pll be embalmtd, ,andi 
ibnt to the Royal Society when, I die. 

Col. That. you /ball moA certainly. 

En/er Drawer. 
Draw. Here*s>Mr. Stoffape the Taylor enquires for yoQ». 
Colonel.. 

CoL Who do you fpeak to, you Son of a. Whore.. 

P^..Hii!;Colonelcf 

CoL Confound the blundering Dog !' 

Draw^ Why, to Colonel 

SmIL. Get you. out,, you Rafcal.. 

\iGcks iim Mtf and goe$ after htm,. 

Drafw^^ 
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t>rav). What the Devil js the Matter ? 

CoL This Dog. has ruin'd all ray Schemes, I fee by 
FerimjinkU^t Looks. \4fidt, 

Ptr. How finely I ihould have been chous/d — Colonel, 
you'll pardon pae that I did not give you your Title before 
— • it. was pure Ignorance, faith it was — Pray — hem, 
hem ! Pray, Colonel, what Pqft had this leai-ned EgyptiMm 
in your Regiment? 

Col. A Pox of your Sneer, fJfide.J I don't anderftand 
you. Sir. , 

Pfr. No, that's ftrange! lunderfiand you. Colonels— 
An Egyftian of Grand Cairo ! ha, ha, ha— i am forry fuch 
a well invented Tale (hould do you no more Servic e - 
We old Fellows can fee as far into a Milftone as them that 
pick it— I ^m not to be trick'd out of my Truft— — 
mark that. 

Col The Devil ! I muft carry it off, I wifh I were 
fairly out. (Jfide.) Look ye. Sir, you may make what Jeft 
you pleafe — but the Stars will be obey'd. Sir, and, depend . 
upon't, I Iball have the Lady, and you none of the Girdle. 
—Now for Fremate^ Part of the Plot. ^(Afide.) \ExiK 

Per, The Stars ! ha, ha — No Star has favour'd you, it 
feems — ^The Girdle! ha, ha, ha, none of your 2^^^/r- 

i&MMiff Tricks can pafsuponme Why, what a Pack 

of Trumpery has this Rogue pick'd up —His Pagod, Polu* 
flojhoios^ his ZonaSf Moros Mujfbonons, and the Devil knows 
what-^But I'll take Care^Ha, gone !— — Ay, 'twas Time 
to fneak off— Soho I the Houfel [Enter Sackbut.] Where 
is. this Trickftcr ? Send for a Conftable, I'll have this Raf- 
cal before the Lord Mayor ; Fll Grand Cairo him, with a 
Pox to him — I believe you had a Hand in patting this Im* 
poflure upon me, hackbut, 

SacL JFho I, Mr. PeriwinAie f I fcort it ; I pcrceiv'd 
he was a Cheat, and left the Room on purpofe to fend for > 
a Conftable to apprehend him, and endeavour'd to ftop 
him when he went out— But the Rogue made but one 
Step from the Stairs to the Door, call'd a Coach, leap'd 
into it, and drove away like the Devil, as Mr. Freeman 
can witnefs, who is at the Bar, iind deiires to fpeak with 
you ; he \% this Minute come to Town. 

Per, Send him in. {Exit Sackbut.] What a Scheme this 
Rogue has laid ! How I flioukl have been laQgh'd at, had 

it 



it fucceeded ! (J?^/^ Freeman loofe^f andfpur^d,'] Mr. trei-- 
man^ yoorDreis commands your Welcome to Town,' what 
will you drink? I had like to have been ixnpos'd upon 

here by the verieft Rafcalr * ' 

Tree, I am forry to hear it.— The Dog flew for't — he 
had not TcapM me, if I had been aware of him ; Sackbut 
ftrack at him^ but mifs'd his Blow, or he had done his^" 
Biirmefs for him. . 

Ptr^ I believe you nevef heard pf fucK a Contriyancey 
yb. Freeman^ as this Eellow had found' out. 

Free, Mr^ SaMut has told me the whole Story, Mr- P^- 
rinjumAk ; but now I have fo'inething to tell you of much , 
more Importance to yourfelf. — 1 happened to lie one Night 
SitVovefrtry, and knowing your Uncle, Sh Toly Peritmn" 
kky r paid him a Vifit, ar^d, to my great Surprize, foiind'^ 
ium dying. . » .^w 

Fer, Dying ! 

Free. Dying, in all Appearance ; the Servants wceDing^ 
the koom in fiirknefs ; the'TathecaryfhakingWneia,. 
toW me,' the Dodlors had gi^en Kim ovef V and'theh there ' 
is feia|l Hop^s, you, know. . i .• 

Per, I hgpe he'hds jxiade his Will— he .always told me, 
he would make me Ills riein '' • - ; i ' * . .« \. 

"Free, 1 hive'heard you f^y as much, and thcrrfosc rc*-- 
foVd.'tq give you Notice:" 1 lhbuldtHinlf,;'it Svoiild'n^^^ 
be amifs If you went down to-morrbw Morning;. * "' * 
^JPer, It is a long Journey, and the* Roads very bad. 
Free. But he has'a^reat Eftate, and the Land' very "good 
—Think upon that. " ' * "^ ' 

■ Per, Why that's true, as you fay; Pll think upon it: 
In the mean Time, I give /ou many Thanks for* your Ci- 
vility, Mr. Freeman^ and ihould be glad of your Com- 
pany to dine with me. 
' Free, I am obliVd td be at Jonathanh Coffee- Hoafe by 
' Two, and now it is half an Hour after One^ if I diipatcW 
iny Buiinefs, 111 wait on you ; I know your Hour. *' *' 
Per, Ypu fhall be v^ry welcome, Mr. Freeman^ and fb 
your humble Sei-vant. ' ' ' [Exiu 

Re-enter Colonel and Sackbut. 
Free. Ha, ha, h^— I have done your Bufmels, Colonel, 
he has fwallow*d the Bait. 

• ■ ^" ■••-•' '^ • Col. 
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CoL I overheard all, though I am a little in the Dark.; I 
am to perfon^ite a Highwayman, I fuppofe — That's a Pro- 
jedl I am i^ot fond of; for though I may fright him out 
of \ih Confent, he may fright me out of my Life, when , 
he difcqvei:§ me,, as he certainly muft in the Eftd. 

Frte. No, no, I have a Plot for you without Danger, 

but'firft Ave muft manage Tradehve Has the Taylor . 

brou^t your Clothes ? 

Sack, Yes, Pox take the Thief. 

Col Well, well,, no Matter, I warrant we have him 
yet — But now you muft put on the Dutch Merchant. 

CoL The Duce of this tradjng Plot 1 wifli he had 

been an old Soldier, that I might have attaqk'd him in ffxy 
own Way, heard him fight over all the Battles of the civil ^ 
War— But for Tiade, by Jupiter I {hall never do it. 

^fl^. Never fear, Colonel, Mr. Freeman willinftrud yon. 

Free. You'll fee what others do, the CoiFec-houfe will 
inftruft you. 

CoL I muft venture, howeverr-rPi^t I have a farther Plot 
iiVP^y Head upon Tradelovh which you muft.aflift m.q in* 
Fremm ; you are in Credit with hinj, , I heard you fay. 

Free. I am, and will fcruple nothing to /ervc you. 
Colonel. -1 

^ Cf/^,Cpn;iealpng then— Noiw for the P»/fi&jj5«»T7-H<^ncft 
Ptolemy, By your Leave. 

Notut mi^ Bag Wig and Bu/nefs come in Tlay^ 
4. Thirty-Thoufapd -Pound Girl leads tie^Witj^.^ 

A C T IV. SCENE I. 

SCENE Jonathan'/ Cofee-Hou/e in Change-Alley. A 
Crotvd of People ivith RoJL cf . Pape^ and Parchment in 
J heir Hands ; a Bar^ ai^d Cojie-Bo^s tvaiting^ 

jr)rf/r Tradclove /Mr</ Stock-Jobbers, mnth RoUs of Paper 

and Parchment, 

ijl Stock, CO»/y^-.J^« at fever? Eighths^ \yh.0bqy5? 

2d Stock, South{Sfa Bonds 3u^ at Ajtich/ieU ' 
«twj> 171a. Cl^ft I4)tj€ry-Ti(jl^i5ts^ 
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^d Stock, Eafi-In^ta Bonds f 

^h Stoik. What, all Sellers and no Buyers ? Gentle- 
men, I'll buy a thoufand Pound for Tue/day next, at tbrtt 
Fourths, 

Coff. Boy. Frefh Coffee, Gentlemen, frefh Coffee ? 

Trade. Hark yc, Gahrielt you'll pay the Difference of 
that Stock we tranfafted for toother Day. 

Gabr. Ay, Mr. TraJelo*ve^ here's a Note for the Mo- 
ney upon the S^wwd-Blade Cdropany. \Gi^u bim a Note, 

Coff. Boy. Bohea-Tea, Gentlemen ? 

Enter a Man, 

Man, Is Mr. Smu^le hcvt ? 

\fl Coff. Boy, Mr. Smuggle'^ not here. Sir, you'll find 
him at the Books. 

zd. Stocki Ho ! here come two Sparks from t'other End 
of the Town ; what News bring they ? 

Enter ttvo Gevtlemen. 

Trade. I would fain bite that Spark in the Brown 
Coat; he comes very often into the Alley, but never em* 
l^oys a Broker. 

Entir Colonel an4 Freeman. 

zd Stock. Who does any thing in the Civil-Lift Lottery ? 
or Coco f Zounds, where are all the Jfwi this Afternoon^ 
Arc you a Bull or a Bear To-day, Abraham ? 

id Stock. A Bull, Faith, ^but I have a good Pott for 

next Week. 

Trade. Mr. Freeman, your Servant ! Who is that Gen- 
tleman ? 

Frei. A Dutch Merchant,^ joft come to Engiaad; but 
hark ye, Mr. Tradelove, — 1 have a Piece of News will get 
you as much as the French King's Death did, if you are 
expeditious. 

Trade. Say you fo. Sir ! Pray, what is it ? 

Free^ f Shelving him a Letter.) Read there, I receivM 
it juft now from one that belongs to the Emperor's Mi- 
niiler. 

' Trade. (Reads.) Sir, As I ha've many Obligations to you, 
I cannot mt/s avy Of port unity tojhenv ny Gratitude ; this Mo- 
merit my Lord has recii^v*d a private Expr^efs^ that the Spa- 
niards ha'vt rai/d theit Siegi frm before Cagliari j if this 

proves 
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frtves any Ad<v outage to youy it will an/hver Both tht Ends 
and Wijhes of, Sir, Tour moft obliged bumble Servant^ 

, Henricus Dufleldorp. 
Poftfcript. ^ 

In t^wo or three Hours the Nenvs <will be publick. 
May one depend upon this, Mr. Freeman ? 

[Jfide to Freeman. 

Free. You may. 1 never knew this Perfon fend me a 

falfe Piecd of News in my Life. 

Trade. Sir, I am much oblig'd to you, *Egad, 'tis rare 

News. Whp fells South-Sea for next Week. 

Stock Job. (AU together.) I fell; I, I, I, I, I fell. 
1/ Stock. V\\ fell 5000/. for next Week, 2Xfi<ve Eighths. 

zd Stock, rU fell ten thoufand, at/w Eighths, for 

the fame Time. 

Trade. Nay, nay, hold, hold, not altogether. Gentle- 
men, I'll be no Bull, Pfl buy no more than I can take : 
Will you fell ten thouiand Pounds at a Half, for any Day 
next Week, except Saturday ? 

\ft Stock, rU fell it you, Mr. Tradelove. 
Free. (Whifpers to one of the Gentlemen.) 
Gent, (JfideJ The Spaniards raised the Siege of Cagli' 
ari ! I doQ't believe one Word of it. 

zd Gent. Rais'd the Siege ; as much as you have rais'd 
the Monument. 

Free, *Tis rais'd I aflure you. Sir. 
zdGent, What will you lay on't. 
Free. What you pleafe. 

ift Gent, Why, I have a Brother upon the Spot, in the 
Emperor's Service ; I am certain if there were any fuch 
T^hing, I fhould have had a Letter. 

zd Stock, How's this ? The Siege of Cagliari rais'd ? 
-—— Ijv(^i(h it may be true, 'twill make Bufinefs flir, and 
Stocks rife. 

. ifi Stock. Tradelo<vis a cunning fat Bear ; if this News 
proves true, I ihall repent I fold him the ten thoufand 

Pounds, ' Pray, Sir, what Affurance^have you that the 

Siege is rais'd ? 

Free. There is come an Exprefi to the Emperor's Mi- 
niiler. 

zd Stock. I'll know that prefently. [Exit. 

tft Gent. 



* i^^ 'A^BiW'Sirdke for a ^W i ^e. 

' \ft "Gm. Let it come* where It will/ PHhbld you fifty 
Pounds *tls 6lfe. 

/W^r.-^Tis-dbnc. 

zd Gent, rii lay you a Brace of Htuidfeds dpon the 
fame. 

Free. ri!takeyt)0. 

' ^th Stock. %gad, ril hold twenty Pieces 'tis notrais'd^ 
^ir. 

Free, Done with you' too. 
' ffrade. 1*11 lay any Man i Bracef of ThcfUfands the Sicg# 
is rais'fl. 

Free'. The Dutch Merchant is youl- Mah to take in. 

[:^</^/tfTradelovc. 

Trade: Does not he know the News ? 

Free. Not a Syllable ; if he did, he wou'd bet a Hun. 
dred thoufand Ptound as foofl as one Petfny ; — he^s plaguy 
rich, and a mighty Man at Wagers. [To Tr^elove^ 

Trade. Say you foi — 'Egad, I'll bite him/ if' poffible j 
■ Are you from Holland^ Sir ? * 

Col. Ya, Mynheer. 

Trade. Had you the News before you came -away? 

Col. Wat believe you. Mynheer ? 

Trade. What do I believe ? Why, I believe' that *the 
Spaniards have aftually rais'd the Siege of CagUari. 

Col. Wat Duyvel's News is dat ? *Tis niet waer. Myn- 
heer, 'tis no trjie, Sir. 

Trade. 'Tis fo true. Mynheer, that I'll lay you two 
thoufand Pounds upon it.-^ — You are furc the Letter may 
be depended upon, Mr. Freeman f 

Free. Do you think I would venture my Money, if I 
were not fure of the Truth of it ? {Afide to Tradeteve. 

Col. Two duyfend Pound, Mynheer, 'tisgadaen — dis 
Gentleman fal hold de Gelt. [G/w/ Freeman Money. 

Trade. With all my Heart — this binds the Wager. 

Free. You have certainly loft, Mynheer^ the Siege is 
rais'd indeed. 

Cof: Ik gelov*t niet. Mynheer Freeman^ ik fal ye dub- 
bled houden, if you pleafe. 

Free. lam let into the Secret, therefore won't win your 
Money. 

Trade. Ha, ha/ ha ! I have inapt the j9«/r^9«<iv,-^Faithy 

I 
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hft, ha! this is no ill Day's Work,— ^-pray, may I crave 
your Nomey^ Mynheer? 

CoU Myn Naem, Mynheer ! nfyn Nalne is Jan *^an 
IjmfamtirtknUtta Heer Fain^welL 

^. Trade. Zounds, 'tis a danin'd long Nsune, I ihalf never 
remember it. — 'Myn Heer 'van^ Tim, Tit/if 7i«,— — What 
the Devjl is it ? 

Free, Oh I never heed, I know the* Gentleman, "and 
- wfllpafs my Word for twice the Sum. 

Trade, That's enough. 

CoL Yoii'li hear of me foohei than youll wiih, o]d 
Gentleman, I fancy. (Jfide.J You'll' Cdme to SaMuf% 
Freeman. {Exit, 

/V^^. Immediateiy*v \AJide to the QQ\om\^ 

\fi Mafi, Humphry Hump here ? 

^d Boy, Mr. Humphry' Hump is not here ; youll £nd film 
upon the 'Dutch Walk* 

Trade, Mr. Freeman^ I give you inany Thanks for your 
Kindnefj. 

Free, I fear you'll repent when you know all. \4fide. 

Trade, Will you dine with me ? 
. Free, I'm erfgag'd at Saciiut*s; ^dieu. [Exit. 

Trade, Sir, your hu6ible Servant., Now I'll fee what 
I can do upon ^Change widi my News. [Exit. 

SCENE the Ta'Otrn. 
Enter Freeman and Colonel. 
Frei, Ha, ha, ha ! The old Fellqw fwallowed the Bait 
as greedily as a Gudgeon. 

Col, I have him, Faith, ha, ha, ha !<-— His two thou- 
fand Pounds fecure. — ^If he would keep his Money, he 
muft part with the Lady, ha, ha. 1 What came of your 
two Friends? They perforin'd their Part very well j you 
fhould have brought 'em to take a Glafs with us. 

Free, No matter, we'll drink a Bottle together another 
Time. -— I did not care to bring them hither; there's no 
^ NeceiHty to truft' them with the main Secret, you know, 
Cohnel, 

Col, Nay, that's right. Freeman. 

Enter Sackbut. 
Sack, Toy, Joy, Coknel! The luckieft Accident in the 
World! Col. 



240 A Bald Stroke for a W i f a. 

Col. What fay'ft thou ? 
Sack, This Letter does yonrBafinefi. 
CoL (Reads.) To Obadiah Primf Hofier, near the 
Btlilding caird the Monument in London, 

Free. A Letter to Prim ! How came you by it ? 
Back. Looking oirer the Letters our Pod- Woman brought 
as I always do» to iee what Letters are direded to my 
Houie, (for (he can't read, you mud: know) I fpy'd this to 
Prinit fo paid for it among the Reft; I have given the old 
Jade a Pint of Wine on purpoie to delay Time, till you 
fee if the Letter be of any Service ; then I'll feal it up a* 
gain, and tell her I took it by Miilake ; — • I have read it, 
and fancy you'll like the Projeft— Read, read Colonel. 

Col. (Reads) Friend Prim, there is arri<ud from Penfil- 
vania one Simon Pare, a Leader of the Faithful, 'who hath 
fyourr^d nvith us ele*uen Dct^Sy and hath heen of great Com" 
fort to the Brethren. --^He intendethfor the Quarterly Meetings 
.in London ; / ha<ve recommended him to thy Houfe. I prof 
thee treat him kindly , and let thy Wife chetijh him, for his 
of iveakly Conftitution^-'^^he nvill depart from us the third 
Dajf ; *which is ail from thy Friend in the Faith. 

Aminadab Hold/aft. 
Ha, ha, excellent! I underftand you. Landlord, I am to 
perfbnate this Simon Pure, am I not ? 
Sack. Don't you like the Hint ? 
CoL AdmiraWy well ! 
Free. 'Tis the- beft Contrivance in the World, if the 

right Simon gets not there before you. 

CoL No, no, the Quakers never lide Poft; he can't be 

here before To-morrow at foonefl : Do you fend and buy 

me a Quaker's Drefs, Mr. Sackhut ; and fuppofe Freeman, 

you ftioald wait ac the Briftol Coach, that if you fee any 

fuch Perfon, you might contrive to give me Notice,— 

Fre. I will- the Country Drefs and Soots, are they ready ? 

Sack. Yes, yes, every Thing— Sir. 

Free. Bring 'em in then.— [£xi/ Sack.] Thou muft dif- 

patch Periwinkle firft— remember his Uncle Sir Toly Peri- 

winkle, is an old Batchelor of Seventy-five. — that he has 

Seven hundred a Year, moil in Abbey Land, that he was 

once in Love with your Mother, and ihrewdly fttipe£ted 

by fome to be your Father,-^ that you have been thirty 

Years his Steward,— and ten Years his Gentleman,— r— re- 
member to improve thefe Hints^ 

Cof. 
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Cel, Never fear, let me alone for that— but what's the 
Steward's Name ? 

Free, His Name is Pillage. 

CoL Enough — {Enter S2S:Vh\xi *witb Clothes.'] Now for 
the Country Put . [Drejes. 

Free. 'Egad, Landlord, thou deferveft to have the firft 
Night's Lodging with the Lady for thv Fidelity ; — what 
Tay you, CoZneH ihall we iettle a Club here, you'll make 
one? 

Col. Make one"; I'll bring a Set of honed Officers, that 
win fpend their Money as freely to the King's Health, as 
they would their Blood in his Service. 
Sack. I thank you. Colonel \ here, here! [Bell rings. 

[Exit Sackbut. 
Col. So, now for my Boots. [Puts on Boots.] Shall I 
find you here, Freeman^ when I come back ? 

Free. Yes, — -^ or I'll leave Word with SackBut^ where 
he may fend for me— Have you the Writings, the Will, 
and every Thing ? 

Col. All, all ! [Enter Sackbut. 

Sack. Zounds! Mr. Freeman! yonder is Tradelo've in 

the damned'ft Paffion in the World He fwears you arc 

in the Houfe^— he (ays you told him you was to dine here. 
Free. I did fo, ha, ha, ha? he has found himfelf bit 
already.——— 

Col. l^he Devil ! he muft not fee me in this Dre{s« 
Sack. 1 told him I expe^ed you here, but you were not 
come yet ■■ 

Free. Very well,— —make you hafte ottt, Colomel, and 
let me alone to ded with him : Where is he ? 
Sack. In the Kin^s-Ueai. 
Col. You remember what I told you ? ^ 
Free. Ay, ay, very well. Landlord, let him know I 
9m come in,— and now, Mr. Pillage^ Succefs attend you. 

[ExitSd^zk.. 
CoL Mr. Proteus rather. ■ 

From changing Sbapi^ and imitating Jove, 
/ dram) the happy Omms of my Love. 
Pm not the frft young Brother of the Blade ^ 
Who made his Fortune in a Mafquerade% \Exit Col. 
Enter Tradclove. 
Trtt* Zounds ! Mr, Tradelove^ we're bit it iecms. 

L Trade. 
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^radt. Bit do you caJI it, Mr. Freeman? lam ruia'd, 
* Pox on your News. 

Free, Pox on the Rafcal that fent it me. 

Trader Sent it you ! Why Gabriel Skinflint has been at 

the Minifter*s, and fpoke with him, ahd he has afjur'd 

' him 'tis every Syllable f^lfe ; he receiv'd no fudi Expreis. 

Free, I know it : I this Minute parted with my Friend, 
who protefted he never fent me any fuch Letter. — Some 
roguifh Stockjobber has done it on pcrpofe to make me 
lofe my Money, that's certain i .1 wi(h I knew who he 
was, I'd makfthim repent it — I have loft 300/. by it. 

Tirade. What fignifies your three hundred Pounds to 
what I have loA ? There's two thoufand Pounds to that 
Dutchman with a curfed long Name, befides the Stock I 

bought ; the Devil I I could tear my Flefh 1 muft.nc- 

ver fhew my Face upon 'Change more ;•: for, by my 

Soul, I can't pay it. 

Free, I am heartily foriy for it ! What can I (crvc 
you in ? Shall I fpeak to the Dutch Merchant, and try to 
get you Tim? for the Payment. ' 

7rade. Time ! Ads'heart ; I (ball never be able to look 
up again. 

Free. I am very much concernM that I was the Occa- 
fion, and wilh I could be ^n Inftrument of r/strieving your 
Misfortune ; for my own, I value it not. Adfo ! a Thought 
comes into my Head, that, well improv'd* may be of 
Service. 

^rade. Ah ! there's no Thought can be of any Service 
to me, without paying the Money, or running away. 

Free. How do you Know ? What do you think of my 
propofing Mrs. Lovely to him ? He is a fingle Man — ^and 
I heard lum fay hp had a Mind to marry an FngUfif Wo- 
, man — -nay, more than that, he faid fomebody told him, 
you had a pretty Ward — r-he wilh'd you had betted her 
mftead of your Money. 

^Frade. . Ay, but he'll be hang'd before he'd take her in- 
ftead of the Money; the Dutch are too covetous^for that ; 
befides, he did not know that there were three more of as, 
I fuppofe. * 

Free. So much the better ; yo.u may venture to give 
him your Confcnt, if he'll forgive yoii the Wager : it is 

.not 
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ii6t yoar Bufinefs to tell hiniy thiit your Confent will fig* 
nify nothing. 

Trade., That's right as you fey; but will h^ do it, 
think you ? 

Free. I can't tell that ; but I'll, try what I can dp with 
him He has proQiis'd me to meet me htit an Hour 
hence i Til feel his Pulfe, and let you know : If I find it 
feafible, I'll fend for you ; if not, yoM are at Liberty to 
take what Meafures you pleaie. 

Trade. You muft extol her Beauty, double her Portion, 
Aad tell him I have the intire Diipofal of her, .and that 

ihe can't marry without my Confent ; and that I am a 

covetous Rogue, and will never part with her without a 
valuable Coniideration. , ' 

Free. Ay, ay, let me alone for a Lye at a Pinch. 

Trade. 'Egad, if you can bring. this to bear, Mr. Free- 
man^ Til make you whole again ; I'll pay the three hun* 
died Pounds you lo^, with all my Soul. 

Free. Well, I'll ufe my beft Endeavours— Where will 
you be ? 

Trade^ At Home ; pray Heaven you profper^If I were 
but the fole Truilee now, I ihiould not fear it. Who the 
Devil would be a Guardian, 

Jfy when Cap runs lonAj^ our Coffers t^enlarp^ 

We can^tj like other Stocks^ transfer our Charge f [Exit. 

Free. Ha, ha, ha he has it, {Es^K 

SCENE changes to Periwinkle'/ Hoik/e. 

Enter Periwinkle on one Side, and Footman on toother. 
Foot. A Gentleman from Coventry enquires for you, ^vt. 
Per. From my Uncle, I warrant you j bring him up— 
This will fave me the Trouble, as well as the £3q)ence of 
a Journey^ 

Enter Colonel. 
CoL Is your Name Perivjinkie^ Sir ? 
Per. It is. Sir. 

Col. I tun forry for the Mcflage I bring-^My old Ma{^ 
ter, whom I ferved thefc forty Years, claims the Sorrow 
4tte from a faithful Servant to an indnlgeott Mafter. 

[ Weeps. 
L 2 Per^ 
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Ptr. By this I underftand. Sir, my Uncle Sir TofyPe^ 
ritvinkle is dead. 

CoL He 16, Sir, and he has left yoa Heir to (even Hun- 
dred a Year,, in as good Abbey-Land as ever paid Paer*' 
Pence to Rotne, — — I wifh yoa long to enjoy it, but my 
Tears will flow w^en I think of my Benefador — (Weeps!) 

Ah \ he was a good Man he has not left many of his 

Fellows— the Poor lament him forely. 

Per* I pray. Sir, what Office bore you ? 

CoL I was his Steward, Sir. 

Per, I have heard him mention yon with much Reipedl ; 
your Name is 

CoL PiUage^ Sir. 

Per. Ay, Pillage^ I do remember he called you Pillagi 
—Pray, Mr. Pillage^ when did my Uncle die ? 

Cd. MonJof M, at Four in the Morning. About Two 
he iign'd his Will, and gaye it into my Hands, and /Irid- 
ly charg'd me to leave Coventry the Moment he expired, 
and ddiver it to you with what Speed I could ; I have 
obe/d him. Sir, and there is the Will. [Gi'ves it to Per. 

Per. "Tis very well, I'll lodge it in the Commons. 

CoL There are Two Things which he forgot to infert, 
bitt charg'd me to tell you, that he deiir*d you'd perform 
them as readily as if you had found them written in the 
Will, which is to remove his Corpfe, and bury him by his 
Father at St. P«Ws, Covent-Garden^ and to give all his 
Servants Monmine. 

Per. That will be a confiderable Charge; a Pox of 
all modem Fafhions. (Afiie.) Well ! it Ihall be done. 
Mr. Pillage : I will agree with one of Death's Fafhionr 
Mongers, called an Imdertaker, to go down, and bring 
up the Body. , 

Col. I hope. Sir, I ihall have the Honour to ferve you 
in the fame Station I did your worthy Uncle ; Lhave not 
many Years to ftay behind him, and would gladly fpend 
them in the Family, where I was bn>aght up ^^(Wetfi.) 
He was a kind and tender Mailer to me. 
■ Per. Pray don't g(ieve, Mr. Pillagi^ yon (hall hold 
your Place, and every Thing elie which you held under 
my Uncle— You make me weep to fee you fo con- 
cem'd. (Weeps.) He liv'd to a j^ood old Age, and we are 
All mortal. 

Col. 
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CoL We are fo* Sir, and therefore I maft beg you to 
fign this Leafe ; You'll find Sir Tohy has taken particulas 
ivfotice of it in his Will — ^I could not get it Time enough 
from the Lawyer, or he hid fign'd it before he dy'd. 

\Gwa him a Paper^ 

Per. A Leaft ! for what ? 

CoL I rented an hundred a Year of Sir Tefy upon 
Lea(e, which Leaie expires at La^-Ihsf next. I defire ta 
renew it for twenty Years— —that's all* Sir. 

Pir. Let me fee. [Looks wer the Litfi* 

C«/r Matters go fwimmingly» if nothing intervene. 

[Afide, 

Pir. Very, well— —Let's fee what he b.^^ in his Will 
about it. \Le^s tht Leafi upon the Table^ and 

looks on the Will 

Col^ He's very wary, yet I fancy I (hall be too cun- 
ning *for him. [^ifidi. 

Per,, Ho, here it is tt—ST^^ Farm lying^-^'^-'nonu in Pof- 
fyffion of Samuel Pillage— ;/Sj^ him to resuw his Leaf e 
ai the fami Rmt'^ytxy well, Mr. Pillage^ I fee my Uncle 
does mention it, and I'll perform his WilL Give me the 
Leafe— (Col. gi'ves it him, he looks t^n it, emd hejfis itt^pou 
the Tahle.) Pray you ftep to the Door, and call for a Fen 
and Ink, Mr. PiBagep 

Col, I have Pen and Ink in my Pocket, Sir, (Pulls ma 
an Inkhom.) I never go. without that. 

Per, I think it belongs to your Profeffion— ^^Tf looks 
upon the Pen, nvhile the CoL changes the Leafe, and lays 
down the ContraG.) I doubt this is but a forry Pen, tho* it 
may kiwt to write my Name. \JVrites* 

CoL Little does he think what he figns. {jifide^ 

Per, There is your Leafe, Mr. PilSige, (Gi'oes him the 
Paper,} Now I mull deiire you to make what Hafle you 
can down to Co^ventry, and take Care of every Thing, 
and m fend down the Undertaker for the Body ; do you 
attend it up, and whatever Charge yon are at, I will r»* 
. pay you. 

CoL You have paid me already, I thank you. Sir. [AJide* 

Per. Will you dine with me ? 

CoL I would rather not, there are fome of my Neigh- 
bours which I met as I came along, who leave the Town 

L3 this 
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marry Mrs. Lovely under yoars— -that is the Way to avoid 
all Manner of Disputes hereafter. 
V CoL Ya, Weeragfig. 

Trade, Ay, ay, fo it is, Mr. Frtemanj. VVL give it un- 
der mine this Minute. [Sits do^u to lAjrite* 

CoL And fo Ik fal. [Sits de^m to nurite. 

Free, So ho, the Houfc, (Enter Draper,) Bid your 
Klafter come up-— ^I'll fee there be Witneffes enough to 
the Bargain. ^fide^ 

Enter Sackbut. 

Sack. Do you call, Gentkinen ? 

Irte, Ay, Mr. SaMutf we fhall want youf Hand*here— • 

Trade, There Mynheer, there's my Confent as ampi); 
as you can deiire ; but you muft infert your own Name, 
icr I know not how to fpell it ; I have left a Blank for iu 

[Gi'oes the Colonel a ?ap€ffu 
' Col, Ya Ik fa! dat well docn. 

Free. Now, Mr. SaMut, you and I will witnefi it. 



{Thej^ write* 
Difcl * 



CoL Daer, Mynheer Tradelove, is your Difcharge. 

[Givis him a Pafer\ 

Trade, Be pleafbd to witnefs this Receipt too. Gentler 
men. [Freeman and Sackbut/»/ their Handi, 

Free, Ay^ ay, that we will. 

CoL Well Mynheer, yc moft meer doen, ye moHi Myil 
voorfprach to de Frow Syn. 
' Free, He means you muft recommend him to the Lady— 

Trade. That I wiil» and to the reft of my Brother 
Guardians. 

CoL Wat voor,. dc Duyvel heb you meer Guardians ? 

Trade. Only Th-ee, Mynheer. 

CcL Wat dondcr heb yc Myn betrocken Mynheer ?— 
Had Ik dat gewoeten, Ik foude eaven met you geweefl Syn. 

Sack, But Mr. Tradehyue is the Principal, and he caa 
do a great deal with the reft, ^^oi. 

Free, And he ihall ufe his Intereft, I promife y.ou». 
Mynheer. 

Trade, I will fay fdl that ever I can think on to recom- 
mend you. Mynheer ; and i£ you pleafe. Til introduce 
you to the Lady. 

CoL Well, dat is waer. — Maer ye muft firft (preken of 
Myn to de Frow^ and to de ouderc Gentlemen, 
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Free, Ay, that's the bcft Way,— and then I and the ' 
Heer Van Fiumjoell will meet you there. 

Trade, I will go this Moment, upon Honour. — Your 
moil obedient humble Servant.— My ipeaking will do 
you little Good, Mynheer, ha, ha ; we have bit you, faith, 
hz^ ha. 

WeU^-^my Debt's difcharged^ and for the Man^ 
Hi *as nty Confent^^tQ get her^ if be can, [Exit* 

Col, Ha, ha, ha ! this was a Mafter-Piece of Contri*^ 
Vanoe, Freeman, 

Free* He hugs himfelf with his fuppofed good Fortune, 
and little thinks the LuckV on our Side ;— ._but come, 
purfue the fickle Godded while fhe's in die Mood.--Now 
tor the Quaker. . 

CoL That's the hardeft Talk.. 

Of all tbe Counterfeits performed fy MatSx,^ 

J Soldier makes tbeftrnfUd Puritan, , * [Ekit. 

A C T V. S C EN E L 

SCENE Prim'i Bm/i. 
Enter Mrs, Prim and Mrs, Lovely in Quaker's Drefis, muting, 
Mrs. Pr, Qy O, now I like thee, Jnne ; art thou not bct- 
^ ter without thy monilrous Hoop-Coat and 
Patches l-H Heaven ihouldmake thee fo many black Spots 
upon thy Face,, wou'd it not fr^ht thee, Jnne ^ 

vMrs. Loi), If it fhould turn your Iniide outward, and 
ihew all the Spots of your Hypocrify, 'twould fright me 
worfe ! 

Mr*. Pr, My Hypocrify ! I fcorn thy Words, Anne^ 1 
lay no Baits. 

Mrs. Loqj, If you did you'd catch no Fifli. 

Mrs. Pr, Well, well, make thy Jefls bar I'd have 

thee to know, Jnne^ that Icbu'd haye catch?d as many Fffh 
^ thou call'ii them), in my Time, as ever thou did'ft with ' 
^Hhy Fool-Traps about thee — If Admirers be thy Aim, 
thou wilt have more of them in this Drefs than the other. 
—The Men, take my Word for't, are moreT defiroos to 
^e what we are inofi eyeful to conceal*^ 

I+, 5^ • Mrs. 
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Mrs, Lav, Is that the Rea(bn of your Formab'ty^ Mrs. 
Prim ? Truth will out : I ever thought, indeed, there was 
more Defign than Godlinefs in the pinch'd Cap. 

Mrs. Pr. Go, thou art corrupted with reading levird 
Plays, and filthy Romances,— ^ood for nothing but to- 
lead Youth into the high Road of Fornication. — Ah ! I 
wifh thou art not already too fiuniliar with the wicked 
Ones. 

Mrs. Ltn). Too familiar with the wicked Ones ! Pray 
■o more of thofe Freedoms, Madam,— I am familiar with 
none fo wicked as yourfclf ;— — -How dare yon thus talk to 
' me I ^ou, you, you, unworthy Woman yon. 

\Bvrft$ into Teats. 
Enter Tradclove. 

Trade, What in. Tears, Nancy? What have you done 
to* her, Mrs. Prim^ to make her weep ? 

Mrs. Iaoa. Done to me b I adh»ire I keep my Senfes a- 
»ong you ;— but I will rid myfelf of your Tyranny, if 
there be either Law or . Juftice to be haa;-^11 force yotti 
t»give me up my Liberty. 

Mrs. Br. Thou haft more need to weep for thy Sins^ 
Jbam^ Yea, for thy manifold Sins. 

Mrs. l0«z;. Don't think that Hi be ftiU the Fool which 
jam have made me — No, I'll wear what I pIeafe-*^o when 
and where, I pleafe — and keep what Company I think fit,, 
and nat wlat you ihall dired — ^I wfll. , 

Trade. For my Part> I do think all this veiy reafonable^ 
Mrs. I<w^^.— 'Tis fit you fliould have your Liberty, and 
fcr tibat very Purpofe I am come. 

Xnttr Mr.. Periwinkle, and ObadlaH Prtm,^ wtb a. Letter 
in his Hand. 

Per. I have bought fome black Stockings of your Hui^ 
band, Mrs. Primy but he tells me the Glover's Trade be- 
longs to you ; therefore I pray you look me our ^ve or 
fix Dozen of mourning Gloves, fuch as are given at Fa^ 
aerals, and (end them to my Houfe. 

Ob. Pr. My Friend Peri'winkU has got a gOOd Wiad-> 
iall to Day — feven hundred a. Year. 

Mrs. Pr. I wifti thee Joy of it. Neighbour*. 

Trade. What, is Sir Tofy dead, then ? 

Piiw He is I Yoall lake car^ Mrs. Prim 

7 }bu 
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: Mrs. Pr. Vea, I will, Neighboor. 
^ Oh.Pr. Tiiis Letter recommendeth a Speaker; 'tii 
4rom Aminaiab IhUfiifi o££r^^ penutventore he will be . 
kere this Night ; therefore, Sarai^, do thou take Care for 
his Reception^ i - ■ [Gh/is hir iht Letter. 

Mrs. Pr* I will obey thee. [Exit. 

OL Fr. What art thoa in the Dumps for, Jitm f 

Trade. We muft marry hcr^ Mr. Prim. 

Ob, Pr, Why truly, if. we could lind a Htifband worth 
Jiavingy I ihould be as glad to fee her married as thou 
would'fty Neighbour. 

Per, Well h\d. ; there are but few worth haying. 

Trade, I can recommend you a Man now, that I think 
jou can none of yon have an Objedion to ! 

Enter Sir Philip Modelove. ' 

Per* Yoo recommend ? Nay, whenever fhe mairies, IH 
sccommend the Hufband. — ^— — 

Sir Pkil, What muft it be, a Whale or a Rhinoceros, 
Mr. PerinAiinkhf ha^ ha, ha? Mr, Tradelovey i have a Bill 
upon yon (gi^s him a Paper ) and have been feeking for 
you all over the Town. 

Trade^ I'll accept it, Shr Pbilipf and p^ it when due-«* 

Per, He fliall be none of the Fops at yonr End of the 
Town, with fiilL Perukes and empty Skulls,-— nor yet none 
of your trading Gentry, who puzzle the Heralds to find 
Arms for their Coaches.— No, he ihaJi be a Man fa^ 
^mous for Travels, SolidiQ^y and Curioiity-~— one who has 
fearch'd into the Profoundity of Nature 1 When Heaven 
ihalL dire£k fuch a One, he (ball have my Conient, be- 
caufe it may turn to the Benefit of Mankind. 

Mrs. £^^z;. The Benefit of Mankind ! Whdt» woiald yon 
«Matomize me? 

Sir Phil, Ay, ay. Madam, he would diilc£l you. 

Trade, Or, pore over you through a Microfcope, to lee 
llow your Blood circulates from the Oown of your Head. 
to the Sole of your Foo t h a, ha ! But I have aHufband 
for yon, a Man that knows how to improve your Fortune; 
'•ne that trades to the four Comers of the Globe. 

Mrs. Leaf: And would iead me for a Venture perhaps. 
' Trade, One that will drefs yoo in all the Piide of Eu- 
-pepe, Afitt^ Jfriea (nd Jmerica^^mm^^Dtiteb Merchant^ my 
Giii U(r ^ Sir 
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sir PM. A Dutchman! ha, ha, tiiere's a Huibiuid for m 
fee Lady.— ^— Ya Frow». wi^ yo* meet xnyn Slagen— ha, 
ha ; he'U leant yoa to tatk the Language of the Hogs^ 
MadajDy ha^ ha! 

Trade. He'll leasn yoa that one Merchant » of more 
Service to a Nation than fifty Coxcombs.^— The DiUck 
know the trading Intereft to be of more Benefit to the 
Stttte, than the landed.. 

. Sir PhU. Silt what is either Intereft to a Lady f 
. %rade,. HTis the Merchant makes- the Jir//i?^HDW wonU^ 
liie Ladies fparkle in the Box withoat the Merchant ! The 
Au&mi Diamond ! The French Brocade I The Italian Fan I 
Th« Flmders Lace I The fine Dutch Holland ! How would 
they vent their Scandal over their TearTables I And. whese 
would youfi Beaus haare Champagne to toaft your Miftrefles,. 
were it not for the Merchant f 

•O^ Bti. Verily, Ndghbonr Tradehui^ thou doft wafte^ 
ihy Breath about nothings— All that thou haft faid tendetk 
•nlv to dehaach Yonth, and fill their Heads with the Pride* 
and liuxury of this World — ^The M<crchanti8 a very great 
friends Satan^ and fendeth as many to his Dominions as 
|he Pope. 

Per. Right ; I fiiy Knowledge makes the Mim.. 

C^. Br.. Yea, but not thy Kind of Knowledge-^it is 
ihe Knowledge, of Tnith—Seardi thou for the Light with- 
in,, and not%fcr Bawbles,. Friend. 

Mrs. hov. Ay, ftudy your Country's Good, Mr. Pet^r^ 
wjikkt s^id not her infe^— *Rid yon of your homebred 
Mongers, before you fetch any from abroad — I dare fwear 
you have Maggots enough in ysour own Braio ta fiock adl 
the Firtuc/d'f in Europe with Butterfiies. . 
, Sir PhH. By roy Soul, Mifs Nonet's a Wit. 

Od Pr. That is more than (he can fay by thee, Friend 
Look ye, it is in vain to talk, when Imeet a Man 
worthy of her, (he (hall have my Leave to marry him. 

Mra. he^,, ProvidH he be of the Faithful— --Was there 
.ever fuch a Swarm of Caterpillars to blafi the Hopes of a 
Woman! (AfiJe,) Kncrtv this, that yoa contend in vain : 
111 have no Hnfhand* of your, chufing, nor &all yon lord 
it over me longi— «— I'll try the Power of ani EngUJh Se- 
nate— —Orphans have been redrefs^, and Wills fet a^de 
—And Aone did ever dcferve their Y\xs mor? -^Qh ^»^ 
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nvell! where arc thy Promifes to free jnc from thefe Vcr- 
aiiA i Alas ! the Taflc was more difficult than he Imagm'dK 

A bonier Tajk than what the Poets uil 

OfTwe^ the fair Andromeda befil% 

&he But one Mmfterfear^dy Fve four tofmri^ 

And fee no Perfeus, no Delitf^rer near. [Eadli 

Enter Ser*vant^ and twhiffsrs to Prim. 
Serv. One Simon Pure enquireth for thee. 
Per. The Woman is mad. \Exih 

Sir PbiU So you are all in my Opinion.* \Exit^ 

06, Pr. Friend Trade&ite^. Buiinefs requireth my Pre<- 
fence. 

Tradh Oh^*I fhan't trouble you — ^Pox take Kim for an 
unmannerly Dog — However, I have kept my Word with 
my Dutcbntan,, and will, introduce him too for all you. 

» Enter Colonel in a ^aker^s Habit.. 

' Ob, Pr, Friend Pure, thou art welcome ; how is^it with 
Friend Holdfajf, and all Friends in Briftol? Timothy. Littk'-. 
nvoftb, John Slender brain, and Chrifioplfer Ke?pftutb ? 

Coi, A goodly Company!' (AJide.) They are all in 
Healthy I thank thee for them... 

Ob. Pr. Friend Holdfaft writes me Word, that thou 
cameft lately from Penfivania, how do all Friends there ?— * 

Col. What the Devil Aiall I fay ? I know juft as much 
e{ Penjil<vama as I do oi Briftol. . \Afldt. 

Ob. Pr. Do they Arive ? 

[Col. Yea, Friend, the Blcffing of their good Woilts fall 
upon them. 

Enter Mrs. Prim amTMrs.Lovdy, 

Ob. Pr. Sarah, know our Friend Pure. 

Mrs. Pr. Thou art welcome, [Hefalutes bet. 

CoL Here.eomes the Sum of all my Wilhes— How 
charming fhe appears, even in that Difguife ? [Afide. 

Ob. Pr. Why doft thou confider the Maiden fo inten- 
tively,. Friend ? 

(fol. I will tell thee : About four Days ago I faw a Vv- 
fion. This very Maiden, but in vain Attire, Ending on 
9i Precipice, and heard a Voice, which called me by my 
^mae— and bidms put forth my Hand and fave her from 
the Pit— I did ib. and methought tl^^PamfcI gr^w to my 
5Wf, • ■ Mwt 
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Mrs. ?r. What can that portend I 
■ Oh. Pr.^ The Damfel's Converfion — I am perfoaded. 

Mrs. Loif, That's falfc, I'm fure {Jfa/e. 

Oh. Pr. Wilt thou ufe the Means, Friend Ptfre f 

CoL Means ! what Means ? Is fhe not thy Daaghter,%al- 
jcady one of the Faithful ? 

Mrs. Pr. No, alas ! (he's one of the Ungodly. 

Oh. Pr.' Pray thee mind what this good Man will fay 
unto thee ; he will teach thee the Way that thou ihouldeft: 
Walkr J^nr. 

Mrs. Lo*v. I know my Way without his Inflf odlions : X 
hopM to have been quiet, when once I had put on youc 
odious Formality here* 

CoL Then thou weareft it out of Compulfion, nonk 
Choice, Friend? 
. Mrs. Lov. Thou art in the Right of it. Friend.—- 

Mrs. Pr. Arc thou not aihamed to mimick the goodie 
Man ? Ah ! thou art a ftubborn Girl. 

' Cot^ Mind her not ; (he hurteth not me — ^If thou wilt 
leave her aJohc with me,, I will difcufs a few Points witb 
her, that may perchance ic^n her Stubbornefs, and mek 
her into Compliance. 

Oh. Pr. CoAtent: I pray thccfytit home faier^^omc,. 
Sarahy let us leave the good Man with her. 

Mrs. Lou. f Catching bold of Prim, he hreaks loojH^ nuS 
Exit.^ What do you niean— to leave mCwith this old En- 
Aufiaftical Canter ? Doti't think, becaufe I comply'd 
with your Formality,, to impofe your ridicnlous Dodtnne 
'Upon me. 

Col. I pray thee^ young Woman, moderate thy Paffioo. 

Mrs. Lom'. I pray thee walk after thy Leader, .you will . 

but lofe.your Labour upon me Thefe Wretdies wilt 

certainly make me mad. 

Col. I am of another Opinion; the Spirit telleth me £ 
• 'Ihall convert thee, Annt^ 

Mrs, Ion;. 'Tis a lymg Spirit, don't believe it^ 

Col. Say'ft thou fo ? Why then thou flialt convert me,, 
my Angel. [Catching her in his Arms* 

Mrs. Lo<ix. (Sbrieh.) Ah !- Monfter hold off, or I'll tcaf 
thy Eyes out. ' ' 

: Col. Hufli! for Heaven's fake ~- dolt ihon not know 
IBie ? 1 am Faifrwell^ 
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Mrs. Ltv. FaimJuill/ [Enter $14 Prim.] Oh Pm un- 
donie \ Pvim here-*— I wiih with all my Soui I had been 
dumb. 

Oh. Pr. What is Ae Matter I Why didil thou ihriek 
ei^t, Anm? 

Mrs. Z(?<i;.^ Shriek out ! 1^1 fhnek and ihriek again, cry 
Murder, Thieves, or any Thing, to drown the Noife of 
chat eternal Babblei*, if you leave jhe with him airy 
longer. 

Oh. Pr. Was thatalU Fie, ^t, Anne. 
CoL No Matter, I'll bring down her Stomach, 111 war- 
rant thee. Leave us, I pray thee. 

Oh. Pr. Fare thee well. [Exit. 

^CqI. My charming lovely Woman \ [Endnr.a^-hen. 

Mrs. Lov. What mean^ft thou hy thfs DifguHe, Fain^ 
Mijen? 

^. Col. To fet thee free, if thou wilt perform thy Promife* 
Mrs. Lov, Make me Miibefs of my Fortune^and make 
thy own Conditions. 

CbL This Night ihall aniWer sdl my Wifhes— See here,. 

I have the Confent of three of thy Guardians already, and 

doubt not but Prim wiUmsdce the/tfj^/^. [Prim lifientng. 

Oh. Pr^ 1 would gladly hear what Arguments the good 

'Man nieth to bend her. [Afide. 

Mrs. Lo^, Thy Words give me new Life, methinks. 

.Oh.Pr. Whatdolhear? 

Mrs. Lov^ Thou beft of Meny Heaven meant to blefl 
Aie fure, when firil I faw thee. 

Oh. Pr. He hath mollified her.*— Oh wonderful Con- 
veriioa ! 

CqL Ha I Prim likening. — ^No more, my Love, we mtt 
obferv'd; ktvu. to be edified, and give 'em Hopes that 
thou wilt tnrii Quaker, and leave the Reft to me. (Akud.) 
I ain glad to find that thou art touch't with what I faid un- 
to ^ee, Arnui another Time I will explain^ the other 
. 'Article imto tifee ; m the mean-whije, be thou dutiful to 
"ear Friend PW>». 

Mrs. ZtfiT. I ihall obey thee in every Thiog* 

Enter Obadiah Prim. 
Oii. Pr. O w)^a prod%ipiis Changes ishere ! Thou Haft 
wrought a Miracle, Friend ! Jbne^ how 4ofi>^tb6tt like the 
i>^i49 he bath preached} . ' Mrsi 
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Mr8< Lpv, So well, that I could talk to him for ever^ 
methinks-— I am a(hamed of my former FoUy^ and aft: 
your Pardon, Mr. Prim. 

CoL Enough,' enooghi that thou art (brry; he is no- 
Pope, Jinne. 

Oh, Pr. Verily, thon>doft lejoice neexceedingly^Friend ;. 
will it pleafe thee to walk into the next Room, and re* 
frffhthyfelf-^^-Come, take the Maiden by the Hand* 

Ci»/. We wiU follow thee. '^ * 

Enter Sirniant. 

Seru. There is another SttKon Pure enqoiretk for thee. 
Matter. 

Col. The Devil there is. [4fide^ . 

Oh. Pr. Another SimoM Pure .' I do not know him, is he 
any Relation of thine ? 

Coi. No Friend, I know him not — ^Pox take him, I wifii 
he were in PeufiUuama again, wit]»>all my Blood. \AJide*- 

Mrs. t^ Whatfliallldo^ {jfide. 

Oh, Pr. firing him up. 

Col. Humph T' then one of us muft go down, that's cer- 
tain.-— Now Impudence aflift me. 

Enter Simon Pure. 

Ob. Pr. What is thy Will with me. Friend ? 

S. Pu. Didtt thou not receive a Letter from JmnadeA- 
Moldfaft oiBrifioh concerning one Simon Pure? 

Oh. Pr. Yea, and Simon Pure is already here. Friend. 

Col. And Simm Pure will flay here. Friend,, if poflible. 

[Afide. 

S, Pu. That's an Uiitruth,. for I anLhe. 

Col. Take thou heed, Friend, what thou doft fay ; I do 
affirm that I am Shnon Pure^ 

S. Pu. Thy Name may be Pure, Friend, but not that Pure. 

Col. Yea, that Pure^ which my good Fnend Jminadah 
HoUfafi wrote to my Friend Prim about, the fame Simon 
Pure "Coax came from Peufil'vama, and fojourned in Briftol 
eleven Days; thou would'ft not take my Name from me,, 
would'fl thou ?-^'till I have done with it. \Afide.. 

S, Pu. Thy Name ! I am aflonifh'd !. 

CoL At what ? at thy own Aflurance? 

[Goiu^ up 40 ifimf S. Bvtre/artt hack'. 

S, Pu. Avanty Sat0tff»pmich mc uotr I defy thee and 
aBtbyWorki* 

" Ma. 



A BoU Slroke for a VJ'tTt. tsj 

Mr. Ltw, Oh) he'll out-cant him^Undone, undone for 
tver. [4fidi^ 

CoL Hark thee. Friend, thy Sham will not take — Don't 
€xert thy Voice, thou art too well acquainted with Satan to 
ftart at him, thou wicked Reprobate— What can thy De* 
fign be here ? 

. Enter. a Servant andgi*ues Prim a Letter. 

Oh. Pr, One of thefe muft be a Counterfeit, but which 
I cannot fay. 

CoL VCTiat can that Letter Be ? [4fidA. 

S, ?u. Thou muft be the Devil» Friend, that's certain, 
ibr no human Power can ftock i^ great a Falfhoodi 

Oh. Pr. This Letter fayeth. that thou art better acquaint- 
ed with that Prince of Darknefs, than any here — Read that 
I pray thee, Simon. [Gi*ues it the Col. 

' Co/. 'Tis Freeman^s Hand. fRea^/sJ There is a Defigm 
fimud to rohyour Houfe this Night , and cut jour Throat ; and 
fir that Purpo/e there is a Man difgidfed like a ^aker, tvh^ 
is topafsfir one Simon Pure ; the Gang^ mohereof I am om% 
though now refihied to roh no more^ has been at Briilol, om 
of them came in the Coach with the ^uaker^ *who/e Name hi 
bath taken % and from what he hath gathered from him, form>m 
fd that Defign^ and did not douBt hut he Jhould impo/e Jo far 
upontouy as to make you turn ota the real Simon Pure i and 
£p^ him with yon* Make the right U/e of this. Adieu ■ 
Excellent well ! [4fideif 

Ob. Pr. Doil thou hear this ? VTo S. Purc^ 

S.Pui Yea» but itmovethmenot; that, doubtlefs, i^ 
the Impoftor. [Pointing to the Cok 

Col. Ah ! thou wicked One — now I conHder thy Face, 
I remember thou didil come up in the L^sathern Conveni* 
ency with me — thou hadft a black Bob- wig on, and a browu 
Camblet Coat with Brafs Buttons — Can*£L thou deny it, ha f 

S, Pu. Yea, I can, and with a fafe Confcience too, Friend. 

Ob. Pr. Verily, Friend, thOu art the moft impudent Vil* 
lain I ever faw. 

Mrs. Lo<v. Nay,, then Fll have a Fling at him. [JJsde. 
I remember the Face of this Fellow at Bath — Ay «his is he 
that pick'd my Lady Raffi^^ Pocket in the Grove— Don't 
you remember that the Mob pump'd you Friend ? — ^his 
is the mofl notorious Rpgue. 

S. Pu. What doft provoke thee to feek my Life I Th6tt 
wilt not hang me, wilt thou, wrongfully? 04 
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Ob, ?r. She will do tliee no Hurt, cor thou fhaltdo m^ 
none ; therefore get thee about thy Bufinefs, Friend, ana 
leave thy wicked Courfe of Life, or thou may'ft not come 
•ff fb favourably eveiy where. 

CoL Go, Friend, I would advife Ihee, and tempt thy . 
Fate no more. 

5. ?u. Yea, I will go, but it fhall be to thy Confufidn j 
for I fhall clear myfelf : I will return with fome Proofs that 
/hall convince thee, Obadifiht that thou art highly impofed 
©pon. ^ ^ [Exit. 

' Col. Then thcte will be no flaying for me, that's certain 

What the Devil fhall 1 do? ; [Jfii/e, 

Oh, Fr. What monflrous Works of Iniqui^ are there in 
Ais World, Simon! 

Col Yea, the Age is full of Vke-, — Z'dcath, I am fa 
jtoDfonnded, I know not what to fay. [Afid^ 
Ob.Pt. Thou art diforder'd, Frrend— »t thou not wellf 
CoL My Spirit is greasy troubled, and fbmething telleth' 
me, that the* I hate wrought a good Work inconvertii^ 
ffife Maiden, this tender Maiden, yet my Labour will be 
ia nih ; for the evil Spirit £ghteih againft her; and I fe^ 
fts, I fee with th6 Eye t>f my inwarE Man, that An/^a wiB 
. i«-btifethei* dgain, whenever I withdraw myfdf fronaher; 
arid fhe will, yea, this very Damfel will^ return, agam tit> 
fhaf Abowindtion hojh whcnee t haverctfie^d her, as If it 
were, yea, as if it were out of the- Jaws of the fiend.— 
Ob.Pr. Good lack, thin kefl thou fo ? 
Mrs. Lonf, I mufl fecond him. (Afide.) What meaneth 
this flruggling within me ? I feel the Spirjt refifleth the 
Vanities of this World, but the Flefh is rebellious, yea the 
Flefh— -I greatly fear the Flefh and the Weaknefs there- 
of hum— — — 

Ob, Pr. The Maid Js iafpirM. [A/idi. 

Ol, Behold, her Light begins to fhine forth— ^Excel- 
lent Woman! 

Mrs. Lo'v, This good Man hath fpoken Comfort unto 
me, yea Comfort, I fay ; becaufe the Words which he hath 
breathed into my outward Ears, are gone thro*^ and fix'd m 
fiiine Heart, yea verily in mine Heart, I fay ; -and I feel 
the Spirit doth love him exceedingly, huni. 

CoL She afts it to the Life. {Afide. 

' iU. Pk Prodigious ! ThcDomfel is filled with the Spi- 
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Eftitr- Mrsm. Pnnl. 

Mrs, Pr. I ani greatly rejoiced to fee fuch a Change ii» 
ear beloved Anne. 

CaL I am not difpofed for thy Food, my Spirit longedl 
fdr xnore delicioQs Meat ;•— fain would I redeem this Mai* 
<Jcn from the Tribe of Sinners, and break thofe Cord« a** 
fonder wherewith fhe is bound, — hon ft- 

Mrs* Le*t/. Something whifpers in my Pars, methinks— 
that I muft be fubjeft to tha Will of this good Man, and 
from him only muft hope for Confolatioh, — — ham.— — 
It alfo telleth me, that I'am a chofen Veflel to raifc up 
Seed to the Faithful, and that thou muft confent thaf^c 

4^0 be one Flefh according* to the Word,' hum.— 

. Oi>\ Pr. What a Revelation is here I This is certainly 
Part of thy Vifion, Friend, this is the Maiden'/ gront>ing 
*9 thy Side j Ah ! with what Willingncfs.fiioald I ghre thee 
fny Confent, could I give thee her Fortune too>— -but thou 
wUt never gfct the Confent of the wicked Ones. 

CoU I wifii I was fure c^ yours. \Afidi^ 

- OS. Pr. My Soirf rcjbfceih ; yea, rejofcctft, I fay, ta 
Sad the Spirit wi^n th^ ; foi* lo, it moteth thee with 
maiered Agitatit>n, — ^yea, with tmiutd AgitHllot^, to^ai^ 
Osgood Man— yea, \t ftirreth^ /a^ one may fef,— ^yet^ 
.inctSv I fay it JHrMh up thy liKftHha*!diJ>--— 'yea,* as eaiB 
.would j?/r a Padding. 

Mrs. Ltyj. I fee, I fee \ the Spirit guiding of thy Hand, 
good Qbadiah Prints and now behold thou art figning thy 
Confent; — and now I ice myfelf within thy Arms, my 
Friend and Brother, yea, I am become Bone of thy Eoh^^ 
and Plejh of thy Flefl>. (Embracing i&fw.^— hum— — 

Cok Admirably perform'd. (Afede,) And I will take 

•thee in all Spiritual Love for an Helpmate, yea-, for the 

Wife of my Bofom,-*— -and now methinks 1 feel a 

X««^/«|-,-^— -yea, a Longings I fay, for the ConfummaJlon 
of thy Love,-- yea, I do long exceedingly. 

Mrs. Lev. And, verily, verily, my Spirit fceleth the 
fame Longing, 

Mrs. Prim. The Spirit hath greatly moved them both, 
F riend Prim^ thou mull confent, there's no reftfKng 
of the Spirit ! 

Ob. Pr. Yea, the Light within fheweth me, that I ihall 
-fight a jood Fighti*— ^aod wreftle thro' tl^ofe reprobate 

friends^ 
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Friends, diy odier 'Guardians ; -^-— yea, I perceive tBe 
Spirit will Iwdge thee into the Flock of the Righteous.—^ 
Thou ait a chofen Lamb,-— — yea» a chofen Lsunb, and I 
will not pnfli thee back«— No, I will not, I % ; oo, 
thott (halt leap-a, and frifk a, and ikip-a and bounds and 

hwndf I fay, yea, ^/tr^/ within the FoU of the Righ*^ 

teoiis, yea, even within thy Foldi my Brother. — Fetch 
me the Pen and Ink, Sarah ^^-^zxA my Hand /hall con« 
feis its Obedience to the Spirit, 
Ca/. 1 wiih it were over. 

Enter Mrs. Prim 'with Pin and Ink. 

Mri' Lov. I tremble left this quaking Rogue Aould re^- 
luni and fpoil all. ^ [j^dit. 

Ob, Pr, Here, Friend, do thoa write what the Spirit 
prompteth, and I will fign It. [Col.^j Jowtr^ 

Mrs. Pr. Verily, Jnne, it greatly rejcMceth me, to fee 
thee reformed from that erigjnsd Wickednefi whecpin I 
found thee. 

Mri. Lov. I do believe thou art, and I thank thee.-— 

Cd. (Reads.) This is U certify all nubmn it mttf concern^ 
$bat I dofrafy ffwe aHm^ Right and Tith in Anne Loveljs 
$9 Simon Pore, and my full Ccnjent that fi^efiaU becom Jm 
Wiftt ttccor£ag to th$ Form ef^ Marriagu Witntfi my HatuL 

Ob. Pr. That's enough, give me die Pen. [Signs it. 

Enter Betty running to Mrs. Lovely. 

Setty. Oh i Madam, Madam, here's the quaking Man 
Ugairi, he has brought a Goadimaa and two or three more. ' 

M's. Lev. Rnin'd paft Redemption ! [4fi^' ^^ ^^^ 

Cei. No, no, one Minate fooner had fj|>oilM all, bat. 
now — - here's Company coming^ Friend, give me the Par 
pet. IGcing up to^nm haftihf. 

Ob. Pr. Here ir is,. Sinm^; and I wi(h thee happy with 
the Maiden. 

A&'/. Lov. Tis done, and new Devil do thy worfi. 

Enter Simon Pure, and Coachman, Sec 
S. Pu. Look, thee. Friend, I have brought thefc Peo- 
ple to fatisfy thee that I am not that Impoftor which thpu 
did'd take me for, this is the Man that did drivcihe Lea- 
thern Conveniency, and brought me from i?r^^4— and 
this is . CftL 
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€oL Look yc. Friend, to favc the Court the Trouble 
of examining Witnefles— € plead guilty, ha, ha! 

Ob, Pr. How's this! Is not thy Name Purgy. then ? 

Co/. No rcaily. Sir, I only made bold with this Gen- 
tleman's Name — — - but I here give it up fafe and found ; 
it has done the Bufinefs which I had Occafion for, and 
now I intend to wear my own, which (hall be at his Ser- 
vice upon the fame Occaiion at any Time. — ^Ha, ha, ha 1 

S. Pu. Oh ! the Wickedncfs of the Age 1 

Coachman. Then you have no further Need of us. [Exit. 

Col. No, honeft Man, you may go about your Bufinefi^ 

Oh. Pr. I am ftruck dumb widi thy Impadence, jfngfp 
thou haft deceived me, a nd perchance undone thyfelf. 

Mrs. Pr. Thou art a diifemblihg Baggage, and Shame 
will overtake thee. [Exit, 

S. Pu. I am grieved to fee thy Wife fo much troubled : 
i will follow and confole her. {Exrf. 

Enter Servant. 
' ^er*v. Thy BrotherGuardians enquire for thee; here it 
another Man with them* 

M^j. Lofu. Who can that ether Man be ? {To th CoL 

Col, 'Tis one Freeman^ a Friend of mine, whom I or* 
dered to bring the reft of the Guardians here. 

Enter ^/r Philip, Tradelove, Periwinkle, ^nr^FfteraaD. 

Free. (To the Col.) Is all fafe ? did my Letter do yoa 
Service ? 
. Col. All, all's fafe ! ample Service. [Afide. 

Sir Phil. Mifs Namy^ how do*ft do. Child? 

Mrs.Lov. Don'tcallmeMifs, Fntnd PhiHf, my Name 
is jfnne, diou knoweft. 

Sir Phil. What, is the Girl metamorphosed ? 

Mn.Lov. I wiih thou wert fo metamorphos'd ? Aht 
Philip, throw olFthat gaudy Attire, and wear the Cloaths 
becoming thy Age. 

Oh. Pr. I am aihamed to fee thefe Men. [j^» 

Sir Phil. My Age! the Woman is poffefs'd. 

Col. No, thou art poiTefsM rather. Friend. 

Trade. Hark ye, Mrs. Lovely, one Word with you. 

[Takes hold of her Hand. 

. CoJ. This Maiden is .my Wife, Thanks to Friend Primp 

asid thou liaft no Bufinefs with her. [Takes her /rem him. 

2 Trade. 
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Traii. His Wife ! hark ye, Mr. Freeman. 

Per. Why^ you have n;adc a very fine Piece of Work 
of it, Mr. Prim, 

Sir Phil Married to a Quaker ! thou art a fine Fellow 
> to be left Guardian to an Orphan, truly — there's a Hu(^ 
band for a young Lady ! 

C^L When I have put on my Beau Cloaths, Sir Philif^ 
jrouUI like me better. 

Sir PhiL Thou wilt make a very fcurvy Beau-^Friend— 

CoL I believe I can prove it under ypur Hand that yoa 
thought me a very fine Gentleman in the Park t'othet 
Day, about thirty-fix Minutes after Eleven ; will you take 
a Pinch, Sir Pi^///]^— One of the fineft Snuff-boxes yoa 
«ver faw. \Offers htm Snuff, 

Sir Phil, Ha, ha, ha ! I am oveijoy'd. Faith I am, if 

tlipu be'ft the Gentleman. ^I own I did give my Con- 

fent to the Gentleman I brought here To-day ; — but whe- 
ther this is he, I can't be po^dve. 

Ob. Pr. Can'ft thou riot? Now I think thqa act a 

fine Felfow to|beleft Guardian to an Orphan. — ^Thou flial- 
Ipw-braioM Shuttlecock, he may be a Pick-pocket for 
pught thou do*ft know. 

Per. You would have been two rare Fellows to have 
been trufted with the fole Management of her Fortune, 
would ye no(, think ye ? But Mr. 7radeUvt and my&lf 
Iball take, care of her Portion. 

Trade. Ay, ay, fo we will — Didn't you tell me the Duub 
Merchant defired me to meet him here, Mr. Freeman f 

Free. I did fo, and I am fure he will be here, if yoji'll 
bave a little Patience. 

QoL What, is Mr. Tradelove impatient ? Nay then, ik 
been gerect voor you, heb be, Jfin Fan Timiamtirelirektta 
fker ran FcumnelU vergceten ? 

Tradfi. Oh ! pox of ue Name! what have you trickM 
me too, Mr, Freeman T 

Cfit. Trick'd, Mr. Tradelove / did not I give you two 
Thottfand Pounds for your Confent f^rly ? And naw do 
you tell a Gentle^ian he has uicked you ? 

Per. So, fo, you are a pretty Guardian^ F^th, to fell 
your Charge ; what^ did you look upon her as a Fait of 
your, Stock ? 

Oh Pr. Ha» ha> ha ! I am glad thy Kmvcry Is found 

out. 
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oat^ however— I confeTs this Maid(;n over-reached oie^ 
and no finliler End at all. 

Per. Ay, ay» one Thing or other over-reacVd you all, 
^but I'll take care he fhall never finger a Peany of her • 

Money, I warrant you, over-reach'd quoth'a 1 Why I 

might have been over-reach'd too, if I had had no more 
Wit : I don't know but this very Fellow may be hiqi that 
was diredled to me from Grofui Cairo t'other Day. Ha, 
ha, ha! 

Col. The very fame. • 

Per. Are you fo, Sir ? but yoac Trick would not pafi 
upon me.— 

CoL No, as you fay> at that Time it did not, that was 
not my lucky Hour ; but hark ye. Sir, I mud let 
you into one Secret you may keep honeft ^ohn Tradcf^ 
Jcanth Coat on, for your Uncle Sir Tohy PenwnkU is not 
dead,— fo the Charge of Mourning will be faved, ha, ha, 

ha 1 Don't you remember Mr. PiUage, your Undc'f 

Steward, H3> ha, ha! 

Per. Not dead I I begin to fear I am trick'd too. 
CoL Don't yott remember the figning of a LeafeJ Mr* 
Periivinkle ? 

Per. Well, and what fignifies that Leafe, if my Uncle 

is not dead ?-— — Ha I I am fure it was a Leafe I figned.-— 

Pol, Ay, but it was a Leafe for Life, Sir, and cf this 

beautiful Tenement, I thank you* [Taking toU rf 

Mrs. Lovely. 
Onmes. Ha, ha, ha ! Neighbours Fare. 
Free. So then, Tfind you are all trick'd, ha, ha^! 
Per. I am certain I read as plain a Leafe, as ever I read 
in my Life. 

CoL You read a' Leafe, I grant you, but yon iign'd 
this Contradt. [SJbenvittg a Paper. 

Per. How durft you put this Trick upon me, Mr. Frti* 
9nan ? Didn't you tell me my Uncle was dying ? 

Free. And would tell you twice as much to ferve my 
Friend, ha. ha! 

SirPbil. What the learned and famous Mr. P«ri<Ki;r«iiSr 
choos'd too !— *Ha, ha, ha ! — I ihall die with Laaghingf 
ha, ha, ha! 

Oh. Pr. It had been well if her Father had left her to 
wifer Heads than //&/>^ and «r/Vr^; Friendsi ha, ha, ha! 

Trade. 
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Trade:' Well, fince you have oatwitted as all, pray }ro« 
what and who are you. Sir ? 

^/r PbiL Sir, the Gentleman is a fine Gentleman 
I am glacT yoa have got a PerTon, Madam, who under- 
ftands Drefs and good Breeding.— —^^I was refblved Ihe 
Ihould have a Hufband of my chafing. 

Ob, Pr. I am forry the Maiden is fallen into fuch Hands. 
* 'Tradi, A Bean ! nay, then fhe is finely help'd up. 

Mrs.Lo*u. Why, Beaus are great Encouragers of Trade, 
Sir, ha, ha, ha ! ^ 

Coi. Look ye, XJcndemcn— I am -die Perfbn who can 
;ve the heft Account of myfelf, and I muft beg Sir Pti- 
)/% Pardon, when I tell him, diat I have as much Aver* 
£on to what he calls Drefs and Breeding, as I have to the 
Enemies of my Religion. 1 have had the Honour to (enre 
his Majefty, and headed a Regiment of the braveft FeU 
lows that ever pnflied Bayonet m the Throat of a Frencb^ 
fnan ; and notwkhftanding ^e Fortune this Lady bnngt 
me, whenever mjr Country wants my Aid, my Swoid and 
Arm^are at her Service. 

Therefore^ «ry Dmt, if tbci^lt tut deign ufmile^ 
1 meet a Reccmfence/or all my Toil: 
Lo*ve and Religion ndtr admit Reftraintp 
And Force makes many Sinner s^ not one Saint i 
Still free as Air the ABivt Mind does rove, 
And/earches proper OljeSs for its Lo^e ; 
But that oncefo^d^ *tis pajl the Po^^r of Art 
To chafe the dear Idea from the Heart : 
^Tis Liberty of Choice tbatfweetens Lift^ 
Makes the glad Hufband and the happy Wife. 
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To the Magnificent Company of 

UPHOLDERS, 



CXJftom has madefime things ah/olutely necejfary, and three 
Sheets tvithout a Dedicatioft, or a Preface^ by Way of 
Excnfif ^woM'be an unpardomMe Indecency : T9 avoid 
wjhicbj I «Ouas cenjhkring at nahofe Fat to hy thefefbthnving 
Scenes* Firft I thought of offering it to all thofe young Wi'ves 
*who had fold themfelves for Money ^ and been inter^dnuith 
Mifery^ from the firft Dajf of their Marriage ; but fuppofing 
their chief Pleafure to eonfift in-Pride^ and that they hadra- 
tber gratify their jimbition in the Arms of a Fool^ of Four* 
fcorey then «wed a Man ofSenfe of narrofwer Fortunes, I con^ 
eluded *em un<wortfy of my Notice, 

Then the'Race ofOld Men prefented tbemfel'Oes in my Mind^ 
tvho, dejpifing Women tf their own Tears, many Girls offif- 
teen, by which they keep open Houfefor all the young Fellows 
in T0WH9 in order to enereafe their Families, and make their 
Tables fieuriftf like the Vine ; But my A<verfion to Fools of all 
Kinds, made me decUne them too. 

At hsft, cafting my Eyes itpon the Title of the Farce, I found 
it could juftly belong to none but the Magnificent Confany qf 
Upholders, 'tohSki the judiHons Cenfor rf Great Britain Ims 
j^ ofken cMd^jfeemled to metkion ; to you fheUf worthy Sirs, 
whofefehnm Train keeps up the pompous State of Beauty, be^ 
yond the Limits of a Gafp of Breath, and dra<ws the gazing 
World to admire, even after Death ; to you this Piece I dedi- 
dOe; *thhut Xtiftfin^iAettyo^jS^^ 

MS living, twhofo iruty sfloi£ni us dead. What dbes not Man* 
kind owe to you f All Ranks and Conditions are obliged t§ 
fou i the Aged and the Toung, the Generous and the Mifer, 
the tvell dtfcended and the bafer born. The Efcutcbeons gar» 
ttiflf out the Hearfe, the Streamers and Wax Lights, let us info 
the Name of a Man, which, all his Life bad been hid ist 
Obfcuriiy ; and many a Right Honourable would faU unla- 
mtntid, <mn it M for your dtcent Cbaks, emd aifmed Faces^ 

tihat 
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that look as forrvwfully as the Creditors tbey leave unpaid. 
fFkat an immenfe Sum might he raiidfruHy9ur Art to carry 
on the War^ njoouUyou^ Uke true Britons, exert your Ponver ? 
The People heingfond of SightSf ijohat might not he gather' d 
at a Funeral^ nuhtn the Rooms iane clad in Sa&le, the Body 
drtfidout -with all yurjkiljul C^e^ the Papers burning in 
their Sil^uer-SocketSj the sweeping Virgins Jixt like Statues rounds 
and aromatic Gums perfume the Chamherss I think it prefer* 
able to the Puppet-fiomj^ and a Pemy a Head for all the Cu* 
riousy *would, I dare be pofiti've^ amount to more than the 
Candle- Tax ; andfo make Death fubfervient to the Living. 

But this, Gjentlemeny I leanfe to your fuperior judgment em 
Politick Principles ; and only beg leave to remind youy that in 
this crouded Te<wn, there are a prodigious Number cf Mr, 
BickerftSLff's dfad Meut that fivatm about Streets.; therefore^ 
for the Sokes of the moft ingenious Part ofMankindy you ought 
to take Care to inter them out of the fTayy fince he that does 
no Good iu his Generation^ fijuidd not be recked among the 
Living, 

And nonv to conclude. Gentlemen, I hope yot^U fardon this 
Liberty I have taken, and accept this as a ^oken of the Re* 
fpeSi I bear your noble Society : I honmtryou thd I have n9 
Defire of falling into your Hands, but I think nve Poets are tH 
no Danger of that, fince our real Eftate lies in the Bredn, and 
out perfoncd confifts in fwo or three loofe Steneu afev) Couplets 
for the Tag of an A&, and a flight Sketthfor a Song, andmt 
I take it, you are not -ewer fond of Pfper-Credk, nvhire^hett 
is no Probability of recovering the Debt : So <wijhing you 
better Cujlomers, J expeS no Return, but am proud offub* 
fcribing nvffelff 

GENTLE MEN, 
' Your moft obedient bumUi Servaid^ 
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Dramatis Perfonae. 



MEN. 

Mixrof ^— — ^- — Mr. Norris* 

Captain^ *-* — - — ,« — Mr. Bickerftaff, 

Boaifavaint — — — — Mr. Spiller. 

Firjt Sailor^ -7- — Mr, Pack. 

Second Sailer, — — — *— Mf . Miffer^ 



WOMEN. 

ladyMezro, — — — — "Mrs. KmgJk, 

f/abinda^ her Niece, »— Mrs, Cox. 

hhad^y — — . -^ — Mrs.JKnr/. 

O^^^, .i^— .^i..*. — — Mr.Carnafy. 

Ser^anfff — — ^ — ^- Mr. Ofc &c 

i«0^» — -T-*- •— • — ^ ^- Mrs, S/ilUr. 
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A working Sea feen at a Difiance^ with the Appearancf 
of a Head of a Sbtp bulging agcinji a Rock : Mer- 
muid$ rife and fing: Thundir and Lightning: Thin 
tbi Scene fiutu 

Enter Ladjf Me2ro> and her Niece likbinda nfeiPdi 
Ifah. 9tKBlltf ^ H Y don't yoa tell me whither you are 
goings Aanty this Morning? I can 
S:arce keep Pace with you. What is it 
that tranfports you fo I yoa do not ufe 
to be To gay. 
Lady M. Oh, my Girl, juil now, from my Chamber* 
Window, I beheld a Ship, by Strefs of Weather, driven 
on our Coaft ; which, usee the laft unhappy one that 
brought me here, I have never feen ; pray Heav'n it be 
EnglTjh! 

l/ab. So fay I, then I ihall fee the fine Men you have 
(q often talk'd of. Aunt. 

Lady M, Ay, and the Country that breeds thofe Men, 
Child, if we can handibmly get off. 

Ifab. With all my Heart ; for I hate this Ifle of Cofgar^ 
and all its barbarous Laws» iince you have informed me of 
thofe of Great Britain. 

Lady M. Hufh, here!s fome of the Ship's Crew ; let's 

ilep a-fide and obferve them. [Exeunt, 

Enter Captain, Boatfwain,. and Sailors. 

Capt. Well, how fares the Ship, has flie any Damage ? 

M 3 Boat. 




BMt. Only t^e Leak, which die Carpenter has ft^'il, 

Gaptain. 

Caft, That's well : I can't imagine what this Ifland 
produces ! " , 

Boat, Monfters, I think ; for they.ftarc as if they never 
had any Commerce with Mankind, or ever (aw a Ship in 
tPieir Lives. 

Capt. I queflion if ever they did, and wi/h it had not 
been our Fortune to have improv'd their Knowledge, 

ly? S€iiL r wifli fa too ; I hate making Urange Land : 
Who the Devil knows where to find a Wench now ? 

Boat. Here's a Dog, that twe Hours ago, drown'd fiis 
necefTary Orders with his Prayers, and now is roaring as 
loud for a Whore. 

\Jl SaiU 'Tis our Cuflom, jom know ; out of Dan|;^ 
the Sailor muft be merry, i'Faith ; ha, ha. 

2d Saif, Neltf at the Ship at Chatham^ Ihall know tkis. 

yft ScM. I care not a Rope's-Bnd if flie does : Why, 
what the Devil do yoa think I'll come into a ftrttr^ Land, 
and not examine what Commodity it produces? Nop no. 
Faith ; Nick moft know if the Females here be Fiih. pr 
Pkih, before he pnts of* againi 

Caft. Ha, ha; Well, well, take Care y«v kft't your 
drains beat o<K : Go, d^^He yonWelres^ and fee what 
FrovifioAs yoa can get. I ysSi now met a N^kkive of the 
Country ; who t^Us me, that the Prince i» comk^ this 
Way: He ui^erftands a little of the Arabian Tongne,,. 
and has promis'd to introduce me to him ; that I may en- 
deavour, by fome Presents, to gain his Leave to re&t ovr 
Ship* and fupply our Wants. 

Boat. Where ihall we find you, Matter ? 

\Exeunt Boatfwain and Sailors. 

Capt. Here, or hereabouts. Now for this Cahhacucct. 
Adiheart, what a Name's there f If the Prince be as bar- 
barous as his Name, we had as good perifti'd in the Storni : 
But I wonder the Fellow comes not, that is to condu^ me 
to Court ; th^t is, I fuppofe, to a King fitting under 3 • 
Palm-tree : What would I give for a Friend there ? 

Enter Lady Mezro and Ifabinda. - 
Lady M. (Clafpwg him on the Shoulder,^ Wh^t would 
you give, Captain ? 

Caft^ 
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Copt. Ha ! Ep^ijh I Nay, then I am not (b far oat of 
Knowledge as J imagined. 

Lady M You are a great Way from the Roie in Cd^etH* 
Garden^ I promife you. 

Capt, The Rofe in Cotftnt-Geritn ! Let me fee thy Face, 
thoB dear Angel, or I die. \Etnbraces htr. 

Lady M, Die ! Nay, then you have chang'd your In* 
clination with the Clime 5 you never us'd to die for an oJd 
Acquaintance. 

Capt. Ah ! an old Acquaintance, here, Child, is wel* 
coiner than oW Wine, and the Accident_ will give it a 
new Relifh. 

Lady M. Say you fo ? wcJ}, whether you fpeak Trnth 
OF nor, I proteft this Sight of yon pleafes me better than 
the firi ; and now. Sir, I am your humble Servant. 

[Turns up her VttL 

Capt. Ha! Mrs. Tahiti.* Why, what Wind Wcw^ yoa 
hither? 

LBii^M. Jaft foeh another ks brought you, I fanty^; 
om* Stnp wAs bound to ijladra/s. 

Capt. So was miiie. 

LadyAf. After three Dayi tcrafpdhxou* WeAthcr, hav- 
ing loft ou^ Main-maft, ^nd all our Tackle, expedking 
nothing bnt Death, when by a ^dden Gnft otir Vcml waa 
driven, upon yon dreadful Rock, whic|i fj^llt het into a - 
thoufthd Pieces, and only I by Ptotid«Ke was fiiv'd. 

Capt. Thank HeaY*n, Pve- not loft one Man ; I pity 
your Jkiisfortune, and yet, by yomr Appearance, *tis a 
Fault to pity you, for .it has turn'd to your Advantage. 
Prithee what Bufinefs had you in the Indiu f 

Lady Af. To get a Hufband ; you know few Women 
go there but to make their Fortunef. 

Capt, Which I fuppofe you have done here, Madam* - 

Lady M An Emir, which is a Lord, you muft under^- 
ftand, walking by the Sea> fide, fpied me on the Rock, and 
kindly help'd me down, fell in Love, and married me ; 
and I am now one of the greateft Women upon the Place, 

* Capt. I am glad on't, with all my Soul. Who is thi» 
Lady ? another of my old Acquaintance too ? 

Lady Af. No, I promife you ; there's a P*ace never faw 
Co'vent-Gcrden. She's niy Hufband's Niece, the beft hu- 
jnour'd Woman in the World ; and for her Beauty, kt 

M 4 that 
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that fp€ak for itfelf, (turns tip her Veil J fo, I fee by yo«f 
Eyes you Mkc her, 

J/al. Grant, great Prophet, that he may ! for I like 
Jiim, I'm fure. . [JjSde. 

Caft, Like her! I'Gad, if yoor Ifland's peopled with iiich 
Angels, *tis certainly the Land of Promife, and every 
Ship will pat in here for Provifion. 

Lady M. She's the only handfome one in it, I promiie 
you ; her Mother was Englijb, and caft hither by &ch an- 
other Accident as myfelf. 

I/ah, And do you think this Face w31 do in Ccvenf- 
Garden^ Captain? 

Caft, In Covint'Gardefip Madam ! Where would it not 
do ? Ha ! your Skin's as fmooth as the Sea in a Calna» 
and your Eyes outihine the Sun after a Storm ; your Voice 
as fweet as Syi'ens Songs ; and 'tis greater Pleuore to be- 
held you, than Land sSter a dangerous Voyage. Ill fettle 
herei Pm rcfolv'd. 

Lady M' Ah, the right Londom Strain. . [Afitt^* 

I/ah. And Tde rather go with him. [jtfide* 

Capt. Where the Devil is my Ship's Crew ? I'll have 
the Bottom of my Vefiel beat out immediately, ^t I may 
never put to Sea again. 

I/ah. I'm afraid, young Gentleman, you'll change yoor 
Note if yon knew die Cuftom of this Country. 

Lady Af. Indeed,^ my quomlam Spark, you'd be glad to 

Kt off* in a C6ck-Boat if you do, by that Time you have 
en married half fo long as I have been— -^I'm fore I 
would. 

C^/. Ay ! why fo ? you fhine in Jewels. 
Lady M. I once thought Riches the greateft, but now^ 
find them the leaft Part of Happinefs. 

Capt, Oh, yon want to fee dear England again, and da^ 
zle the Eyes of your old Acquaintance. 
Lady Af. That's not the Caufe. 
Capt. Your Hufband is old, I fuppofe ? 
LadyM. True. 

. Capt, What is that to my Repentance ? This Lady is 
young. 

Lady M. Then he is as ugly as a Baboon. 
Capt, Yet wide ; this Lady's as handfome as a Cherubin. 
Lady Af. -He's as jealous as a Spaniard^ as barbarous as^ 

a Tur^^ 
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a Turk^ and as ill-nator'd as an old Woman ; and I hate 
him as heartily as one Beauty does another ; yet fear him 
as> much as you Merchant-Men do a French Privateer. 

Capt. Why there's nothing fuper-natural in all this ; 
Women hate their Huihands ^1 the World over. 

I/ah* I'm fqre I ihoald never hate you^ if I had you 
once. (Afide,) And are not you even with us, Captain ? 
Capt. I won't anfwer for the whole Sex ; bat I'll en* 
gage for myfelf, if thou'it but try me. Child. 

1/ab. Firft hear the Conditions annext to Matrimony ; 

then, if you'll venture ■ ■ . 

Capt. Venture ! What the Devil doft think 1 that have 
'Ac'd fo many Dangers, ihould be afraid %A freih Water ? 
jl^idy M. Have a care what you fay. Captain ; for £x 
to four but you'll wifli your(elf unmarried again, as hear- 
tily as I do. 

Enter Lucy. 
Lug. Oh Madam ! undone ! undone ! my Lord's juft 
dying. 

Lady M Ah I . 
» Cafi. Undone ! Pifli, Pox, 'tis the beft News thou ever 
brought'!! in thy Life, Wench. 

' Lady M. Ruin'd \ pafl Redemption ! Oh, that ever I 
4vas born ! 

Copt. Ha ! what's the Meaning of this ? 
- IJ'ah, Oh unhappy Woman ! 

Capt, Unhappy! Adftieart, I (hou'd have guefs'd her the 
happieft Woman in the World, ttow. 

Lady M, Fly, call Phyficians ftrait, here, bribe 'em 
with Jewels, (tears off the Jetueis) give 'em a King's 
Ranfom, if they can but favc his Life, load 'cm with 
Wealth 'till they fink beneath the Weight. Oh ! my lateil 
Hour is come ! 

Capt. What the Devil can be the Matter ? why all this 
Noife ? Here's none but Friends ; I don't apprehend that 
any body can over-hear you ; thi9 is (bmething like the 
Jrijb Cry ; I fuppofe it is the Cuftom of the Country. 

[JJtde. 
Lady M. Oh no ! Neither Heaven nor Earth will hear 
me now ! I'm lofl, for ever loft ! Oh, oh, oh ! 

Capt, Humph ! now I have found it ; all the Efta^e 
goes with him, I wiurant. 

M 5 L Jy 
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Lady M. Elbfe ! fink the Eflate ! mj Life goes witk 
him \ 

JJah, Oh cruel, oh inhuman Law ! 

Capt. What a>pox, flic wont (lie for the Man (he liates, 
will (he ? Did you not wifli.to be anmanied juft now f 
and arc you forry that your Ho(band*s a-dying ? The Wo- 
man's dilbnAed fure 1 

Lady M. Oh, I mnft be buried with him alive ! O 
dreadful Thought. [Runs 0^ 

• i:apu Ha ! how's that ? Buried alive ! Tm Thundcr- 
ftrack ! Stay, 1 conjure you. Madam, (Ilo Ifmkinda) and 
explain to me this Riddle. 

Ifah, It is, Sir, the barbarous Cuftom of our Countryt 
iiril ordain'd from frequent PoifoniDg here, that which fo- 
cver of the married Pair died firft, the Survivor is buried 
with alive, dreft, and adornM, for a iecond Nuptial. 

Capt, E'gad, it has turn'd my Stomach againfl the Ard. 
(Afide.) Unheard of Barbarity ! Is none exempt the Pain 
of the Country ? 

If ah. None ; all let down a deep hollow Mountain, with 
fome Loaves of Bread, and fome Bbttles of Water, on 
which they may feed for (bme time, and then expire with* 
in the Icathfbme Dungeon. My Mother in her Bloom 
was with my Father buried : I was but thrice three Moona 
old ; yet I remember even then it rais'd a Horror in me, 
and as I grew up, £xt a Reiblution in me, never to wed 
in this curlt Place. 

Qapt. Faith, you had Reafon, Madam, and I admire 
that any body does, 

IJah, Cuflom has made it eafy to the true Co/gartan Race, 
but I have a Brifi^ Soul. 

Capt. You muft be refcued from this Impofition ; your 
Aunt too muft be fav'd. 

I/aL But how? If he dies, the Officers of Jnftfcefeizc 
her ; nay, 'tis Death for all the Houfhold if Information 
be not given ftrait. Upon the Wedding-day, two Coffins 
are always brought into the Bride- Chamber, as ported the 
Ceremony. 

Capt. E'gad, I ftiould have finall Appetite to Bmfti the 
Ceremony at the Sight of *em. 

I/a6. This is tlie dei^oraUf Stat9 of Matrimony in our 
Country. 
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Capt, It it wiire th^ Cuftem all over th^ WorU» we 
yoang Fellows ihould live deMclouflv ; Woaiea would be 
as plenty as Blackberries f we might- pyt forth our Hand« 
and take them without Jointures, ^ettlemeats, Pin-moiie}r» 
Parfofiy u^d fq fot^h. [Nt»/e.] 

Ifab. Hark ! I hear a Noiie ! Oh, 'tsxy poor Aum ! i 
muft in, and fi?e the Event 

Cap. ^irft promife me that if I contrive a Way to beato 
yov hence» you'll conl^ot to go with me } 

I/ab, With all my Heart, there's my Hand upon it ; wi 
We no Time for Courcihtp ; 111 meet yon hitie again in 
an Hour. [Exit. 

Capt. Now if I can but handfomly carry off thefe Wo* 
men, their Jewels will torn to better Account than an 
Uafi-liuiia Voyage. 

Enter Boatfwain and Sailors. 

Well, what Cheer, my Lads ? I have ieen die Prince^ 
and obtained his Leave for every Thing I aik'd. 

\fi. SaiL Chper! why Faith, Captain, we (ail dire£dy 
before the Wind; and I want but your Confent to malu 
the richeil Port in the Univecfe. 

Capt. What do yott mean I 

iji SaiL What! why I can have a fine Lady here, with 
as maay Jewels ^hout her as will baUaft a Ship, if yon-it 
but give flBte my Difcharge ;. nay, I won't be ungrateftil 
for it neither, you fhall have all my Pay : What »y you, 
Mai^r* will you lead me yoiir Hand 10 heave me into 
good Fortune ? 

2d SaiL Will you be Aife-heartcd then^ Nickf Nell 
Hvill hang herfelf in her Garters when (he bears ft. 

xft^aiL Let her, ktAer, what care I: Odsfi(h ! do you 
think I'd leave a £rii Rate for a Frigate; foriakeallne 
Lady for NeU? Thai's quitting a Bowl* oT Punch for a 
Draught of Sea-water. [Spittings , 

Meat. I wonder what (he fawin that ugly Phiz of thine, 
that's always as dirty as the Hammock you fwing in ; and 
as feldom wa(h jd as your Shirty which is not once a Quartets 

zdSail. Ha, ha! Oh, ihe fell in Love with his Noti 
or his Lees. 

iJ^SttS. Why, what Faok can yea'fiid:witha^ Noft ^ 
JM* Hal W ftnad, aad peth^r iluit't Aore tbaii 
fmtm is* M^ . - ' J^^ 
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Boat. Nay, nay, don't find Fault with his Nofe, it is 
like the Bowfprit, and his Legs would ferve for a Main« 
jnaft; I warrant the Jade anderftands Sailing, and fo 
wifely provides againft Streis of Weather, ha, ha. 
^ V? Sail, rfaith, (he's a tite Veffcl, and 111 man her as 
titely, I warrant ye, my Lads. 

Caft. Ha, ha ; hark ye. Sirrah ; there's fuch Condi- 
tions entail'd upon this Woman, you are fo fond of, that 
will make you as Wife-fick, as the Sea did in your firft 
Voyage. 

. yfi SaiL Aye, it's no Matter for that. Captain ; yoa 
muft not think to ferve me as yon do a Whale, fling out 
an empty Cafk till the Subftance gets by. Look ye, Maf- 
ter, to fetch up half her Wealth, I'd dive to the Bottom 
of the Sea, and venture being fwallow'd by a Shark, Nic^ 
would, rfaith, Mailer. 

ZiiSaiL Well hid, Nick \ E'gad, I warrant you think 
to be an Ambral now. 

\Jf SaiL Why, why not, if I have "Money enough to 
buy it ? And I will be an Ambral too, for all you, and my 
Jylafter here, ihall be my Rear-Ambral. 

Capt, Oh, your very humble Servant, Mr. Admiral— 
but fuppofe your Wife ihould die, Nick f 

\fi Sail, Better and better dill ; her Gold, and precious 
Stones, won't die too; and E'gad, 111 drink to her good 
Voyage in a Bowl of Punch, clap my Riches aboard, and 
Loift Sail for merry England, 

Capt, Ha, ha. Do you know that the Law of this lilaiid 



buries the living Hufband with the dead Wife. 
\ft Sail. Ha T the Devil it dees ! 



Capt. 'Tis even fo. 

.Beat, Ambral, I wilh yon much Joy. 

jJl'Sail. Alive! 

2i/ Sail. What, is the Windchop'd full in your Teeth, 
Ji&Vi/' Ha, ha, ha! 

iji Sail. Ay, Faith, and blows fo hard, that it fiiall blow 
my Head off e're I make the Port of Matrimony in this 
Uand. Buried ^ith her? quotha ! E'gad, I always thought 
the Wedding-Oieet the Winding-Zheetof Pieafure, ^ter a 
Month ; but to have no Hopes beyond her ; Zounds ! I had 
r^ther'ftt in the Bilboes all Days of my Life. Ill aboard this 
Minute. Bpaf/hnain^ yoUgrumU'd^ati^y cOpdfortun&juft 
•-^w, take h^ youf felf ^ if you wiUt . fimt^ 
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Mi>ai, The Devil take me if I do. 

Capt.. I told you I fhould take off the Edge of your Ap- 
petite: Go, go, try and get the Ship off: I'll be aboard 
immediately. Have you got any Proviiions ? 

Boat^ That we have, good Store. 

Lapt. Well, well, be gone then. 
. \ft Sail. Ay, with all my Heart ; if I get once aboard, 
I'll dick as clofe to the Ship as Pitch to a Rope ; and fink 
lyith her rather than come aihore again. Buried with a 
Wife! the Devil! [£;c^tt«/ Sailors. 

Copt. Let me consider ; what Stratagem fiiall I ufe to 
carry off the Women. 

Enter Ifabinda. 

I/ab. There's a fad Houfe within ; but hang me if I 
don't fancy my Uncle counterfeits ; for in my Mind his 
Pulfe beats as regular as mine. 

Capt, Ha 1 Say you fo ? Then I have it. Convey me 
into the Houfe, where I'll tell you the Plot, to free you 
from thefe Apprehenfions. 

I/ab. If you effe£l it you are a Deity. Come along with 
me; in this Confuiion I can preferve you undifcover'd. 

Capt. Along then. ^ [ExeunU 

S .C E N E II. 
The Emir 01 a Coucb^ nrntb his Wife sweeping hy himy and 
AttendatUs round about. Table^ Couch, 2 Chairs, GaU 

fypOtSf &c. 

" Lady. Dh Difira&ion ! Look up my Lord, my Love^ 
my Huiband ! Oh, you will break my Heart, and I (hall 
go before you ! Oh, oh, oh ! 
. Emir. The Stars forbid! Oh, oh! [Groa^u 

Lady. Ah 1 Help ye Slaves Gently bear him up — . 

Rub his Temples— -Apply the Hartfhorn to his Nofe— 
Oh fpeak and tell me how you do, my Dear J— Oh, oh, 
oh ! ' [Roars out* 

Emir. Very bad Oh, oh! 

. La^. Are you very bad, jny Love ? What will become 
€f me ? [A/de. 

Em. Very bad indeed. Wife Oh, I Ihall not live 

this Day, I doubt. 

Lady. Ah 1 What do I hear ? -— Oh, ye cruel Powers, 
^Why was I c^ opoa this Shoar i Cuxk oa (hefe gUtter- 
% ' ' '[ iig 
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ing BawbleSy whole bewitching Luftre cheats us of f roe 
fiappineis. (Tears off her Jewels,) A Thirft of Riches drew 
Bic from that Land where Widow-hood is h^py — to die 
within a loathfbme Dungeon^ anpickd and forlora. 

Em, What does (he fey now ? ■■■ Priehee, my Dear, 
don't afflia yourfelf fo much— You'll be fick, my Love^- 

Lady, Butyou'lidic, my Love Sick, qnotha! Good 

Heaven ! Can I be well when you are dying ? 

Em. Oh, yoQ- think of the Cuftom of our Country, 
Wife ; you fear to be buried with me, that's all. 

Lady. All does he cdl i t f 4^. 

Em. Now, if it had pleas'd Great Mahomet, that thott 
(bouldft have gone firft, I fliould have accompanied thee 
with Pleafure 

Lady, That's more than I fliall do yoo, Fm fure. \JJIde. 
So fhall I you, my Dear, as to any Bufinefs I have witb 
Life, when thou'rt gone : but the Pain to fee thee die, to 
part with thee for ever, is the Shock that Nature feels — 
bnt 'tis unkindly urg'd to think I fear the Cnilom of the 
Mand— for what Joy could I have when thou art gone ? 

Em, I doubt (he lies — Bnt thi» is the only Way T cou^t 
ever find to keep her in Subjedion ; for as fbon as I am well, 
whip ! (he's fcampcr'd, and I have no more Comfort of a 
Wife than I (hould have in her Grave : If all Engli/b 
Wives are fueh Gadders, Heaven help their Hnfbands, 1 
iky 

Lady. How doft thou do. Jewel ? 

Em. I think I am a little better 5 I believe 1 could eat 
a Leg of that Chicken within ■ 

Ladf. Fly ye Slaves, and fetch it inftantly. Oh, all ye 
Powers, that proteft oar Lives, I thank ye ; I feel the 
Springs of Joy recruit ; thy Words run thro' my Soul with 

fuch exulting Pleafure, that 'tis all one Rapture Oh, 

let me hold thee ever in my Arms Ohl that finglc 

Word, Better has more Harmony in it than the Mufic 

of the Spheres Thus let me kifs it from thy Lips, 'tis 

the richeft Cordial Nature could produce to raife my fink- 
ing Hopes. (Embraces and kijjh him in an Extafy.) WhcnS 
are you. Slaves, why do yoii ^2sy fo long. 

Enter Ser^antt. 
£fih Ah, tliis Wife of wne d5^.bHt(ioutit€rftit*thf» 

Love 
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Love to me, I fear -^-— If our Lmt did not bury the Liv« 
ing with the JDead, here would be no Joy for my Recoveiy* 

Lady, Come, my Dear, ihaU I cut it for thee ? 

£m, No» I'll not trouble thee. [HeetUs amieatsgretdtfy. 
Tis very good : Won't you eat a Bit of it, Dearv ? 

Lady. No, thoa ihalt eat it all — He feeds heartily : 
Ab, it' I had him in Old England^ I ihould wifii it were his 
laft— ^Oh, the vaft Differenee between a Widow's Weed 
and a Winding-Sheet, between the civil Ceremonies of 
ihedding Tears at the Graye> and the barbarovs Caftom 
of making one's Bed there. 

Em. How p]eas*d ihe » ? Ah, wouM flie be in thi^ good 
Humour always 

Lady. Much good may do yov, my 1}^». [Kifishim. 

Em. I thank you, my Love-««— Ah, yoo little Rogue, 
bow warm your Buflea are-> (Rifisfrom tbi TabU) Od, 
they infttfe new Li^ into me ; and methinks I feel Health 
pop into my Heart, like a Pop-eun—— Another Ki6y my 
Deareft-*— ^iTj^/ bir.) So, to, thou haft done it, thou 
baft done it, thou dear Rogue— ^Go, what do yon ftare 
at ? be gone and leave your Lady and I alone ■ ■ ■ ■ 

[To tbe SeruoMtSM 

Lady. Say you fo a lone ! aias, are you fit to be left 
dione*— leave a dying Man alone— -—Let them ftir if they 
dare— — -I ihall take better Cai« of you than that. comet 
to, my Dear. 

Em. Pi(h, Piih, I tell thee I am out of Danger. 

Lady. I wilh thou wert— — 

Em. Indeed I am, and t^ou ihalt ivs^ it fo ; therefore, 
prithee let them go— [JVinkiiig at her. 

Lady. Ala«, I fear you are Ugh^-headed, my Dear ; Aye, 
your Pulfe is upon the Galop ; you are in a raging Fever 
—Oh, woe is me ! Oh, oh, oh ! Away, fome of ye^ 
and fetch a Dodor. 

Em. Piha, pfha; I teH thee thou art miftaken ; I am ia 
BO Fever but what proceeds from thy pretty pouting Lips, 
and thou art the beft Phyfician, let me kifs them again | 
ye, ye, ye, ye, dear fq^t Charmer, ye, ye» 

Lady. Are you fure you are well ? 

Em. Very fure on't^ my Dear—- -^Come, let ns take a 
Nap together. 

lad;/. You know I ^titeep 1a the Day-time: befides, 

yo» 
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you ought to retarn yoar Prophet Thanks for your Reco* 
very' ■ ■ 

£m. Oh, that ni do To morrow. 

La^* To-morrow ! A Man of yoar Years ought to be 
afh^im'd of deferring Things of that Kind till To-morrow. 

Em, Why, Child, upott OcQtfion one may 

Lady. Occafion ! What Occafions have People of yGor 
Age for Life, but to pray — — — ^ 

£m. Have Women in yout Country no other Bi7fine(» 
for their Haibands, my Dear ? 

LaJy* No 

Em. Humpth ! That was the Reafbn yoa left it, I 
doubt 
. Loify, Ah ! would I had never left it— — 

Em, But come, come, 3fOtt jeft but with me. Zirrf, 
fetch your Lady's Night gowu ■ I love to fee her in her 

Night-gown Ah, thofc roguifii Eyes I Anodicr Kift 

and then 

Lady. You love to fee me in my Night-gown, I think 

I (han't confult your Fancy much Prithee no more 

Sleeping ; your Breath's ready to ftrike one down, and 
your Beard's as rough as a Hedge-hog. Luey,' fetch me 
my Veil, I have a Vifit to make. 

Lucy. Yes, Madam. [Ex/f, 

Em, So, flie's no Changeling, I find; never Man had 

fuch a Wife, certainly 1 muft always be fick, or flxe'U 

always be out of Humour. (A/ide.) Sure you'll not leave 
me, Wife. 

Lady. Indeed but I (hall,* Hufband. [£«/«• Lucy. 

Lmy. Here's the Veil, Madam. \Sbe puts it en, 

Em. Well, go then, 1 won't hinder you — — Sbadock^ 
give roe my Cloak ; I'll go fee the Grand Emir, and pais 
away the Time a little till your Lad/s Return. 

Lady. Well, now I like your Humour. You (hoo'd al- 
ways let your Wife go, when and where (he pteaies. 

Em. That I refolve for the future Ha! what ails 

IQe . Bleifs me, I'm very fick o'th' Sadden ; oh, oh ! 

pray lead me to my Bed, or I (hall die this Moment^—— 

Lady. Ha I what's that, die (ay you ? \thitnmoffberViih 
Oh wretched me! here, here, here, here, take a little of 
ihis, my Lord, Judgment is pronounc'd againft my Life, 

and 
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and I. mull die at laft^Y-^^'^J— — *Away, and call the 
Phyiicians ; HaHe, fly, oh, oh, oh I 

,£m. No, no, 'twill off again ; *tis only a Fit-:— thy 
Kindnefs is my beft Cordial. TJI try to refl a little. 

Liufy. Withdraw all of you, and ieparate ihto Silence* 
I'll watch by thee. Heaven fend my Love a comfortable 

Nap What Diftradions tear my Bread — Now Hope, 

then Defpair, with alternate Sway^ exercife their Power» 
and no kind Glimpfe of Safety offers me Relief. 

^ Enter Ifabinda. 

I/. Oh Aunt, the Captain is without, and has a Secret 
to deliver us from this Place if youll but help the Deiign. 

Lady. Bring him in: If your Uncle wakes Pll tell him 
it is a Doflor. . . ^ 

Enter Captain and nnshifpers the Lady, 

Ifah. Here he is. 

Capt. Do you this; and Pll be readv to finifli it. \Exiu 

Lady. Pll venture. Oh fortune, oe this once propi- 
tious, and Pll fubmit my Ifuture Life, without the leaft 
Complaint Ah! my Head turns round ! Oh, I faint, I 
die! [5<u»0«f. 

Jfab. Ah Help ! Help ! Where arc you ? My Aunt's 
ibacL Help! Help! {TbelLisax rifts^ runs^ and 

catehesbcUofhhJVifi. 

Em* Vm Thunder-flruck—- — Oh, oh, oh, oh ! 

Seru. Ha ! Dead ! Nay then, where are the Coffins } 

[Exeunt Servants. 

Emrr. Oh, woe is me ! Speak to me, my D^ar ; fpeak 
to me ; fpeak to me. 

J/ah. As I fufpedled : See how nimble he is at the Ap* 
prehenfion of being buried with her. What ihall I do ? 
file's breathlefs quite 

Emtr. Oh, oh, oh! f Roars out. J Undone, undone, for 
ever 

^a6. Ay, it is you have been the Caufe, oh, wretched 
Man ! Prophet, thou art jufl. 

Emir. Wretched indeed. I confefs I did but counter- . 

feit Oh Alia, /^/^«f^/;^ pardon my Deceit, and- give me 

back her Life, and let her cuckold me with every Thing 
(he meets j let her be the verieft Wife that ever England 

bred. 
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you ooght to return your Prophet Thanks for yonr Reco- 
very—— 

Em. Oh, that 1*11 do To morrow. 

Liufy, To-nK)rrow ! A Man of yonr Years ought to be 
afham'd of deferring Things of that Kind till To-morrow. 

Em» Why, Child, upon Occpfion one may 

Lady, Occafion ! What Occafions hare People of yoor 
Age for Life, bat to pray ■ 

Em. Have Women in yoor Country no other Bdineis 
for their Hufbands, my Dear ? 

La(fy. No 

Em. Humpth ! That was the Reafon yoH left it, I 
doubt 
. Lady. Ah ! would I had never left i t ■ ■ 

Em. But come, come, you jeft but with me. Lmrj^^ 
fetch your Lady's Night gowo — ^I love to fee her in her 

Night-gown Ah, thofe rogoiihEyesl Anodier Kifs 

and then 

Lady. You love to fee me in my Night-gown, I think 

I (han't confult your Fancy much Prithee no more 

Sleeping ; your Breath's ready to ftrike one down, and 
your Beard's as rough as a Hedge-hog. Luty^ fetch me 
my Veil, I have a Viiit to make. 

Lucy, Yes, Madam. [Exif.. 

Em, So, flie*s no Changeling, I find ; never Man had 

fuch a Wife, certainly 1 muft always be fick, or (he'll 

always be out of Humour. (A/ide.) Sure you'll not leave 
me, Wife. 

Lady. Indeed but I (hall; Hufband. [i?«/«- Lucy* 

Lucy. Here's the VeD, Madam. {She puts it en, 

Eij;. Well, go then, T won't hjnderJ«^j|— Shadii^k^ 
give n>c my Cloak ; rJl go fee the ^^PB|^ ^^ P^^ 
away ihe Time a little till your 7 ^^ 

LeJ)\ Well, now 1 like your 
ways bt your Wife ] 

Em. Thzit I ' ' 
me - — — BkA 
pray lead me 

la.'iy, Hal^ 
Oh wretched 
ihiS| my 
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hrtdfr I never wiH be jeahma more ! oh, oh ! fGets vf an J 
runt to her^ and feels her -Buffe^ then rubs ber femflesj ajrj 
fr^s m g ai m } Is there any Hopes, Niece ? . 

Ifah. No, none. Ohdiftrading Thought! This comes 
of jroitr frigbtkig hcrfo. 

Emir, Oh ibrgiw me, Niece, fbr I traly repent : Alas! 
I did it only to keep her in Subjcftion. Oh fetch the Cor- 
dial which I, like a fklfe Wretch, had no Occafion for ! 
Oh ! I do btliere fte \c!if*A me now ! Oh Niece, try, try, 
to pour fomc down her Throa* ; for I tremble fo, I can- 
not guide it to her Lips. 

jjW. Afas ! her Teeth are ftt : She's gone \ for ever gone ! 

JrwV. Then Tm gone toa! [Burjs out again into feats. 
Okf oh, oh ! 

Enter Servants twith ttvo Cojffins. 

I/ab. Oh kaiing Sight! (knoehj Thou glorious Sun af- 
£ft us now and we are happy. \.4fi^' 

Emir. Ay do, do pray for thy Unclfe, Child : Ob, 
oh^ eh! 

lift*. I have Occafion fbr my Prayers myfclft at i^h-, 
Ttaie, I thank ye, for i*m aftaid we aa in the gseat^c , 
Danger at picfcnt. iJfide^ 

JSWr. fTunu and fees the CofinsJ Oh, oh, oh^ dial ever 
I married I Where ihaU I hide myfelf? Oli, oti, oht 

[Runsojf.' 

Aw. Stfixf him, ftop hi|n. [fxm^ Sdrv^nls. 

I/ab. Call the Officers of* Julliceff fait i Imuftb'eauel 
iere. So, he's gone. Captain, come forth. 

JTffrtr Captain. 

Lady. Vm almoft choak'd with holding my Breath (a 
long ; what's to be done now ? Pray Heaven we profjper ! . 

Cafrt. I warrant you, Madam, come, come, be quick, 
you muft aboard this Minute. Have you any Thing you 
would take with you ? - , 

I/ab. I have pack'd up all your Jewels, and every ThiBg 
of Value, here. Madam : Mercy on me, how I tremble ! - 

Lady. And I'm ready to fink with Fear: If we are 
taken we are undone, and you lofe your Lives. 

Capt. Nothing like a good Courage : Corner let's not 
fland di/puting, and lofe the lucky Minute. ., 
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i«^ Fron diofe carft Laws, oh }eMne 'Icape widi Lift. 
ffitt. And make me any Creature bat a Wife* 
CMft^ Your Wealth at any Time decides the Strife. 

[Exeunt* 
SCENE m. 

A Cofgarian Lady, ilragging in thfaft Sdiier, 

Lady. Nay, don't thiirfc to leave me, Sh, did you not 
promm tA Iby here ? 

ifi Sail But will you promiie not to die before me 
then ? Anfwer me that : Ad(bud, who do yon think to 
choiife? ha! 

Latfy^ What aie you afraid to die with her you love f 

ift Sail. Love ! Zounds ! does any body love a Wonaan 
well enough to die with her ? 

Latfy, Yet, certainly, with their Wives. 

iji Sail. Thaft a Miftake, d'ye ftc ; for of all the Wo* 
men in the World Wo case the leaft £w oar Wives, in mj 
Oouftiry« 

Lady. ThatV ftnHiger. Wly, I fhonU rejoke to die whir 
you, pretty BttgHfimtm. 

tfiSaiL Aye, one Way, perhaps, pretty DeviH But to 
be plain with you, I deflre to die no Way with yon at all p 
Mid fb I ftiear of. [Gohigm 

Lady. Stay. Cannot Gold and Jewek tempt you f 

\Skiwt add and %«ttf^ 

iJlSaiL Nb. . 

Lady. What aw you Enghjhmen made on > 

\ft Sail Fle(h and Rood, Child : If I can find one of 
Iron and Steel, 1^ reeommend him to you. 

Ladyi Iron and Steel I What kind of Men are diey ^ 

\ft SaU. Oh, ThJRgs that Me ib well acquainted with 
the Earth, that thcy'Jl lie twenty Years in it and take ncT 
Hurt : Now for my Part, I have as much Antipathy to 
frefti Mould as frefh Water j and had rather eat Sea-Biiket 
^n a green Sod } and the Wind will as foon blow Ndhh . 
and by §outh, as I be prevailed upon to turn in with you. 

Lady, Faint-hearted Wretch ! Take me with you, then, 
to your World. 

\ft Sail Look ye, 1*11 have nothing to do with you at 
all ; and there's your Anfwer ; and if you oiFer to Hop me, 
I fliall m^e efe of my Cat cf Nine Tails, in troth I (h^U. 

Zoanda ! 



ft84 A BiCKZK%TAn*s Burymg', or^ 

Z^xtnds I I never had fa- h an Averficm fora Woman in my 
tifc. [Exit SaRor. 

Ladj^, Sure this is ibxne Sea-Monfter, it cannot be a 
Man, and Proof againft Gold and Jewels. 

The Eurofeam*9 God is Gold, we Indians fay» 
Then dare they fly from that to which they pray ? 
When next ' ■ . '■ 

To th* fhinihg Ore thou doft for Mercy fu^, . . 

As yottVe been deaf to me, may that be deaf to yoo. 

[£>//. 
Enter fecond Sailor. 
1^ Sail, Ha! the Woman here that MVi ihonld have 
had ; a faint-hearted Dog! Now have I a Mind to knock 
her Brains out, and carry of her Jewels. 

Ladj. What's here— —another of |hc puny Knares I 

[AWbiftUmtbin, 
%d Sail. Ha ! the Bofon^s Whiiftle f nay then I mu£t be 
fyccdy; and yet I can't find in my Heart to kill her. 

[Whipi again. 
Adflieaity I ihall be left afhoar ;* I^moft away. 
Lady. Yott look diforder*dy Sir s are you in Love I 
td Sail, With your rare glifPning Stones I am ; and if 
voor damn'd Fafhton did not heave the living Hn&and o'le 
board with the dead Wife« I did not care if I iaid I was 
in love with you. 

Ladj^. Then take me where we may live for ever; ibr 
indeed I don't like this Cnfiom amongft us* bnt moil obey 
it. Come, bear me hence, and I wiU load thee with 
Wealth enough to buy thy Country. 

\WinftIe and hoilow ^witbin^ 
%d Sail. Ha I I have no Time to think ; come al(»ig 
then ; I'll venture to fwing in a HamnuKk with you for 
once. 

Blow gently, Boreas^ NeptuMeh Rage confound^ 
And fet us fafely upon Britijb Ground, 
Where we will drmk and fing till the whole World goes 
round. J^Examt. 

- S C E N E IV. 

The Emir dragged in hy Officers, njoith Servants bringing in 
Loaves of Bread and Bottles of Water. 
Off. What, a Native of Cojgar, and tremble at it$ 

.Lawst 
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Lawsl when even our Kings are fubjcft to 'em. For 
Shame, Emir^ bear yourfelf like a Man— Come, open 
the Coffin, and put in the Loaves and Water. 

Emir, Ah, 1 (haH have but fmall Stomach to eat^-[^4^. 
Confound our Laws ; i*m informed that no Part of the 
World is curft widi fuch, but only us, the reft live as long as 

they can : To be buried alive Oh curs'd Cuftom ! Oh, 

oh, oh ! In perfeft Health too ! Oh, oh, oh ! 

Off^ In Health ! nay my Lord, that you are not ; every 
body expeded your Death this Morning ; the Fright o£ 
which, I fuppofe, has caus'd your Lady's ; Pm fure every 
body thought you very ill. 

Emir. Aye^ and may be every body thought me wil- 
ling to die, but every body was miftaken. 

Of, My Lord, we have |io Time for Talking; it is not 
in our Powers to prevent your Fate. Here, lift him into 
the Coffin. Where arc your Cords to let the Coffini 
down tjie Mountain ? [Thty/eixe hitfu 

Emir, I will not go down the Mountain : Unconfdoa- 
able Rogues ! (firuggUs ^th thtm^) I hope your Wive» 
will die To-morrow— —Hold, hold, let me fee my Wife 
£rft ; fhe died fuddenly, and may eome to Life ajgaih. 
Of Piih! Pifli! This is Trifling, in with hiro, f fay. 
Emir, I tell you my Wife was an Engiifi Wife, and 
troubled with Vapours, as all that Country Wives are.; ^ 
flie us'd to die and come to Life again ten Times in an Hour, 
therefore I will fee her. [Struggling to reach at her CoJim. 
2d Off. Shall he fee hcr» Brother ^ 
ift Off. No, no. 

Emir, Ye Dogs, 1 vnllf Gets ifold M*t, aud fulls off th 

JJd.J By Alia, Sun, Moon and Stars, here's no body! 

Huzza, nere's no body, ihe's alive. [Jumps and dances amif. 

Off, Alive ! bring her out then. 

Emir, Nay, do you bring her ont^ if you will, for yott 

ihall never bring qie in. 

Off, My Lord, I ihall make you bring her out ; yott 
have buried her in your Garden, I fuppofe ; bat that fhan't 
ferve : Produce her living, or I'll inftantly proceed to the 
Ceremony of Burial with you : Where is fhe ? 

Emir, Sir, I told you before fhe was an Enghfi Wife, 
and I believe few Hulbands know where to find them* 

Off. This fliatf t fcrv« : Where's Mrs. Ifabinda^ your 
Niece? ^m? 
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Emr* ^yCti her Aiuit» for ooght I know. , 

Enter a Servant, 

^irv. Oh> my Lord, the SUp that was cafl here, yefter- 
day, is gone o/F, and with it your Lady, Niece and MaiJ, 
with all your Jeweb. 

Emr. With all my Scul ; and tbeie's (bmethin^ for tkf 
News; a boon Voyage, and a meny Gale to them, iay I; 
it is the moft comfortable Lofs that ever Man had. 

Off. Why, what a Misfortune's this \ Here's oar Fees 
loft. \Afiik. 

Emir, And if fver yon catch me mairwig again, FIl 
Mve yon leave to ufe your Cords. Dogs ! get out of my 
fioufe, go ; troop. Vermin, no going down the Monn- 
tain now — ^Here, kick the Coffins after them, widi dieir 
Loaves and Water ; for there flxall never be more Oecafioa 
for 'em in this Hoaie, I promiie yo n » Come, wbete 
are my Servants ? Here, let me have Mufick and Dano- 
log, to cheer my Spirits. 

The Laws of Wedlock all Men think ievere ; 
Bat 'ti£ Damnation fore to many heic. 
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ing Bawbles, wbofe bewitching Luftre cheats us ef tmt 
Happineis. (Tears of her JeiveTs,) A Thirft of Riehes drew 
me from that Land where Widow-hood is happy — to die 
within a loathfbme Dtmgeon, unpitied and forlorn. 

Em, What does Ihc fey now ? ■■■ Prithee, my Dear» 
don't afflid yourfelf fo much You'll be fick, my Love^- 

Lady, Butyou'Udie, my Love Sick, qnotha! Good 

Heaven ! Can I be well when you are dying ? 

Em. Oh, 3^u' think of the Cuftoin of our Country, 
Wife ; you fear to be buried with me, that's all. 

Laify. All docs he call it—— [Jj^e. 

Em, Now, if it had pleas'd Great Mahomet^ that thoar 
fiiouldft have gone £a'(l, I (hould have accompanied thee 
with Pleafnre 

Lady, That's more than I fliall do yoo, Vm fure. \Afide. 
So (hall I you, my Dear, as to any Baiiaefs I have witb 
Life, when thou'rt gone : but the Pain to fee thee die, to 
part with thee for ever, is the Shock that Nature feels— 
bnt 'tis unkindly urg'd to think I fear the Cufiom of the 
Mand — for what Joy could I have when thou art gone ? 

Em. I doubt (he lies — But thi^ is the only Way I couUf 
ever find to keep her in Subjed^ion ; for as fbon as I am well, 
whip ! (he's fcampcr'd, and I have no more Comfort of a 
Wife than I (hould have in her Grave : If all EfigUfi 
Wives are fueh Gadders, Heaven help their Hulbands, I 
fay 

Lady. How doft thou do. Jewel ? 

Em. I think I am a little better \ \ believe I could eat 
a Leg of that Chicken within ' " ■ 

Lady. Fly ye Slaves, and fetch it inftantly. Oh, all yet 
Powers, that protefl our Lives, I thank ye ; I feel the 
Springs of Joy recruit ; thy Words run thro' my Soul with 

(iich exulting Pleafure, that 'tis all one Rapture Oh, 

let me hold thee ever in my Arms Oh I that fingle 

Word, Better has more Harmony in it than the Mufic 

of the Spheres Thus let me kifs it from thy Lips, 'tis 

the richell Cordial Nature could produce to raife my fink- 
ing Hopes. (Embraces and ktjfes him in an Extafy.) Whe«! 
are you. Slaves, why do yoa ^?e^ fo long. 

Enter Sertvemts. 
v« A}i» diis Wifepf mine d^'bnt^nterfistttfan 

liOve 
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Love to me» I itu -^-— If our Um did not biuy the Iiv« 
ing with the Dead, here would be no Joy for my iUcovt ry« 

Lady. Come, my Dear, ihall I cat it for thee \ 

Em. No» ril not trouble thee. \He(uU and tats grndilj. 
Tis very good : Won't yon eat a Bit of it, Dearv ? 

Lady. No, thou ihalt eat it all •— He feeds heartily : 
Ah, if I had him in Old England^ I ihoold wi(h it were his 
laft ■ Oh, the vail DiiFerence between a Widow's Weed 
and a Windiag^Sheet, between the civil Ceremonies of 
ihedding Tears at the Graye» and the barbaroas Coftom 
of making one's Bed there. 

Em. How pleas*d /he k ? Ah, wouM ihe be in Ais good 
Humour always 

Lady, Much good may do yoOy my Dear. [I^ffisbim* 

Em. I thank you, my Love-*--— Ah, yoo little Rogue, 
how warm your Bufles 9x%^''>'-^(Ri/esJrom tbi Table J Od, 
Uiey infufe new Li^ into me ; and methink^ I feel Health 
pop into my Heart, like a Pop-gun— Another KiIb, my 
Deareft-'-— ^Aj^/ btr.) So, £, thou haft done it, thou 
haft done it, thou dear Rogne— -^Go, what do you ftart 
at ? be gone and leave your Lady and I alone——— 

[To ibe S£r*vatrtJ» 

Latfy. Say you fo a lone ! alas, are you fit to be left 
^one— leave a dying Man alone— —Let them ftb if they 

dare 1 ihail uke better Cak« of you than that comet 

to, my Dear. 

Em. Pifli, Pifli, I tell thee I am out of Danger. 

Lady. I wifh thou wcrt— — 

Ent. Indeed I am, and tkou (halt find it fo ; therefore, 
prithee let them go [IVmkwg at ber. 

Lady. Alas^ Ifearyouareligh^-headed^ my Dear; Ayty 
your Pulfe is upon the Galop ; you are in a raging Fever 
—Oh, woe is me ! Oh, oh, oh ! Away, fome of ye^ 
and fetch a Dodor. 

Em. Pflia, pfha; I tefl thee thou, art miftaken ; I am in 
BO Fever but what proceeds from thy pretty pouting Lips, 
and thou art the beft Phyfician, let me kifs them again i 
ye, ye, ye, ye, dear fqft Charmer, ye, ye. 

Lmfy. Are you fure yon are well } 

Em. Very Aire on't^ my Dear— -^Come^ let ns Xai 
Nap together. 

liujf. You know I can't it^ep Ia Ui^ Day-iune : bef 
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you ought to retorn your Prophet Thanks for yoar Reco- 
very— — 

Em. Oh, that 111 do To morrow. 

Loify. To-morrow ! A Man of your Years ought to be 
afham'd of deferring Things of that Kind till To-morrow. 

Em. Why, Child* upoR Occ?fion one may 

Lady. Occafton ! What Occafiona have People of yo^r 
Age for Life, but to pray ■ 

Em. Have Women in yom Country no other Bofineii 
for their Hufbands, my Bear ? 

£^. No 

Em. Humpth! That was the Reafon yon left it, I 
doubt 
. Ltdf. Ah ! would I had never left it-— — 

Em. But come, come, yon jeft but with me. Lucyt 
fetch your Lady^ Night gown-— ^I love to fee her in her 
Night-gown-*— ~ Ah, thofe rognifiiEyes! Anodier Kiis 
and then 

Ladf. Yon love to fee me in my Nightgown, I think 

I (han't confuh your Fancy much Prithee no more 

Sleeping ; your Breath's ready to ftrike one down, and 
your Beard's as rough as a Hedge-hog. Lu€yi fetch me 
my Veil, I have a Vifit to make. 

Lucy, Yes, Madam. [Exit, 

Em^ So, ^e's no Changeling, I find ; never Man had 

fuch a Wife, certainly 1 muft always be fick, or ftie'll 

always be out of Humour. (A/ide.) Sure you'll not leave 
me, Wife. 

Lady. Indeed but I (hall,* Hulband. [£xr/^ Lucy. 

Luty. Here's the Veil, Madam. [She puts it en, 

Em. Well, go then, 1 won't hinder you — Sbadock^ 
give me my Cloak ; I'll go fee the Grand Emir, and pais 
away the Time a little till your Lady's Return. 

Lady. Well, now I like your Humour. You (hoo^d al- 
ways let your Wife go, when and where (he fJeaies. 

Em. That I rcfolve for the future Ha! what ails 

IQe. Bleis me, I'm very (ick o'th' Sadden; oh, ohl 

pray lead me to my Bed, or I (hall die this Moment-^ 

Laefy. Ha I what's that, die (ay you ? [thrvwsoffherVaL 
Oh -wretched me! here, liere, here, here, take a little of 
ihis| my Lord* Judgment is pronounc'd againft my Life, 

and 
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and I mull die at laft.Y^^^^J—-— Away, and call the 
PKyiicians : Halle, fly, oh, oh, oh I 

.Em, No, no, 'twill oiF again ; 'tis only a Fit-:— thy 
Kindnefs is my bell Cordial. i;il try to reH a little. 

Lad^. Withdraw all of you, and ieparate into Silence. 
I'll watch by thee. Heaven fend my Love a comfortable 

Nap What Dillradlions tear my Bread — Now Hope, 

then Defpair, with alternate Sway^ exercife their Power, 
and no kind Glimpfe of Safety offers me Relief. 

^ Enter Ifabinda. 

I/, Oh Aunt, the Captain is without, and has a Secret 
to deliver us from this Place if you'll but help the Defign. 

Lady. Bring him in : If your Uncle wakes Til tell him 
it is a Dodor. . ^ 

Enter Captain and'wbifpirs the Lady, 
Ifah. Here he is. 

Capt* Do you this; and I'll be ready to finilh it. \ExiU 
Lady. rU venture. Oh Ifi'ortane, be this once propi- 
dpus, and I'll fubmit niy future Life, without the leaft 
Complaint Ah ! my Head tnms round ! Oh» I faint* I 
die ! \^mooons* 

JfiUf. Ah Help ! Help I Where arc yon ? My Aunt's 
deacL Help! Help! \TbelS.taax rifis^ runs^ and 

catches bold of bhWift^ 
' Em, I'm Thunder-ftruck-^— -Oh, oh, oh, oh ! 
Serv. Ha 1 Dead ! Nay then, where are the Coffins } 

[Exeunt Servants, 
Emrr. Oh, woe is me I Speak to me, my D^ar ; fpeak 
to me ; fpeak to me. 

IJah. As I fu(pe6led : See how nimble he is gt the Ap- 
prehenfion of being buried with her. What ihall I do ? 
(he's breathlefi quite 
Emir, Oh, oh, oh! (Roars out,) Undone, undone, for 

ever 

I/ah. Ay, it is you have been the Caufe, oh, wretched 
Man ! Prophet, thou art juH. 

Emir. Wretched indeed. I confefs I did but counter-. 

feit Oh Alia, (^/{»^^/f^ pardon my Deceit, andgiveme 

back her Life, and let her cuckold me with every Thing 
(he meets 5 let her be the veiiell Wife that ever England 

bred. 
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httdr I never will be jeahm^ more f oh, oh ! fGefs uf an J 
runs to iffr, and feds her -Bttffky then rubs ber Temples^ aurd 
frnfs m g t ttw J Is there any Hopes, Niece ? 

I/ah. No, Bone. Oh diftraaing Thought! This comes 
of 3foiir frightiiig hcrfo. 

Bmer, Oh f^rgpReine, Nfccc, fbr I traly repent : Alas ! 
I did it only to keep her in SubjcfHon. Oh fetch the Cor- 
dial which 1, Kke a felfe Wretch, had no Occafion for ! 
Oh! IdobtlierellieloT'dmenow! Oh Niece, try, try, 
to pour fomc down her Throat ; for I tremble fo, I can- 
not guide it to her Lips. 

^M^ Aks! her Teeth are ftt : She's gone \ forever gone! 

Bmr, Then I'm gone too! [Burjfs out a^atn into Tears. 
Ob, oh, oh ! 

Enter Servants fwith t*wo Coffins^ 

I/ah. Oh killing Sight! (kneels) Thou glorious Sun af- 
£ft OS now and we are happy. [4fi^' 

Emsr. Ay do, do pray for thy Uncle, CWW: Ctti, 
ol^ A! 

jBft#. I hav^ Occafion fbr my Prayers myfeliv at tlils . 
Haw, I thank ye, for I'm aftaid we aw in the greater , 
Danger at prefenr. i4fi^* 

Emir. (Tur^ and fees the Cofins.J Oh,, oh, oh^ thaft^v«r 
Inanricd! Where fludi I hide in)^etf7 Oh, oh* oht 

IRvnsejC' 

Skrv. Stop him, ftopkim' [fxetrnt $errB^^ 

I/ah. Call the Officers orjaftice fffaiti I muft be aaci 
here. So, he's gone. Captain, come forth. 

fir/ifr Captain. 

Ladj^. I'm almoft choak'd with holding my Breath fo 
long ; what's to be done now ? Pray Heaven we profper ! 

Ca^. I warrant you, Madam, come, come, be quick, 
you muft aboard this Minute. Have you any Thiag you 
would take with you ? ^ , 

I/ith. I have pjick'd up all your Jewels, and every Thiag 
of Value, here. Madam : Mercy on me, how I tremble I - 

LaJj;, And I'm ready to fink with Fear : If we are 
taken we are undone, and you lofe your Lives. 

Ca/ff. Nothing like a good Courage : Comet, let's not 
Qand diiputing, and lofe the lucky Miiiute. ^ 

Ladft 



IFcrk fir ib^ Upholders. aS^ 

X«^ FitiaidiofecaHILaw99 oh letme 'fcape with Lift. 
(/ikit. And make me any Creature bat a Wife. 
CMft. Yoar Wealth at aoy Time decides the Strife. 

[ExeuKt. 
SCENE m. 

A Cofgarian Latfyj drawing in thifirfl Sa^vr, 

Lady, Nay, don*t ^ij»k u^ leave me, Sir, did you not 
pffom& tn ftsiy her* ^ 

ifi Sail But will you promiie not to die before me 
then ? Anfwer me that : Adibud, who do yon think to 
chouTe? ha! 

Zi7^. What are you afraid to die with her you love f 

ift Sail Love! Zounds! does any body kxve a Woman 
well enough to die with her 7 

Ztfi^. Ye«, ccriiainly, with their Wives. 

lytf Bml Tliat^ a Miftake, d*ye fee ; for of all the Wo- 
men in the World we care the leaft for onr Wives, in my 
CottBlry. 

Ladf, Thtt'e ftrwi^. WHy, I (hoald rejoice to die wltk 
yoo, pretty Sngkfiman, 

ffiSoiL Aye, oneWay, perhaps, pretty DeviM But to 
be plain with 3HH1, I deiire to die no Way with you at all ^ 
and fi) I iiear of. -{Gohtfm 

Lady. Sxzy. Cannot Gold and Jewels tempt you ? 

[I^hi^t Qoti and yrw^m 

iftSmk Nb. 

Ladjf. What are you Bnglijhmen made on ? 

ift Sail. Flefh and Kood, Child : If I can find one of 
Iron and Steel, ¥11 recommend him to you. 

Ladifi Iron and Steel ! What kind of Men are they ? 

1/ Sail. Ob, Thntgs that zte <b well acquainted with 
the Earth, that they'll lie twenty Years in it and take ntf 
Hurt : Now for my Part, I have as much Antipathy to 
frelh Mould as frelh Water j and had rather eat Sca-Bilket 
than a sreen Sod ) and the Wind will as foon blow Ndt-th . 
and by $outh, as I be prevaiPd upon to turn in with you. 

Lady. Faint-hearted Wretch 1 Take me with you, then, 
to your World. 

ifi Sail. Look ye, I'll have nothing to do with you at 
all ; and there's year Anfwer ; and if you oiFer to flop me, 
I fliall make efe of my Qat cf Nine Tails, in troth I ib^ll. 

Zounds ! 
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Beat, The Devil take me if I do. 

Capt.. I told yoa I fhoold take off the Edge of your Ap- 
petite: Go, go, try and get the Ship off: I'll be aboard 
immediately. Have you got any Proviilons ? 

BoaU That we have, good Store. 

Lapt, "Well, well, begone then. 

ift SaiL Ay, with all my Heart; if I get once aboard, 
i*ll (lick as clofe to the Ship as Pitch to a Rope ; and finfc 
^ith her rather than come afhore again. Buried with a 
'Wife! the Devil! [Exeunt S^iilors. 

Capt. Let me conHder ; what Stratagem iliall I ofe to 
carry off the Women. 

Enter Ifabinda. 

I/cA, There's a fad Houfe within ; but hang me -if I 
don't fancy my Uncle counterfeits ; for in my Mind his 
Pulfe beats as regular as mine. 

Capt. Ha ! Say you fo ? Then I have it. Convey me 
into the Houfe, where I'll tell you the Plot, to free you 
from thefe Apprehenfions. 

I/ab. If you effed it you arc a Deity. Come along with 
Slie ; in this Confuiion I can preferve you undifcover'd. 

Ci^pt. Along tJicn, ^ * [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 

Emir m a Ccucl\ nmtb bis Wife 'weeping by bim, and 

Asupid&nti TQund ahui. Table, Coucb, 2 Chain, Gal" 

fypittjf &:c- 

iuiy. Oh DidraAion ! Look up my Lord, my Love, 

4uiband ! Oh, you will break my Heart, and I fha!l 

;fare you ! Oh, oh, oh ! 

ir. The Stars forbid! Oh, oh ! 

4. Ah ! Help ye Slaves Gently bear] 

i [lis Temples Apply the Hajtlhorn to f 

rpeak and tell me how you do, my Dear !- 






tir. Very bad Oh, oh! 

Are yoti very bad, my Love ? W 

Very bad indeed, Wife Oh 

y, I doubt. 

Ah! What do I hear? Ob, 

was I a^ upoa this Shoar i Carfg 
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Boat. Nay, naf, don't find Fault with his Nofe, ir is 
like the Bowfprity and his Legs would ferve for a Main* 
maft; I warrant the Jade anderftands Sailing, ai^d fa 
wifely provides againft Strefs of Weather, ha, ha. 

I/? Sail, rfaith, (he*s a tite Veffcl, and FU man her as 
dtely, I warrant ye, my Lads. 

Caff. Ha, ha ; hark ye. Sirrah ; there's fach Condi- 
tions entail'd upon this Woman, you are (b fond of, that 
will make you as Wife-fick, as the Sea did in your firfl 
Voyage. 

. yfi Sail. Aye, it's no Matter for that, Captain ; yoa 
maft not think to ferve me as yon do a Whale, fling out 
an empty Caik till the Subftance gets by. Look ye, Maf- 
tcr, to fetch up half her Wealth, I'd dive to the Bottom 
of the Sea, and venture being fwallow'd by a Shark, NicJk 
would, rfaith. Mailer. 

2 J Sail. Well faid, A/Vi; E'gad, I warrant you think 
to be an Ambral now. 

ijf Sail. Why, why not, if I have ^oney enough to 
buy it f And I will be an Ambral too, for all you, and my 
Jilht&tr hare, ihall be my Rear-Ambral. 

Caft, Oh, your very humble Servant, Mr. Admiral— 
but fuppofe your Wife fhould die, Nick ? 
. j/ Saii. Better and better ftill ; her Gold, and precious 
Stones, won't die too; and E'gad, III drink to her good 
Voyage in a Bowl of Punch, clap my Riches aboard, and 
hoift Sail for merry England. 

Capt, Ha, ha. Do you know tb&t the Law of this Iflaad 
fcuries the living Hu/band with the dead Wife. 

\fi Sail. HaT the Devil it ^^s ! 

Capu *Tis even fo. - « 

Boat. Ambral, I wifli yoa much Joy. 

iftSail. Alive! 

zd Sail. What, is the Windchop'd full in your Teeth, 
Jl&Vi? Ha, ha,ha! 

i^ Sail. Ay, Faith, and blows fo hard, that it ihall blow 
my Head off e're I make the Port of Matrimony in this 
Illand. Buried \^ith her? quotha ! £'gad, I always thought 
the Wedding-ihcet the Winding-iheet of Pleafure, ffter a 
Month ; but to have no Hopes beyond her ; Zounds ! I had 
r^ther.ilt in the Bilboes all Days of my Life. Ill aboard this 
Minute. Bpa^fwain, yoQ grumU'd^at n^y gOQd f gFtunei jvft 
HOW, take her youf fcif - if ypu will, . fim^- 
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Beat, The Devil take me \f I do. 
. Copt.. I told yoa I fhoold take off the Edge of your Ap- 
petite: Go, go, try and get the Ship off: I'll be aboard 
immediately. Have you got any Proviiions ? 

BcaU That we have, good Store. 

Capt. "Well, well, be gone then. 

I ft Sail, Ay 9 with all my Heart; if I get once aboard, 
V\\ ftick as clofe to the Ship as Pitch to a Rope ; and finfc 
Mfith her rather than come afhore again. Buried with a 
Wife! the Devil! [Exeunt Ssxlon. 

Capt. Let me con/ider ; what Stratagem fhall I uie to 
carry off the Women. 

Enter Ifabinda. 

I/ab. There's a fad Houfe within ; but hang me 'if I 
don't fancy my Uncle counterfeits ; for in my Mind his 
Pulfe beats as regular as mine. 

Capt, Ha ! Say you fo ? Then I have it. Convey me 
into the Houfe, where I'll tell you the Plot, to £r^t you 
from thefe Appreheniions. 

I/ah, If you effeft it you are a Deity. Come along with 
me; in this Confuiion I can preferve you undifcover'd. 

Capt. Along then. ^ [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 
The Emir en a Couch, nmth hh Wife njueeping fy him, and 

Attendant round about, Table, Couch, 2 Chairs, GaU 

fypots. Sec. 
- Lady. Oh Diftra£Uon ! Look up my Lord, my Love, 
my Hufband ! Oh, you will break my Heart, and I fhall 
go before you ! Oh> oh, oh ! 
. Emir. The Stars forbid! Oh, oh! [Groans, 

Lady. Ah ! Help ye Slaves Gently bear him up — 

Rub his Temples Apply the Hajtfhorn to his Nofe— 

Oh fpeakand tell me how you do, my Dcari-~Oh, oh, 
oh ! ' [Rears out* 

Emir. Very bad Oh, oh! 

Laify. Are you very bad, my Love ? What will become 
of me? [^de. 

Em, Very bad indeed, Wi fe Oh, I fhall not live 
this Day, I doubt. 

Lady. Ah ! What do 1 hear ? -— Oh, ye cruel Powers, 
^H^Why was I c^ft vpoa this Shoar i Cuif« oa thefe glitter- 
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Boat. Nay, nay, don't find Fault with his Nofe, it is 
like the Bowfprit, and his Legs would fenre for a Main- 
jnaft; I warrant the Jade underflands Sailing, aAd fo 
wifely provides againft Strefs of Weather, ha, ha. 

1/ Sail, rfaith, (he's a tite Veflcl, and Til man her as 
titely, I warrant ye, my Lads. 

Caft. Ha, ha ; hark ye. Sirrah ; there'sr fuch Condi- 
tions entail'd upon this Woman, you are fo fond of, that 
will make you as Wife-fick, as the Sea did in your firii 
Voyage. 

. yfi Sail. Aye, it's no Matter for that, Captain ; yoa 
moft not think to ferve me as you do a Whale, fling out 
an empty Cafk till the Subftance gets by. Look ye, Maf- 
ter, to fetch up half her Wealth, I'd dive to the Bottom 
of the Sea, and venture being fwallow'd by a Shark, NkA 
would, rfaith, Mafter. 

2d SaiL Well faid,A/V/(; E'gad, I warrant you think 
to be an Ambral now. 

ift SaiL Why, why not, if I have "Money enough to 
buy it ? And I will be an Ambral too, for all you, and my 
JJafter.heie, ihall be my Rear> Ambral. 

Capt, Oh, your very humble Servant, Mr. Admiral— 
but fuppofe your Wife fhould die, Nick f 

\ft SaiL Better and better ftill ; her Gold, and precious 
Stones, won't die too ; and E'gad, 111 drink to her good 
Voyage in a Bowl of Punch, clap my Riches aboard* and 
, hoift Sail for merry England. 

Capt, Ha, ha. Do you know th^t the Law oi this Ifland 
fcuries the living; Hufband with the dead Wife. 

ift SaiL Ha T the Devil it docs ! 

C<r^, *Tis even lb. f 

Beat. Ambral, I wi(h you much Joy. 

iJ^SaiL Alive! 

zd SaiL What, is the Wind-chop'd full in your Teeth, 
JlTxVii' Ha, ha, ha! 

iji SaiL Ay, Faith, and blows fo hard, that it ihall blow 
my Head off e're I make the Port of Matrimony in this 
Jfiand. Buried \^ith her ? quotha ! E'gad, I always thought 
the Wedding-iheet the Winding-iheet of Pleafure, ^ter a 
Month ; bat to have no Hopes beyond her ; Zounds 1 1 had 
r>ther.ilt in the Bilboes all Days of my Life. FH aboard this 
Minute. Boi^fuMtin^ yoU|;rumbl'd,atx]ay fiMdfOiltuncLJiiit 
now, take her youffclt if you will, . ^oor^. 
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Love to me, I htx — -^ If our hm did not bwy the liv^ 
ing with the JDead, here would b^ no Joy for my Recovery* 

Lady. Come, my I)«ar, ihall I cut it for thee ? 

Em. No» I'll not trouble thee. [Heeuts and eats gretdiiy. 
*Tis very good : Won't yoa eat a Bit of it, Deanr ? 

Lady. No, thou ihalt eat it all — — He feeds heartily : 
Ab» if I had him in Old Engltrnd^ I (honld wiih it were his 
laft— ^Oh, the vaft Difference between a Widow's Weed 
and a Windftog^6heet» between the civil CereaiOQtes of 
fhedding Tears at the Gfave^ and the barbaroBS Cnftonl 
of making one's Bed there. 

Em. J&w p]eas*d ihe » ? Ah, wou^d fhe be in thia good 
Humour always 

Lady. Much good may do yottp my Dear. [iT^/ J^'m, 

Em. I thank you, my Love— -Ah, yon little Rogue, 
bow warm your BuiFes at€''*''^(Ri/es/rom the Table J Od* 
they infuie new Li^ into me ; and jnethinks I feel Health 

pop into my Heart, like a Pop-gun Another J£i&y my 

Dearcft-^— -^Aj^/ her.) So, fo, thou haft done it, thou 

haft done it, thou dear Rogue— -—Go, what do you.ftare 

at ? be gone and leave your Lady and I alone ■ ■ ■ 

^ [To the Ser*uaHSm 

^, Lady. Say you fo a lone i alas, are you fit to be left 

\^ done*— leave a dying Man alone— Let them ftir if they 

j 4are 1 fludl take better Cal« of you than that cornea 

tOf my Dear. 

Em. Pifti, Pifli, I tell thee I am out of Danger. 

Lady. I wiih thou wert— — — 

Em. Indeed I am, and tiiou ftialt fmd it fo ; therefore, 
prithee let them go— \Winkiftg at her. 

Laefy. Ala«> Ifearyouareligh^-headed, my Dear; hyt^ 
Your Pulfe is upon the Galop ; you arc in a raging Fevts 

Oh, woe is me ! Oh, oh, oh ! Away, foxne of ye* 

and fetch a Doctor. 

Em. Pfha, pfha; I teH thee thou art miftaken ; I am in 
— Fever but wh«t proceeds from thy pretty pouting Lips, 

i thou art the beft Phyfician, let me kifs them again i 

y ye, ye, ye, dear fqft Charmer, ye, ye* 

Lady. Are you fure you are well ? 

Em. Very fure on't^ my Dear— -^Con^ '^* — **»fec a 
lap together. 

lady. You know I can't il^ep In the 7 
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you ought to return your Prophet Thanks for yoor Reco- 
very—— 

£m. Oh, that 1*11 do To morrow. 

La/fy. To-morrow ! A Man of your Years ought to be 
afh&m'd of deferring Things of that Kind till To-morroviF. 

Em. Why, Child, upon Occ^on one may 

Lady, Occasion ! What Occafions hare People of yoar 
Age for Life, but to pray - 

£m. Have Women in your Country no other Biifinei* 
for their Huibands, my Dear i 

Lady* No 

Em, Humpth ! That was the Reafon yoH left it, I 
doubt 
. Lady. Ah ! would I had never left it--*- 

Em. But come, come, jrou jeft but with me. Lmty^ 
fetch your Lady's Night gown— —I love to lee her in her 

Night-gown Ah, thoie rogoiih Eyes I Ano±er Kifir 

and then 

Lady. You love to fee me in my Night-gown, I think 

I (han't confult your Fancy much Prithee no more 

Sleeping ; your Breath's ready to ftrike one down, and 
your Beard's as rough as a Hedge-hog. Lmcyi fetch me 
my Veil, I have a Viiit to make. 

Lucy, Yes, Madam. [Exit. 

Em, Soy file's no Changeling, I find ; never Man had 

fuch a Wife, certainly 1 muft always be fick, or (he'll 

always be out of Humour. (Afide.) Sure you'll not leave 
me, Wife. 

Lady. Indeed but I (ball,' Hu(band. [£;z/^ Lucy. 

Lucy. Here's the Veil, Madam. \8be puts it en, 

Em. Well, go then, I won't hinder you — ^hadocJt, 
give me my Cloak 3 I'll go fee the Grand Emir, and pais 
away the Time a little till your Lady's Return. 

Lady. Well, now I like your Humour. You (hooM al- 
ways let your Wife go, when and where (he pleaies. 

Em. That I refolve for the future Hal what ails 

0ie. Blefs me, I'm very (ick o'th' Sadden; oh, oh! 

pray lead me to my Bed, or I (hall die this Moment-^ 

Lady. Ha 1 what's that, die (ay you ? [throws off her Fal. 
Oh -wretched me! here, here, here, here, take a little of 
this, my Lord« Judgment is pronounc'd agaioft my Life, 

and 
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and I muft die at laft.Y4^<^^*-^-^^^w^y» ^^^ call the 
Phyficians : Hafle, By, oh, oh, oh I 

,jEm, No, no, 'twill off again ; 'tis only a Fit-:— thy 
Kindnefs is my heft Cordial. I'JI try to reft a little. 

Lifd!^, Withdraw all of you, and Separate into Silence. 
I'll watch by thee. Heaven fend my Love a comfortable 

Nap What Diftra£lions tear my Breaft — Now Hope, 

then Defpair, with alternate Swayi exercife their Power, 
and no kind Glimpfe of Safety ofi^rs me Relief. 

^ Enter Kabinda. 

I/, Oh Aunt, the Captain is without, and has a Secret 
to deliver us from this Place if youll but help the Deiiga. 

La/fy. Bring him in : If your Uncle wakes Pll tell nim 
it is a Dodor. . ^ 

Enter Captain andnfihiffirs the Lady, 
Ifah. Here he is. 

Capt. Do yon this; and 111 be ready to fini(h it. \]B,xitm 
Lady. I'll venture. Oh fortune, be this once propi- 
tious, and I'll fubmit my future Life, without the leaft 
Complaint Ah ! my Head turns round ! Oh, I faint, I 
die! \^viMtu. 

I/ai. Ah Help ! Help ! Where are ]^ou ? My Aunt's 
ileacL Help! Help! [TbellTsax ri/est runs, and 

catches bold of hhWifu 
' Em* Pm Thunder-ftruck— Oh, oh, oh, oh ! 
Serv. Ha ! Dead ! Nay then, where are the Coffins } 

[Exeunt Servants. 
Emfr. Oh, woe is me ! Speak to me, my D^ar ; fpeak 
to me ; fpeak to me. 

' IJah. As I fuipedled : See how nimble he is at the Ap* 
prehenfion of being buried with her. What ihall I do ? 

ihe's breathlefs quite 

Emir. Oh, oh, oh ! (Roars out,) Undone, undone, for 

ever 

J/ah. Ay, it is you have been the Caufe, oh, wretched 
Man ! Prophet, thou art juft. 

Emir, Wretched indeed. I confefs I did but counter- . 

feit Oh Alia, f/{»f^/;^ pardon my Deceit, and- give me 

back her Life, and let her cuckold me with every Thing 
flic meets ; let her be the verieft Wife that ever England 

bred. 
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hitdr I nev^ wiH be jealoii5 more ! oh, oh ! fGetJ up 4xnd 
runs u ber^ and feds her -Pti^f then rubs her Temples^ ojrd 
frajfs agmm } Is there a»y Hopes, Niece ? 

Ifah. N^ Bone. Ob diftrafting Thought ! This comes 
of yotfi frighting herfo. 

Emir, oil ibrgive me, Niece, for I truly repent : Alas ! 
I <iid it only to keep her in Subjcftion. Oh fetch the Cor- 
dial wkich J, Kke a falfe Wretch, had no Occafion for ! 
Oh ! I do btliere flie yxsf'A me now ! Oh Niece, try, try, 
to poor fomc down her Throat ; for I tremble fo, I can- 
not goide it to her Lips. 

4M« Alas! her Teeth are ftt : She's gone \ forever gone! 

Bmr, Then I'm gone too! \Burfl5 out again intc Tears. 
Oil, oh, oh! 

Eitter Servants nxiith tnjoo Coffins, 

I/ah. Oh killing Sight! (kneels) ThOttgloricHis Sun aA 
fik us now and we are happy. [4fi^' 

Emir. Ay do, do pray for thy Uncle, ChiW: Ob, 
oH eh! 

Ijlkk I have Occafion fbr my Prayers myfelfi at this.. 
Time, I thank ye, for I"m aftaid we ace in the greater , 
]>inger at pfcfcnr. l4fi^' 

Endr. (Tur^ and fees the Cofifu.J Oh,, ok, oh» thai over 
Ittaniedl Where Audi I hide myfelf? Ok, oh, ohT 

\Runsojf.' 

I^tr^. St;<» kim, flop kim. \JPxmi Sonr^^^ 

I/ah. Calf the Officers orjofticeftfait J Imiiftbecruel 
here. So, he's gone. Captain, come forth. 

£«/iprCaptam. 

Ladj. I'm almoft choak'd with holding my Breatli Co 
long ; what's to be done now ? Pray Heaven we profjper ! 

Capt. I warrant you, Madam, come, come, be quick, 
you muft aboard this Minute. Have you any Thing you 
%vould take with you ? ^ ^ 

I/ah. I have pack'd up all your Jewels, and every Thiag 
of Value, here. Madam : Mercy on me, how I tremble! - 

Lady. And I'm ready to fink with Fear : If we are 
taken we are undone, and you lofe your Lives. 

Capt. Nothing like a good Courage : Comq, let's not 
fiand disputing, and lofe the lucky Miiiute. ^ 
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Mj^ From diefe card Laws, oh letme 'fcape witk Lift* 
jyiii. And make me any Creature but a Wife. 
C4E/#« Your Wealth at any Time decides the Strife. 

SCENE m. 

A Cofgarian Ladyj dragging in thffirfi Sa^. 

Lady, Nay, don*t diink txy kave me. Sir, did you not 
pffom& tn iby her* ^ 

ifi SaiL But will you promiie not to die before me 
then ? Anfwer me that : Adfbud, who do you thinly to 
chouTe? ha! 

La^* What are you afraid to die with her you love f 

\ft Sail. Love ! Zounds ! does any body love a Woman 
well enough to die with her f 

Ztfi^. Yet, certainly, with their Wives. 

iji Sail Hial^ a Miflake, d'ye fat ; for of all the Wo* 
men in the World we cate the leaft for otir Wives^ la my 
Oonniry* 

Ladj. ThttV ftmge. Wly, I (hould rejoice to die whit 
yoo, pretty BngHJbman. 

iftSaiL Aye, one Way, perhaps, pretty DeviH But to 
be pkun with yon, I deflre to die no Waywith you at all ^ 
asd lb I iiear of. [Goiingm 

Ladj. SxsLy. Cannot Gold and Jewels tempt you ? 

[Sk&wt Qoii and Jiw^m 

tJfSaiA Nb. 

Ladf. What are you Englijfmen made on ? 

\ft Sail Flefh and Rood, Child : If I can find one of 
Iron and Steely FU reeoramend him to you. 

Lad^fi Iron and Steel ! What kind of Men are they ? 

\ft Sail, Oh, Things that are ib well acquainted with 
the Earth, that they'll lie twenty Years in it and take no* 
Hurt : Now for my Part, I have as much Antipathy to 
frefh Mould as fre(h Water; and had rather eat Sea-Bifket 
than a green Sod } and the Wind will as foon blow Nd^th . 
and by $outh, as I be prevail'd upon to turn in with you. 

Lady, Faint-hearted Wretch ! Take me with you, then, 
to your World. 

\ft Sail Look ye, I'll have nothing to do with you at 
all ; and there's your Anfwer ; and if you offer to ftop me, 
I fliall make ofe of my Qat of Nine Tails, in troth I (hall. 

Zoqnds ! 
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Boat. Nay, nay, don't find Fault with his Nofe» it is 
like the Bowfprit, and his Legs would ferve for a Main- 
maft; I warrant the Jade nnderftands Sailing, and {o 
wifely provides againft Strefs of Weather, ha, ha. 
^ ift SaiL rfaith, (he's a* tite VeiFcl, and I'll man her as 
titely, I warrant ye, my Lads. 

Capt. Ha, ha ; hark ye. Sirrah ; there's fach Condi- 
dons entail'd upon this Woman, you are fo fond of, that 
will make you as Wife-fick, as the Sea did in your firil 
Voyage. 

. yft SaiL Aye, it's no Matter for that, Captain ; yoa 
mnft not think to ferve me as you do a Whale, fling out 
an empty Cafk till the Subftance gets by. Look ye, Maf- 
ter, to fetch up half her Wealth, I'd dive to the Bottom 
of the Sea, and venture being fwallow'd by a Shark, NicA 
would, rfaith, Mader. 

ZiiSaiL Well faid, A/V/(; E'gad, I warrant you think 
10 be an Ambral now. 

ifl SaiL Why, why not, if I have ^oney enough to 
buy it } And I will be an Ambral too, for all you, and iny 
iHa&tv here, (hall be my Rear* Ambral. 

Caft, Oh, your very humble Servant, Mr. Admiral— 
butfuppofe your Wife (hould die, Nick f 
. ifi SaiL Better and better ftill ; her Gold, and precious 
Stones, won't die too; and E'gad, III drink to her good 
Voyage in a Bowl of Punch, clap my Riches aboard, and 
hoift Sail for merry England, 

Qapt, Ha, ha. Do you know th^t die Law of this Ifland 
fcuries the living Hufband with the dead Wife* 

\ft SaiL Ha! the Devil it docs \ 

Capu 'Tis even fo, - « 

Boat, Ambral, I wiih yoo much Joy. 

\ftSaiL Alive.l 

zdSaiL What, is tlie Windxhop'd full in your Teeth, 
Kick f Ha, ha, ha ! 

\ft SaiL Ay, Faith, and blows fo hard,- that it ihall blow 
my Head off e're I make the Port of Matrimony in this 
Illand. Buried \^ith her? quotha ! E'gad, I always thought 
the Wedding-^ffieet the Winding-iheetof Pleafure, ^ter a 
Month ; bat to have no Hopes beyond her ; Zounds ! I had 
r^ther.ftt in the Bilboes all Days of my Life. Ill aboard this 
Minute. Boa^fiunain^ you grumbl'dcat vs^y gOod Foirtune. jvft 
HOW, take her yourfclt if you will . ^«»r^ 



-\ 
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Bvai. The Devil take me if I do. 
. Cafit.. I told you I fhould take off the Edge of your Ap- 
petite: Go, go, try and get the Ship off: I'll be aboard 
inamediately. Have you got any Proviiions ? 

Boat* That we have, good Store. 

Caff, Well, well, be gone then. 
. iji Sail. Ay, with all my Heart ; if I get once aboard, 
I'll flick as cloie to the Ship as Pitch to a Rope ; and fink 
Vitb her rather than come afhore again. Buried with a 
Wife! the Devil! [£;r^««/ Sailors. 

Capt. Let me confider ; what Stratagem fliall I ufe to 
tarry off the Women. 

Enter Ifabinda. 

J/aL There's a fad Houfe within ; but hang me -if I 
don't fancy my Uncle counterfeits ; for in my Mind his 
Pulie beats as regular as mine. 

Capt, Ha ! Say you fo ? Then I have it. Convey me 
into the Houfe, where I'll tell you the Plot, to {rtt you 
from thefe Apprehenfions. 

I/aL If you effedl it you are a Deity. Come along with 
me; in this Confuiion I can preferve you undifcover'd. 

Capt. Along then. ^ [Exeunt. 

S .C E N E II. 
Thi Emir oa a Couchf 'with his Wife nveeping fy him, and 

Attendants round about. Tahky Couch, 2 Chairs, GaU 

fypots. Sec. 
- Lady. Oh DidraJUon ! Look up my Lord, my Love^ 
my Huiband ! Oh, you will break my Hearty and I fhall 
go before you ! Oh, oh, oh ! 
, Emir. The Stars forbid ! Oh, oh! [Groans. 

Lady. Ah ! Help ye Slaves Gently bear him up — 

Rub his Temples— Apply the Hartlhorn to his Nofe— 
Oh fpeak and tell me how you do, my Dear J_ Oh, oh, 
oh ! ' [Roars out* 

Emir. Ytry bad Oh, oh! 

. Lady. Are you very bad, my Love ? What will become 
of me? [^de. 

Em. Very bad indeed, Wi fe Oh, I fhall not live 
this Day, I doubt. 

Lady. Ah ! What do I hear ? -— Oh, ye crtiel Powers, 
T^Why was I c^ opoa tlus Shoar i CMxk oa thefe glitter- 
4 ' '" ins 
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ing Bawrbles, whofe bewitching Laftre cheats as erf frtte 
Happineis. (Tears off her Je^weTs^J A Thirft of Riehes drew 
me mnn that Land where Widow-hood is h^py — to die 
within a loathfbme Dungeon, onpitied and forlorn. 

Em, What does fhe fey now ? — Prithee, my Dear, 
don't afHid yourfelf fo mach— You'll be fick, my Love— 

Latfy, Butyou'lidie, my Love ^Sick, quotha! Good 

Heaven ! Can I be well when you are dying ? 

Em. Oh, you' think of the Cuftom of our Country, 
Wife ; you fear to be boried with me, that's all. 

Lady. All does he call it— {Jfide. 

Em. Now, if It had pleas'd Great Mahomet, that thoar 
ihouldft have gone firfl, I ihould have accompanied thee 
with PleafurC' 

Lady, That's more than I Aiall do yoa, Fm fare. [Jfiile. 
So fhall I you, my Dear, as to any Bufinefs I have witb 
Life, when thou'rt gone : bgt the Pain to fee thee die, to 
part with thee for ever, is the Shock that Nature feels — 
bnt 'tis unkindly urg'd to think I fear the Cufiom of the 
Mand— for what Joy could I have when thou art gone ? 

Em. I doubt fhe lies — But th» is the only Way I coul# 
ever find to keep her in Subjedtioa ; for as fbon as 1 am well, 
whip ! fhe's fcampcr'd, and I have no more Comfort of a 
Wife than I (hould have in her Grave : If all EngUJh 
Wives are fueh Gadders, Heaven help their Hnfbands, I 
fay 

Lady. How doft thou do. Jewel ? 

Em. 1 think I am a little better ; I believe t could eat 
a Leg of that Chicken within ' ■ 

Lady. Fly ye Slaves, and fetch it inftantly. Oh, all y« 
Powers, that proteft oar Lives, I thank ye ; I fWl the 
Springs of Joy recruit ; thy Words run thro' my Soul with 

fuch exulting Pleafure, that 'tis all one Rapture Oh, 

^et me hold thee ever in my Arms Ohl that fingle 

Word, Better has more Harmony in it thaij the Malic 

of the Spheres Thus let me kifs it from thy Lips, 'tis 
fhe richeft Cordial Nature could produce to raife my fink- 
ing Hopes. (Embraces and kiffes him in an Extaj^.J WhewJ 
are you, Slaves, why do yoa ftay fb long. 

Enter Servants* 

£m* Ah, this Wife of mnc d^^but ^ountericttthis 

Love 
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Love to mo, I fear — — If our Lm did not bory the liv* 
ing with the JDead, here would be no Joy for my Rocovtry* 

Lady. Come, my Dear, ihall I cat it for thee ? 

Em. No» I'll not trouble thee. [Heeuis and tats grndilj. 
*Tis very good : Won't you cat a Bit of it, Deary? 

Lady. No, thou ihalt eat it all «— He feeds heartily : 
Ah, it' I had him in Old Euglandy I ihoold wiih it were his 
laft— — Oh, the vaft Difference between a Widow's Weed 
and a Windtag^Shect, between the civil Ceremoniea of 
ihedding Tears at the Graye» and the barbaroHs Caftom 
of making one's Bed there. 

Em. How pleas'4 ibe n ? Ah, woaM ihe be in this gCK>d 
Humour always 

Lady. Much good may ^ yov» my Dear, [ifj^i Um^ 

Em. I thank you, my Love— —> Ah, yon little Rogue, 
bow warm your BuiTes ^^'^''--'(Ri/es/rom tbt fable) Od, 
Uiey infttie new ISift into me ^ and methlnks I feel Health 
pop into my Heart, like a Pop-gun-— Another Kiis, myi 
Deareft— — -(^ATj^/ bir.) So, io, thou haft done it, thou 
haft done it, thou dear Rogue— —-Go, what do you ftart 
ai ? be gone and leave your Lady and I alone ■ 

[To tbe Sir"UiWtJ» 

Lady. Say you fo alone I adas, are yoa fit to be left 

alone— leave a dying Man alone— Let them ftir if they 

dare 1 fludi uke belter CsSt€ of you tbaii that comes 

to» my Dear. 

Em. Pifti, Piih, I tell thee I am out of Danger. 

Lady. I wi/h thou wert— — — 

Em. Indeed I am, and tkou ihalt find it fo ; therefore^ 
prithee let them go- [IVinkivg at her. 

Lady. Alas, I £ar you are ligh^-headed^ my Dear ; hyt^ 
your Pulfe is upon the Galop ; you are in a raging Y^vtx 
-^Oh, woe is me ! Oh, oh, oh ! Away, fome of ye# 
and fetch a Dodor. 

Em. Piha, piha; I teH thee thou art miftaken ; I am in 
ao Fever bat what proceeds from thy pretty pouting Lips, 
and thou art the beft Phyfician, let me kifs them again | 
ye, ye, ye, ye, dear fqft Charmer, ye, ye* 

Lady. Are you fure yoa are well ? 

Em. Very lure on'u my Dear— ^Come, let ns take a 
Nap together. 

hady. You know I vaa't ileep 1a (He Day-toe : befides, 

yon 
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you ODghc to rccorn your Prophet Thanks for yoor Reco- 
very—— 

Em. Oh, that 111 do To morrow. 

La^y, To-morrow ! A Man of your Years ought to be 
afh&m'd of deferring Things of that Kind till To-morrovr. 

Em. Why, Child, upon Occpfion one may 

Lady. Occafion ! What Occafions hare People of yoor 
Age for Life, but to pray ■ 

Em. Have Women in your CouRtry no other Bofinefs 
for their Huibands, my I>ear I 

Lady, No 

Em. Humpth ! That was die Reafon yos left it, I 
doubt 
. Lady. Ah ! would I had never left it-— 

Em. But come, come, you jeft but with me. Lmcy^ 
fetch your Lady^ Night gown > I love to lee her in her 

Niffht'gown Ah, thoie roguiihEyes! Anodier Ki& 

and then ■ ■ 

Lady. You love to fee me in my Night-gown, I think 

I (han't confult your Fancy much Prithee no more 

Sleeping ; your Breath's ready to ftrike one down, and 
your Beard's as rough as a Hedge-hog. Luey^ fetch me 
my Veil, I have a Vifit to make. 

Lucy, Yes, Madam. [Exit. 

Em, So, ihe*s no Changeling, I find ; never Man had 

fuch a Wife, certainly 1 muft always be fick, or (he'll 

always be out of Humour. (Afide.) Sure you'll not leave 
me. Wife. 

Lady. Indeed but I (hall,* Hufband. [£^^Lucy. 

Luty. Here's the Veil, Madam. \She puts it en, 

Em. Well, go then, 1 won't hinder you — — Sbadock^ 
give me my Cloak s I'll go fee the Grand Emir, and ^^s 
«my the Time a little till your Lady's Return. 

Lady. Well, now I like your Humour. You (hoo'd al- 
ways let your Wife go, when and where (he j^eaies. 

Em. That. I refolve for the future Ha! what ails 

^e. Blefs roe, I'm very fick o'th' Sadden; oh, oh! 

pray lead me to my Bed, or I (hall die this Moment 

Lad^. Ha 1 what's that, die (ay you ? \tbrvwsoffbtrV^l. 
Oh wretched me! here, here, here, here, take a little of 
this, my Lord« Judgment is pronounced againft my Life, 

and 
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and I. mull die at laft. Y^^^ J Away, and call the 

Phyficians : Hafte, By, oh, oh, oh I 

.£m. No, no, 'twill off again ; *tis only a Fit -r— thy 
Kindnefs is my beft Cordial. TJI try to reft a little. 

Liufy. Withdraw all of you, and feparate into Silence. 
I*J1 watch by thee. Heaven fend my Love a comfortable 

Nap What Diftradlions tear my Breaft — Now Hope, 

then Defpair, with alternate Sway^ excrcife their Fower> 
and no kind Glimpfe of Safety oii^rs me Relief. 

^ Efiter Ifabinda. 

I/, Oh Aunt, the Captain is without, and has a Secret 
to deliver us from this Place if youll but help the Defign. 

Lady. Bring him in : If your Uncle wakes I'll tell him 
it is a Dodor. . 

Enter Captain and fjuhifpirs the Lady, 

Ifah* Here he is. 

Copt. Do you this; and PU be ready to finifh it. \Exit. 

Lady, ril venture. Oh fortune, be this once propi- 
tious, and I'll ifubmit my future Life, without the leaft 
Complaint Ah ! my Head turns round ! Oh, I faint, I 
die! \^fumns. 

J/ab. Ah Help ! Help ! Where are you ? My Aunt's 
dfiSuL Help! Help! {TbeEwax rifis^ runs^ and 

cateifis held of bh Wifu 

Em, Pm Thunder-ftfuck— Oh, oh, oh, oh ! 

Sery. Ha ! Dead ! Nay then, where are the Coffins } 

[Exeunt Servants, 

Emfr. Oh, woe is me ! Speak to me, my Dear ; fpeak 
to me ; fpeak to me. 

Jjah. As I fufpedled : See how nimble he is at the Ap* 
prehenfion of being buried with her. What ihall I do ? 
ihe's breathlefe quite 

Emir. Oh, oh, oh ! (Roars out,) Undone, undone, for 
ever— — — 

I/aB. Ay, it is you have been the Caufe, oh, wretched 
Man ! Prophet, thou art juil. 

Emir, Wretched indeed. I confefs I did but counter- . 
feit— Oh Alia, ^/?»^^//^ pardon my Deceit, andgiveme 
back her Life, and let her cuckold me with every Thing 
Ihe meets j let her be the veriefl Wife that ever England 

bred. 



hrtdfr I nerer wiH be jealous more ! oh, oh ! fGets uf €md 
runs to ber^ and feels her ^hift^ then rubs her Temples^ cufd 
fr^s »gmm J Is there any. Hopes, Niece ? 

I/ah. No, Bone. Oh diftraaing Thought ! This comes 
of jreuf frighting hcrfo. 

£mr, OhftrgWeine, Niece, for I traly repent : Alas! 
I did it only to keep her in Subjeftion. Oh fetch the Cor- 
dial which I, like a felfe Wretch, had no Occafion for ! 
Oh! Idob«l]ereftek>T'dmenow! Oh Niece, try, try, 
to poor fomc down her Throat ; for I tremble fo, I can- 
not goide it to her Lips. 

^h. Ahs ! her Teeth are ft t : She's gone \ for ever gone ! 

-flWr. Then I'm gone toa! [Bur/fs out again into Tears, 
Ob, oh, oh ! 

Enter Servants tvitb t*wo Coffins. 

I/ah. OhkilliDg Sight! fkneelij Thou glorious Sun af- 
£& OS now and we are happy. [4^* 

Emir. Ay do, do pray for thy Uncld, Child : Oh, 
ok^ eh! 

lift*. I have Occafion fbr my Prayers myfelfi at this.. 
Tlaw, I thank ye, for l*m aftaid we arc in the greatciJ 
Danger at pfcfenr. \4fuie. 

tMr: (Tur^s and fees the C^ns.) Oh,, oh, oh^ thai ever 
Inanied! Where ffiall 1 hide m>HreU7 oi, ob, ohf 

{Runs of.' 

S^rv. Stop him, 8op hi|n. IfxMmt Serva^. 

I/ah. Call the Officers ofjoftice flfaiti I moft be auel 
kere. So, he's gone. Captain, come forth. 

£9/^ Captain. 

Ladjf. Tm almoft choak'd with holding my Breath (b 
long ; what's to be done now ? Pray Heaven we profper ! 

Capt. I warrant you, Madam, come, come, be quick, 
you muft aboard this Minute. Have you any Thing you 
would take with you ? ^ ^ 

I/ah. I have pack'd up all your Jewels, and every Thing 
of Vahie, here. Madam : Mercy on me, how I tremble! - 

LaJy. And I'm ready to fink with Fear : If we are ' 
taken we are undone, and you lofe your Lives. 

Caff. Nothing like a good Courage : Com^ let's not 
(land diiputing, and lofe the lucky Miiiute. .. 
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l^ifk From tiiefecaHt Laws, oh leMne 'fcape widi lifb 
ffi^. And make me any Creature bat a Wife 
Csft. Your Wealth at any Time decides the Strife. 

[Exeunt. 
SCENE m. 

A Co/garian Ladyy dragging in thefirft S^er. 

Lady. Nay, doD*t tfaisk to leave me, Shr, did you not 
pfom& t» iby her* iP 

ifi Sail But will you promife oot to die before me 
then ? Anfwer me that : Adfbud, who do yoa think to 
chottfe? ha! 

La^. What are yoa afraid to die with her you love f 

iftSeil. Love! Zounds! does any body love a Woman 
well enough to die with her ? ' 

Ludf, Yes, certainly, with their Wives. 

i^ Sail TTiafl a Miftake, d'ye fee ; for of all the Wo» 
men in the World we care the leaft for oar Wives, in m/ 
Ootisiry. 

Ladjf. ThttV ftrange. Wfty, I fltonld rejoice to die whir 
yoo, pretty BngHJbman. 

iftSmL Aye, one Way, perhaps, pretty DeviH But to 
be plain with yon, I deflre to die no Way with yoo at all ^ 
aao ih I tiear off*. [pohifim 

Lady. Sxdy. Cannot Gold and Jewels tempt you ? 

\9kiws Qoli and yinv^ 

\fi Sail Nb. . 

Lady. What are yoo EngUJhmen made on ? 

\ft Sail. Flefh and Rood, Child : If I can £nd one of 
Iron and Steel, Y\\ peeommend him to you. 

Ladyi Iron and Steel ! What kind of Men are they f 

1/ Saii. Oh, Things that aw ib well acquainted with 
the Earth, that they'll lie twenty Years in it and take ntf 
Hurt : Now for my Part, I have as much Antipathy to 
frefti Mould as frefti Water j and had rather eat Sea-Biiket . 
than a green Sod ; and the Wind will as foon blow Ndrth . 
and by $outh, as I be prevail'd upon to turn in with yoti« 

Lady. Faint-hearted Wretch ! Take me with you, then, 
to your World. 

ly? Sail. Look ye, Pll have nothing to do with you at 
all ; and there's your Anfwer; and if you offer to flop me, 
I fliall make ofe of my Qat cf Nine Tails, in troth I ihall. 

Zounds ! 
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Zounds ! I never had fa' h an Averfion fora Woman in my 
tife. [Exit SaHor. 

LaJj, Sxxrt this is fome Sea-Monfter, it cannot be a 
Man, and Proof againft Gold and Jewels. 

The Europeaffi God is Gold, we Indians fay. 
Then dare they fly from that to which they pray ? 
When next . ■■ 

To th' fhining Ore thou doil for Mercy fa^, . . 

As you've b^n deaf to me, may that be deaf to yoa. 

[£*•//. 
Enter fecend Sailor. 
tJSoiL Ha! the Woman here that NukStkcmld have 
had ; a faint-hearted Dog! Now have I a Mind to knock 
her Brains out, and carry off* her Jewels. 

Ladj, What's here another of the puny Knaves ? 

[A WhiftU nottbin, 
2d Sat/. Ha ! the Boibn*s Whiftle f nay then I muft be 
i^eedy ; and yet 1 can't find in my Heart to kill her. 

[Wkifili again, 
Adflieai^ I ihall be left afhoar r I^-rnvft away. 
La^. You look diforder'd, Sk ; are yoa in Love ? 
td Sail With your rare glifPning Stones I am ; and if 
YOur damn'd Fafluon did not heave the living Hu&and o're 
board with the dead Wife« I did not care if I £ud I was 
in love with yoo. 

Lady* Then take me wheie we may five for ever ; ibr 
indeed I don't like this Coftom amongft us, but muft obey 
it. Come, bear me hence, and I will load thee with 
Wealth enough to buy thy Country. 

[Whiftle and boUow <witbin^ 
2d Sail Ha ! I have no Time to think ; come along 
then ; I'll venture to fwing in a Hammock with yoa for 
once. 

Blow gently, Boreas, Nepfuneh Rage confound^ 
And fet us fafely upon Britijb Ground, 
Where we will drink and fing till the whole World goes 
round. J^Exeuat, 

S C E N E IV. 

The Emir drag£d in hy Officers, ^with Servants Bringiiig in 

Loaves of Bread and Bottles of Water. 
' Of. What, a Native of Co/gar, and tremble at its 
'^ . Laws r 
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LawSl when even oor Kings are fubjeft to *em. For 
Shame, Emiry bear yourfelf like a Man— —Come, open 
the CofEn, and put in the Loaves and Water. 

Emir, Ah, I (hail have bat fmall Stomach to eat«-[^^a^. 
Confound our Law«; Tm informed that no Part of the 
World is curfl widi fuch, but only us, the reft live as long as 

they can : To be buried alive Oh curs'd Cullom ! Oh, 

oh, oh ! In perfea Health too ! Oh, oh, oh ! 

Offl In Health ! nay my Lord, that you are not ; every 
body expeded your Death this Morning ; the Fright o£ 
which, I fuppofe, has caus'd your Lady's : Tm fure every 
body thought you very ill. 

Emir. Aye, and may be every body thought me wil- 
ling to die, but every body was miftaken. 

Offl My Lord, we have po Time for Talking;; it b not 
in our Powers to prevent your Fate. Here, lift him into 
the Coffin. Where arc your Cords to let the Coffins 
down the Mountain ? [Th/y/eize hinu 

Emir. I will not go down the Mountain : Unconfcioa-* 
able Rogues ! (Jtruggks *witb fhm*) I hope your Wives 
will die To-morrow— —Hold, hold, let me fee my Wife 
firil ; (he died fuddenly, and may eome to Life again. 

Of. Pilh! Pifli! This is Trifling, in with hiro, tfky. 

Emir. I tell you my Wife was an Englijb Wife, and 
troubled with Vapours, as all that Country Wives are.; "* 
(he us'd to die and come to Life again ten Times in an Hour, 
therefore I will fee her. [Straggling to reach at btr Cogin. 

2d Offl Shall he fee her. Brother^ 

ift Off. No, no. 

Emir. Ye Dogs, I will.^ (Gets hoUem^t^ andpuUs offiU 
IJdJ Sy Alia, Sun, Moon and Stars, here's no body ! 
Hazza> here's no body, fhe's alive. \Jwnfs and dances abiit. 

Off. Alive ! bring her out then. 

Emir. Nay, do you bring her out* if you will, for yom 
ihall never bring ifie in. 

Off. My Lord, I ihall make you bring her out; yoa 
have buried her in your Garden, I fuppofe ; but that ihan't 
ferve : Produce her living, or I'll infiantly proceed to the 
Ceremony of Burial with you : Where is fiie ? 

Emir. Sir, I told you before (he was an EngUJh Wife, 
and I believe few Hufbands know where to find them* 

Off. This fl»n*t ftrve ; Where's Mrs. J{fabindaf your 
Niece? Srmr. 
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EmK IVith her Aunt, ifbr ought I know. 

Enter a Servant, 

Sirvm Ohy my Lord, the Ship that was cad here, yi^er- 
dajy is gone o/r» and with it your Lady, Niece and Maid« 
with all your Jcweb. 

Emir. With all my Scul ; and diere's (bmediing for thy 
News ; a boon Voyage, and a meny Gale to them* iay I; 
it is the moft comfortable Lofs that ever Man had. 

Of. Why, what a Misfortone's this f Here's oar Fees 
loft. [4/Sde. 

Emir. And if ever yon catch me mirrvlng again, FU 
Hve yon leave to uTe your Cords. Dogs ! get oat of my 
fioufe, go ; troop. Vermin, no going down she Mono- 
tain now — ^Here, kick the Coffins after them, widi dieir 
Loaves and Water ; for there Ihall never be more Oecafiea 
for 'em in this Hoafe, I promiie yo n ■ Come, wliere 
are my Servants ? Here, let me have Mafick and Dano- 
ing, to cheer my Spirits. 

The Laws of Wedlock all Men tbink ievere ; 
Bat 'tis Damnation fure to marry hacm 
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EPILOGUE. 
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CTNCE Plotting is the Bufincis of the Age, 

Our Bard has paid k ofF «t/M r/fe ^/«^. 
Andflrnnglj lalmw'din thfji Ssene^^ ttjhe^ Ti, 
Honjo Woman can in Artifice out-do Ti. 
You bt^ngU fadlyy and are ahwajs taught 
*Ere half your Work is to Perfs^wn brought. 
' Did our To<w»-if^*ves -their Schemes no better Icy^ 
M^hat monftrous Plots nmudbrutk out en/ry Dr^ P 
Ladies y I hope^ P've a^ed to ytiur Mind, 
Andfer'v^d n^ Jealous M6nfter in his Kivd, 
*To pleiy the Prieft, ar,dfieal a IVi'ves CcnfeJJicn ; ^ 

What Man can make amends for/uch Tranjgreffion? 
Should all our Englifh Hujhands jhri^te their Wives ^ • 
Women ivou^d lead $noft comfortable IJ-ubs* 
For of all Slavery, ^t-is the nxiorft Condition, 
To li've beneath a Marriage Inqajfition. 

What think you of our Hogan-Mogan Belle ? 
Didr^t Jke trick the Tricifer nicely ^IP 
The Whipfter thought, forfooth ^tixjas fmart and cle<ver^ 
Tofiuill the young Vrow stp, a>id then to leave ha\ 
But on the Younker a Dutch Trick ft/e palms ; 
VQ\{onforVoi{idXigi'ves^ andQnzlmsfor Qualms. 
Wljiat Rake among you, hut, in his Condition, 
Wottd tven think a Wife « gpf^d Phyfician ? 
Did this Dutch Lanxj our roving Gentry hind, 
Hoiv charming <wou^d it be for Woman-kind.! 
Then t^ry Nymph vjho has vouchfaf^d the F avowry 
Might tye her Lover up^ to good Behaviour j 
And after Jhe has put hi?tr to the lit^i. 

Might take, or leave him, -as Jbe^jk^d it bell. 

7'ou, vjho are noosed, let me advife ; bevoare. 
Give o^erycur Jealous Freaks, and truft the Fair : . 
For, look ye, you mey rant, and play the I) evil ; 
There^s nought but Patience cures the Marriage-Evil. 
Tlje Thing is plain, and Injiances are common ; 
No Man is half a. Match for any Woman. 

N DramatT 



Dramatis Perfonse. 

MEN. 

Sir Philip Mone^Iove^ Father to OUvia^ 1 
a Man whofe Morals are only fubfervient > Mr. Miller* 
to his Intereft. ---*---3 

^ujobn Freeman^ Heir to J^OOoL per 1 
enmumf but difinherited. In Love with (- Mr. Wilks^ 
Olivia. --------- 3 

Ned Freeman, his Younger Brother ; I . yr %m'Jj 
poffef3'd of the Eftatc. - - - - - \^' ^^' 

FainweUy an Enfign under the Name 1 
of Jeffery ; in Difgaifc, Footman to the \ Mr. W. Wilh. 
Widow Heedle/j. ) 

Mr. Wafchit, A Country-Gentleman, 7 « » y^ . «. 
very jealous of his Wife. - • - . jM'- <^'^- 

Tally, One belonging to a Pharoab-^ 
Bank ; an humble Servant to Widow / • » ~„ 
Heedle/s, under the Charader of Lord C^^' tiarper. 
Pharoah'Bank* i------J 

Demur, a Dodor of the Civil Law. 

WOMEN. 

Olivia, Daughter of Sir Plfilip Money- \\x tj 
lave. In love with Sir John Freeman. S *^' 

Louifa, a Dutch Lady, formerly con- ) »* v 
iV2.atd to Ned Freeman.^ - - . ■ jMrs. n«r^.r. 

Mrs. Watchit, Wife to Mr. WatchtU - Mrs. Oldfald. 

Widow Heedle/s, worth 20,000/, af- > 
fcded, vain, and an Admirer of Quality, -( myr ^, , 

and rcfolved never ta marry beneath a j-^"- -^ **«««^- 
Lord. ---'----.-J 

Z»ry> Servant to Mrs. Watchit. 

Fiora^ Servant to Louifa. 

Judith, Servant to Mrs. Heedlefs. 

Conftable, Watch, and other Attendants. . 

T H E^ 




THE 

ARTIFICE. 

A C T I. SCENE!. 

St. James's I^ A R K. 

Enter Fain well in a Li'very, meeting Sir John Freeman 
in Mourning. 

^^'^' 3>faj3^^t^ ^ • Freeman in Black ? Dear Jack how 
mufi I diflinguifh thee ? 

Sir Ja^ff. Dear yafi / How 

came you and I {o well acquainted. 
Fellow! 

Tain, O ! that's too long a Story at prefent. 

^ixjohn. What the Devil is this Metamorpbcfis for, 
FaintivelL 

Fain. Love I Almighty Love ! Copying of the Godsf 
you know. » 

Sir 7o;&«. What Game are you in purfuit of? 

Fain. The old Handing Dilh, a Wife! There's no 
Hopes of War, no Rifing in View ! and Subaltern^ Pay 
will make a Man rub but ilowly thro' the World. I have 
got Leave of my Colonel to be abfent from my Poft for 
Two Months, in which Time, I intend to make my For- 
tune.— -You'know the Widow Heedlefs ! 

Sir John. Very well ! Ha i — - is not that her Livery ? 

Fain. Yes, Faith, I march in the Number of her Re- 
tinue. 

Sir Jnhn. To what End ? 

/'tf/Vf. That's uncertain. If you know the Widow, you 
are no Stranger to her Taile in Servants. 

Sir John. I know ilie keeps none but awkward Country 
Louts. 

Fain. Ay ! and h a perfect Jockey in her Family, and 
N Z takes 
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MEN. 

Sir Pbilif Monsyiove, Father to Oliviay J 
a Man whofe Morals are only fubfervient i Mr. Miller 
to his Inter«ft. ----...J 
Sir John Freeman^ Heir to 4000/. /^"^ 
atmumt but difinherited. In Love with C Mr. If 
OUvia. -----.--- I 
3/5?</ Freeman^ his Younger Brother; J ., 

poffefs'd of the Eftate. J Mr 

Fain<wellf an Enfign under the Name 1 
of Jefery; in Difguife, Footman to thc>' 

Widow Heeiile/s. ^ 

Mr. Watchit, A Country-Gentleman, 
very jealous of his Wife. - - - - 
Tallyt One belonging to a P^^iraj' 
Bank ; an humble Servant to Wi/ 
Heedle/sy under the Charader <rf" ^ ^-«^.«, 

Pharoah'Bank. i - . . « - ^*,^ ^L 

i)m«r, a Dodor of the CSsS ^^ ^Ttk. ^ 
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takes as much Pains to poiifii her Tndo, as tfaey do to 

break their youtig Colts. Now, you mufl know I pafs 
fvith her for as arrant a Ruftick, as ever weilded Cudgel 
at a Country Wake, or4uiii«led Girl upon a Hay -mow. 
Sir yohn* But wherein can this adyan^e youj Defign^? 
Fain, 'Why, you mui know, I mal^ Love tq her. 
* Sir yoh'n. Make Love "to herl what, under the ChaiaC' 
ter of a Footman ? 

Fatft* No,*tio, naderthe Charafter of a Gentleman of 
Fifteen hundred Pounds a Year in Ghucefter/hire^ of which 
Country I pseteiKi Jto be ; fi)r having quarter 'd heretofore 
in that Shire, \ counterfeit the Dial«£l very v^ell. 
Sir John, But what Service can this be to you ? 
Fain^ Why, I write to her as from Mr. Wort^f ; tny 
Man brings the Letters ; and I deliver them as Jeffre^^ 
her Footman ; and when I find her in Hutnour, I intend 
to give her my Piftnre, in fo fimple a manner, that flie 
Ihall take it all for Gofpel. 

Sir John, But what Signifies the Copy ? How will you 
introduce the Original } 

Fain. That has been done already. I have made her 
' feveral Vifits. My Man is now gone to her. with a Letter. 
Sir John. But fuppofe ihe fhould inquire after this Mr. 
. Worthy f It is an eafy Matter to know all the Gentlemen 
in Glouceflerjhirey and what Eftatcs they are poffefs'd of too. 
Fain* She can't trap me there, if (he doe^ : For, be- 
tween you and I, there is fuch a Perfbn as Mr. Worthy^ 
Matter of the very Edate I mention, who has giv'en me 

Leave to take his Name. But I have difi:over*d iitfce I 

have been in her Houfe, that an Irijh Baron is my Rival. 

Sir John. Then you are undone ; fibr I am told, fbe de- 

claFcs agftinft Matrimony without a Tifle. But who is he ? 

Fain, My Lord Pharoah-Bankt I dilnk they call him, 

of the County of Tipper ary. ^ ■ • ' 

Sir John. I don't remember ever to have heard" of any 
fuch Nobleman. 

Fain, Recommended, they fay, hy Sir Philip MoneyloT^e. 
Sir John, For which he is to have a valuable Coniider- 
ation ; for i am fure, he does nothing out of Honour or 
Honefty. I wifh thee Success with all my Heart. 

Fain. I thasik you. Freeman ; but prithee, who are you 
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in Mfiqrnitig for ? Is the oldKnififht at Reft Stx Foot deep ? 
ha, 7aeJ^f 

Sir JeJbti, He haa keen ^eid to mt diefe Seven Years ^ 
l^t is now fo to all fhC WorlcU Faintjuiil. 

Futn* ^ John! I give' thee Joy of Four thoufan^ 

Pouads.//rif7Nr«mv [Ehliractnghim^ 

. Sit J>i&<ife I hope you*ll give me the Eilate too, Fain-^ 

•well ; f(pfr^ 1 a/iure yc», I bare not one Foot of Land by 

the S>efti^9f my Fanhex. 

Enur Sam. 

Fain. H&^idno^djTinheric thee* i^xte* 
. Sip j}V^b. Nerther better nor worfe. 

Bam. I ever thought my old Matter would dye hardj 
aad tak#- tlia ; Lcft-h wd Road. 

Sir John. Ha ! what is ^/iMr with you ftill ? 

£am^ YMr Itn^wv Sir» 1 aPways fUck as ctoie to my 
iHlMleiSr as tMr Bi«ecke:». 

. Sir ^4^v«. ^ j wbiift tbare i» any Money in them ; 
but, I remember, you left me for fear of flarving. 

&7«. Starving, Oiav iW>» b« i — Ndt ftarving. Sir ; tho', 
I moA^G^n&i^y my Waift-band was Three Indies too wide 
for me. 

. tamp, Y^lQi A«c}f lUiTod I h^ lUi? Wcll» did ymi deli- 
ver my Letter ? 

/: A^. T#^ I<<djdi Sks .and" info the* Widow's own 
liiK^V ftnir tialy, by wibtt 1 CM imdi Sir» yott have 
ilofWo^ ttt h«p« foni if I Mvro any Jadgjnent. 

/tffiit Why ! Whafr hsre- yon difcoter'd f 

<S«MM Why^ I: ^bievv^d whea {he read your EplAIe^ 
fte£tntl'd k«fif>&h%', thus*— '^^tofft^d your Letter upo&her 
Tdykt ;. turn'd nf)oa her Heel ; tipp'd her Maid a Box 
o' tBe Ear for grinning, and bid mt tell: yoa, it.neqtfired 
9» Aflfwe^ 

^xjBhk, CoM: Comfort r 

Fmhi Not a jot the lefs^ fef giving herfelf that Air. 
But is it pofTible, that pure Par ty*Rage could make thy 
Father fa liiftind, Sirjiht? 

Sir John, Add to that ibmo Httle Wildaefies. But the 
main thing that did my Bufmefs, was this-,; Wheo<i found 
nothing wou'd open his Purfe-AringSv I pretended to em- 
brace- his Prjacii^Ski . . 

N 5 Sam. 



a84 /i BiCKZK%r ATt^s Bury wgi or^ 

Zounds ! I never had fa' h an Averfion focLa Woman in my 
Life. ^ [Exit Sailor. 

Ladjf. Sore this is fome Sea-Mon(ler» it cannot be a 
Man, and Proof againft Gold and Jewels. 
The European's God is Gold, we Indtans fay. 
Then dare they fly from that to which they pray ? 
When next ■ . ■■ 

To th' fliining Ore thou doft for Mercy fu^, . . 

As you've been deaf to me, may that be deaf to yoa« 

[Exit. 
Enter fecond Sailor. 
»/ ^aiU Ha ! the Woman here that Wck Ihonld have 
had ; a faint-hearted Dog! Now have I a Mind to knock 
her Brains out, and carry off* her Jewels. 

Ladj. What's here another of |he puny Knaves ? 

[jmnftlemnthin. 
2d Sail. Ha ! the 6o(on*s Whiftle f nay then I muft be 
^eedy ; and yet I can't find in my Heart to kill her. 

{WhifiU again. 
Adflieait, I ihall be left afhoar r I^moft away. 
La^. You look diforder*d. Sir i are you in Love ? 
2d SaiL With your rare glift'ning Stones I am ; and if 
vour damn'd Faihion did not heave the living Hufl>and o're 
board with the dead Wife^ I did not care if I iaid I was 
in love with yon. 

Lady. Then take me where we may live for ever; for 
indeed I don't like this Cnfiom amongft us, 'but muft obey 
it. Come, bear me hence, and I will load thee with 
Wealth enough to buy thy Country. 

[Whiftk and hollow within., 
2d Sail. Ha I I have no Time to think ; come alcmg 
then ; I'll venture to fwing in a Hammock with you for 
once. 

Blow gently, Boreas, Neftune^s Rage confound^ 
And fet us (afely upon Britifij Ground, 
Where we will drink and fing till the whole World goes 
round. ^Exeunt. 

S C E N E IV. 

The Emir dragged in hy Officers, with Servants brining in 
Loa'v.es of Bread and Bottles of Water. 
Of. What, a Native of Cofgar^ and tremble at it« 

Laws t 
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Law$1 when even oor Kings are fubjcft to *em. For 
Shame, £V»/r, bear yourfclf like a Man— —Come, open 
the Coffin, and put in the Loaves and Water. 

Emir, Ah, 1 (haH have bat fmall Stomach to eat,*[^2/^. 
Confound our Laws; i*m inform'd that no Part of the 
World is curil with fuch, but only us, the reft live as long as 

they can : To be buried alive Oh curs'd Cuflom ! Oh, 

oh, oh ! In perfeft Health too ! Oh, oh, oh ! 

Offl In Health ! nay my Lord, that you are not ; every 
body expected your Death this Morning ; the Fright o£ 
which, I fuppofe, has caus'd your Lady's ; Pm fure cvtry 
body thought you very 111. 

Emir. Aye, and may be every body thought me wiU 
ling to die, but every body was miftaken. 

Of. My Lord, we have no Time for Talking ; It h not 
in our Powers to prevent your Fate. Here, lift him into 
the Coffin. Where are your Cords to let the Coffini 
down t)ie Mountain ? [TJ^ey/eixe hinu 

Emir. I will not go down the Mountain : Unconfcion- 
able Rogues ! (firuggUs <with tbtm^) I hope your Wivet 
will die To-morrow— —Ho!d> hold, let me fee my Wife 
firfl ; ihe died fuddenly, and may eonie to Life again* 
Of. PiJh! Pifli! This is Trifling, inwithhiro, f fay. 
Emir. I tell you my Wife was an Engiifi Wife, and 
troubled with Vapours, as all that Country Wives are.; ^ 
flie us'd to die and come to Life again ten Times in an Hour, 
therefore I will fee her. [Struggling to reach at bn Cojin, 
zd Off. Shall he fee her. Brother ? 
ift Off. No, no. 

Emir. Ye Dogs, I will.^ (Gets hold9n*t^ and pulls off tie 

IJd.J 3y Alia, Sun, Moon and Stars, here's no body! 

Hazza, here's no body, Ihe's alive. [J^smfs aud dances oiM. 

Off. Alive ! bring her out then. 

Emir. Nay, do you bring her onl^ if you will, for yo» 

Ihall never bring qie in. 

Off. My Lord, I ihall make you bring her out ; you 
have buried her in your Garden, I fuppofe ; bat that (han't 
ferve : Produce her living, or I'll inftantly proceed to the 
Ceremony of Burial with you : Where is flic ? 

Emir. Sir, I told you before ihe was an EngUJb Wiie» 
and I believe few Hufbands know where to find thettu 

Off. This flwm^t ferve : Where's Mrs. I/aHndaf your 
Niece? i?«'>- 



^2i6 A BickbrstaffV Bmyhg^ &c* 

£mr. .'W^ith her Auntf for ought I know* ^ 

£nfer a $er*uant, 

Sitv^ Oh, my Lord, the Ship that was cail here, yc^er- 
day, is gone off', and with it yonr Lady, Niece and MaiJ, 
with all your Jewds. 

Emir. With all my Scul ; and diere's (bmething for thf 
News; a boon Voyage, and a meny Gale to them* iay I; 
it is the moft comfortable Lofs that ever Man had. 

Of. Why 9 what a Misfbrtone's this ? Here'^ our Fees 
loft. 14/^. 

Effdr. And if ever ypa catch me marrviag again* FIl 
Mve yon leave to uTe your Cords. Dogs ! get out of my 
«ou4, go ; troop, Vermin, no going down che Moiii»« 
tain now— Here, kick the Coffins after them, with dieir 
Loaves and Water ; for there fliall never be more Occafieft 
for 'em in this Hoaie, I promife yo u ■ ■ Come» where 
are my Servants ? Here, let me have Mofick and Danc- 
ing* to cheer my Spirits. 

The Laws of Wedlock all Men think ievere ; 
But ^tis Damnation fure to many here* 
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PROLOGUE. WrittenbyMr. Bond. 
Spoken by Mr. Mills. 

ty^^ ^'^ rflate^ grown wonJ*rous Weather-'voifi^ 

Change^ like the nfarious Seafins of the Skies^ 
Tbey^ each dull JFinter^ /ullen andfe'vere 
And cloudy^ as its gloomieft Days Mtfear : 
Town o^er ttfir Dejks^ figh forth fime Tragic- Scenc» 
^hen treat the Tonun ijoith ProduSU of their Spleen. 

Osir Author takes a different Way tofleafe ; 
Heals injur'd Love, and cures its Jealonfies. 
Tou tender Virgins, aTtd negleSed Wives, 
For TToUf *She all 'her Artifice contri*ves. 
Tea cat^t deny he r Tour ProteSiion fwrely^ 

^he hides your SlifSf and brings you off-^fo purely I 
Bold in her Sex'i Caufe^ She always rouzes 
*Gainfi their worik Foest fal(e Lovers, and dull Spou&s. 
Buty O / ye Critics ! Comic-Bards are few, 
Andw^<ue no Wit beneath the Sun^ that*s New : 
AJk net, infuch a General Dearth, much Wit, 
If fiiyour Tafle in Plot, 4ind Hiimor hit :' 
Plot, Humor, Bofinefs, form the Comic Feaftf 
WitV hut a hlgher-relifli'd Sauce, at heft ; 
And nsihere too much, lih Spice, deftroys the Tafte, 

You Sparks in Red, f^e knows, nvill all befriend her % 
Nay, Faithy you^re bound in Honour to defend her. 
Ton, in her Plays, her choiceft Fa'vours fhare j 
Bhe m^er fails f reafe her Men of War; 
'77/ feldom known, you Brothers of the Blade, 
Let Women make Advances un^repaid, 
JToH Chi^s in War, njoho Monorchs canfubdue, 
Tet fiw u" ^ The Ladies Viflors over You. 
Afingle Helen, once divinely Fair, ♦• 
Zumtnorfd a Croud of Heroes to the War : 
And brighter Helens rai/e your Courage -^Theie. 
Tou, fwhiJe our Author pleads in Beautfs Caufi, 
Join ott her Side, and Arm in her Applaufe : 
Be Heroes in a Woman'/ Cauje to Day, 
Andasjou L^ve the Sex, Defend the Plat. 

EPI- 
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EPILOGUE. 

Written by Dr. S ewe ll, 1723, 
Spoken by Mrs. Oldfiei,©. 

QINCE Plotting is the Bufincfs of the Age, 

Our Bard hts paid k off tifi^H the Stage. 
AndftrB9gly Ub$ur*din thffs Seenef, ttjhe^ Ti, 
HonAj Woman can in Artifice out-do Te, 
Tou bungle fadly^ and are al<way$ caught 
'Ere half your Work is ta Perfiftion brought. 
Did our T^omjn-Wt'ves their Schemes no Setter laj^ 
' l^hat monftrous Plots njooi^d break out ei/ty £>ay P 
Ladies, 1 hope, V^e a^ed to ybur Mind, 
Andfemfd my Jealous M^nfter in bis Kivd, 
To play the Prieft, andfieal a Winjes Ccufefficn ; ^ 

What Man can make amends for fuch Tran^reffion? 
Should all our Englifli Hujhands Jhri've their Wives, 
Women <wou*d lead mofl cwnfortabk Lii?es, 
"For of all Slawry, ^tis the <u;orft Condition, 
To live beneath a Marriage Inquifition, 

What think you of our Hogan-Mogan Belle ? 
Didn^t Jhe trick the Tricifer nicely otW//* 
The Whipjier thought, forfocth Utvas fmart and cleifer^ 
To five II theyomg Vrow up, and then to leave he}\ 
But on the Tounker a Dutch Trick fie palms ; 
Yox^owforVoiQiXigives^ andQ^zlmsfor Qgalms. 
Wljat Rake amongygu, hut, in his Condition, 
WoiCd t^en think a Wift a good Phyfician ? 
Did this Dutch Lava our roving Gentry bind, 
Honv charming <iuot^d it be for Woman-kind.! 
Then e-Jry Nymph <who has vouchfaf^d the Favour^ 
Might tye her Lover up Jo good Behaviour j 
And after fie has put hini' to the ^&% 
Might take, or leave him, -as Jbe tik'd it beil. 

Tou, vuho are noosed, let me advife ; bevoarei 
Give o^erycur Jealous Freaks, and truji the Fair : 
For, look ye, you mety rant, and play the fievil i 
There^s nought but Patience cures tin Marriage-Evil. 
TIh Thing is plain, and Injiances are common ; 
JVJ? Man is half a Match for any Woman. 

N Dramatis 
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Falm, He has taken a Houfe in the Pall-Matt^ wit&in 
a Door of my Coloners. ■ 

Zam^ Who has as good a hand at converting, as the 
Parfon, if he can find a Way to coiv at her. [Afide, 

Ned. In the Pall-Mall ! If this ftouM be my Mlflrefs 
■ow ? C^Jl^f'J So, the old Fellow is \tiy Jealous of her, 
you (ay ? 

Fain, So Jealcus, that he locks her up, it (eems, re- 
ibiving to father no Children for the future, but his own ;, 
He allows her the Sight of nothing that's Male. 

Ned. It rouft be £e; this agrees exa^y with her Sto- 
ry. {JfideJ Such Reffraint fets all the Wheels of Inven- 
tion at Work, and a Million to nothing, bat fhe*ll find a 
Way to ufe him as he deCervts. And how does ihe take it? 

Sam. Oh ! not at all. Sir,— You hear my Mailer Gty, 
file's lock'd up. 

Ntd, Her Confinement, I mean, Sirsah ? 

Sam. Oh ! her Confinement. 

Faitt. Not feeing her the laft Time I dm'd there, I in- 
^uir'd after her Health, and was anfwer'd, fhe was indifr 
posM ; yet I obferv'd he cut her a Plate of ev'ry Thing 
that came to Table, and fent up to her Chamber, which* 
as ihe Maid told jne afterwards, is his condant CuHom of 
late, when any body dines, with hiin. He is a true Sf^t- 
nljh Hufband. 

Ned. And if fhe proves but a true EngUfic Wife, his 
Children may be nothiug a-kin to him, for alihis Caution. 
Is fhe hand feme ? 

Fain, So handfome, that I could venture my Soul witl^ 
her ; and if I had her Confent, my Uncle Watchit, fhould 
be advaoc'd in Honours. You underlland me. 

Ned\ Watchifl Mum! that's the Name. Painuuell mvi£t 
HOC know where I live. (Afidt^) — Yott would not cuck- 
old your Uncle„ would ye .? 

/"«/>/.' Why not \ I think a well-bred Gentleman ought 
to have as much Regard to the B/eed of his Family, as a 
Fox hunter has to tho6; of hie Dogs and Hoirfes. Where 
do you lodge, Mr.. Freeman? I mufl bring a School-Fel- 
low of mine to wa>t on you, one who has a Play upon the 
St'jcks : You'mulLgive him leave to dedicate to. you. It 
is young Difiick, 

Nid. Hal Uctle Dijiithl I fhall be ^d, to fee hinu 

. I Wheo 
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When I have finiftiM an Affair which I have upon my 
Hands at prefent, I fhali. come fomcwhere to this End of 
the Town ; but I am Tncog. for a little while. 

Fain, What, are ypu upon an Intrigue ?^ 

Ned^ Yes, Faith, and with one of the prettieft Womcri 
fn Town ; a Citizen's VVife, whofe Huihand is tir.ftur'd 
with thy Unde^s Diilemper r He permits her nc^tr to 
pay, or receive Viftts ; but in Spighc of his Blhckade^ I 
have found means to open a Communication between my- 
felf and his Female, and hope I ihall be able to fpnng a 
Mine, and blow up the Fort of her Chaftity, maugre al! 
his Iron Guards. 

Fain. You talk like an Engineer, Mr. Freeman \, but if 
ihe is fo clofely confinM how got ycfu acquainted with her f 

Ned. Very accidentally. You muft know, her Houfe, 
and that which I lodge in, were formerly one, fo that 
there are Dbors remaining, tho^ failen'd up. — Sitting one 
Evening in my Chamber reading, I heard the Voice of 




I your Place, fays the Maid, Td be reveng'c 
Brute : Ay, quoth the Lady, but /hew Itne the Means.— 
Upon whicii, having bot'd a Hole in the Door, f put my 
Iwouth to it, and cry'd, the Means is ready, Madam, if 
you'll confent to it. She wa^ a little furpriz'd at Hrft, but 
we foon came to a right Uhderflanding. 
Fain, Ha, ha! fo Ihe open'd the Door ! ' 
Ned, Not that Door : But the Chamber- Maid, wh^ 
tnew her Bufinefs pcrfeftly well, after inquiring wha 
lodgM at next Houfe, in the Morning, knock'd gently ,a^ 
this private Door, and calling me by my Name, gave me 
tor underftand that there was a Door, between her Rocrnr^ 
and a Ganet in our Houfe, which if I cou'd find the Way 
to open, I might have an Opportunity of playing a Game 
ait Picqnet with her Lady fometrmes,. in her Maker's Ab- 
> fence : I took the Hint, agreed with my Landlord for that 
Garret, and fell to work immediately. The PafTage v/as 
foon open'dx and we came to an Interview, lik'done ano- 
ther's Propofals> eaU'd for the Cards, and fat down to 
play, where I had the Game all tanothing> having P^/;//,. 
^ini, and ^atorze^ the £rft Deal> had not the old Fel- 
Jbw come in» and foxc'd as tothraw up our Cards. 
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FatM, For which you both curs'd him, I fuppo/e; bat 
you have found a Time, 'tis to be hop'd, to finifh your 
Game. 

AV^. I (hall do, this Day, I believe. Wiih me Suo 
cefs, faintvell. 

Fain. I do with all my Heart : I know you us*d to be 
generous, you'll not expofe her. When you have cor- 
rupted her, you may help your Friends, before ihe falls 
into the Hands of the Public. 

A>y. With all my Heart ! Now for the finifliing Stroke :- 
rU Home, and waich the old, Fellow out, and then VJf- 
fair ilferafait^ as the Trench fay — Whith Way are you 
going, Fain^well? 

Fain, Every Way ! I have fome Twenty How-d'ye's to 
deliver i the conflant Bufinefs of Men of my Cloth, you 
know. 

Ned, Ha ! yonder comes my Father-in-Law that is to 
be. I mufl avoid him. 

Fain. And the Widow's Lord with him. (Afide.) Pray 
who is the Gentleman with him, Mr. Freeman? 
. Ned. His Name is Bite^ to the beft of my Memory. 
He belongs to a Fbaroah-Table^ I us'd to fee him tally 
fometimes, that's all I know of him. .Adieu. {.^^i- 

Fain. Fm glad I know fo much of him. Bite^ quotha! 
Egad, FJ! take care he Ihan't bite me of the Widow.— 
Is this her Man of Quality ? •— Samy go von Home, and 
don't you be out of the Way, if I flioula want you. J)o 
you hear? 

^am. Yes, yes. Sir. \Exit Sam. 

Fain. Egad> this Woman fatigues me more than a long 
March. But the Hopes of her Gold, like the Hopes of 
Plunder, gives me frei)i Courage for continuing the Siege. 

For^ to befiege, and ftorm, the Soldier^s Trade />, 
Jn War, /« conquer Towns i^-'^In Peace, the Ladies. 



Att 
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SCENE Sir Philip Moncylove'/ Hou/e. 

Enter 01ivia» mul Loai(a •weeping. 

It. "TTOUR Story, I confefs. Madam, is moving; 

j[ but I am more farpriz'd at Freeman^s Infenfibi- 

lity, than at his Pcijury, It is no Wonder t© find a Man 

falfe ; but that he ihoald be blind to fo much Beauty, is an 

Argument of Stupidity. 

. Lou. Not when he changes for fuperior Merit ; 
But if you love not the DiiTembler, 

Oh, give him back to my defiring Arms ! 
For we are fit Companions for each other. 
Oil, All I caa» befure FU do to ferve thee. 

Dear haft thou bought, the faithlefs, worthlefs Man ! 
Lou, Too late, I blame my credulous Nature. 
Our Sex, like Rofes blooming on the Tree, 
Admir'd by cv*ry gazing Paflengcr : 
The Flow'r once cropt, a while 'tis worn in Triumph ; 
Then thrown afide to wither in Diigrace. 
. on. Be pleas'd to give this Letter to Sir John^ and pur- 
fue whatever he direfts you.. Depend upon any Thing in 
my Power to ferve you. Madam ; my Soul abhors this 
Treachery, and had he been as dear to me, as his poor in- 
jurM Brother is, I would renounce him now, tho' Lih, went 
with him. 

Enter Sir Philip. 
O//. My Father ! that's unlucky. [4fi^e. 

Sir Pbil, Pray, Daughter, what is this pretty Refolu- 
tion of yours ? Who wou'd you renounce ? 

OU, One whom you wou'd have me. Sir, 'if you but 
wifli me Happinefs ; 'tis that Deceivor Freeman. 

Sir PlfiL How ! Why, what has Sir John recover'd the 
Eftate then i If fo. Egad I Ihall renounce him too, Girl.— 
Ho'now, who have we hear ? Some Letter-Carrier, ha ! 
Pray, who let you in, Miftrefs I 

Oil, Juftico. , 

Look on this Lady, Sir, with Eyes more human* 
On her whom Freeman bafcly has be tray 'd, 
Juft in her rifing Bloom and Pride of Youth. 

1 Sir 
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Sir Phil. Why, yoaM mskr an czcelleiit Adrefs ; yoa 
Ran: znJ Strut it well ; but who is this I^ady joa are £o 
trader of, pray ? 

Oj. She's Fnewua^s Wife, by all the Tics of Love. 

Sir Phil. Tics of* Lore Hark ye! Has the Farfbn 

ty'd 'eoi r Love makes neoe b«t runauig Knoii^ and a 
hian may flip tho-.e at Pleafure ; bul the PaHbn's Noofe 
IS as fure as the Hangniua^ ; Bothing bsc the Graire duties 

it. Now if yoQ have him ia that String, Maxiaixi» yoa 

arc on the right Side of the Hedge, and I moii look oat 
for another Son iu-la/v^-Othcr»iwiic^ you mo^ look fharp 
for another Hulhand — that':^ all. 

Lou By my Country's Caflom. 'tis I claim him, 
I can have no other Hufbaixl ; 
For all our Vcws are rcgiiler'd in Heaven. 

Sir PM. Humph ! that's a long Way off, and very few 
Lawyers go that Circuit. I doubt you'll loie your Cau/e 
for want of Evidence too. 

OH. No, Sir, (he h^ a living Witncfk of his Guik. A 
Boy, the very Piaurc of the Villain. 

Leu. A Pledge of Love and everl^ng. Faith. 
O/r. Can you defend his Treachery, Sir ? 
Sir PoiL Can you defend her Folly ? Treachery q«otha ! 
He's a Tray tor who weakens his King, not he who adds to 

the Number of his Suhjeds. ^Ycu fay, you claim him 

l,y your Country'^ Cuftom, pray wku Country is thatw 
jV^ladam? * ' ^ , ^ 

Leu. Hcllandy Sir. 

Sir PM^ Odfo ! Holland I why their High Mightiticires 

^ug^t to lettle a PenHon upon you. I wifh you much 

j^y of your Son, Madam. 1 warrant him a Hero, or a 

^c^lit»"a«; Every EngUJhman^ Son, merrily begot, proves 

^reat Man. Fools and Cowards are the Produa ^f our 

^ading Sheets I wi(h he had laid fueh a Fouiidadon in 

^^^ Bre^.^' "" Lawfulnefa of the Pkalu^e fpoik 

<^^//. Are thefe fit Speeches for a Daughter's Ear? 

A. ^^ ^ r ' V ^^^g'^g^ of a virtuous Parent ? 

^^ ^^«'// "• * ^« Virtue of a Piirent confifts in Interell and 

:r^^XSi^nT ^^'' ^ ^''"'' ^^""'^ Modefiy does in Pride 
v^^^yM^ MoaOrous Precepts I 

Sir 
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Sir Phil, I fuppofe» Madan)> you had nothing but Mr^. 
Frtenmn't bare Word ? 

L$tt, Words of the moil facred Form ! Vows of eternal 
Faith ! Eternal Conilancy ! 

Sir Phil, But how the Devil cou'd you expcA Perfor- 
mance ? Can any Man promife for Futurity ? You ihould 
have got him into Bonos. Hereafter let me advife you : 
Do nothing till you have *em' under Black 'and White.-— 
Then, if they fly the Parfon, catch 'em with the Predion 

Lou, Unmannerly Advice ; but I was told before I came,, 
what fmall Regard you paid to Juflic e I t is in yoa^ 
Madam, that all my Hopas are centerM. 

Oli, Depend on me, ia all I can. 

Sir Phil, No whifpering in my Houfe ; no caballing ^ 
no underhand Dealing.— —Look- ye, Madaio, the Man's 
difpos'd of J but if you will let the know whereabouts your 
Fortune may be, I'll do my Endeavour to get you a Huf* 
band-^I wAU Faith. 

Loo^ Since injuc'd Virtue \% beeome your S^rt» 
And you, infteiri of pitying, mock my Sorrow» 

ni try aU ArU that nu^ bis Sod/ubdut ; * 

Bid if I fail his Faffhn to rawva% 

The Tr^or dits^ to te tt^m^d enpm* [Exit. 

OZr. Why will you raife her Indignataoa thiU ? 
Do you not dread the Conie^iuence \ 
Bafe as he is, will you not guard hi» Life? 
O ! call her back« aad calmli^ Paffioo; 
If yea prevent not, you encouf agd Murder. 

Sir PbU. Ni^ &o> the Threads of your Sex, Hke Coofu 
tiers Promifes, vanifli into nothing. Pafiion has left tke 
weeping Corner, and now it blijfters like the North Wind^ 
that's all. I wonder who let this Woman iiw I iBall ex-^ 
asiine thatPoam wkh my Servants. \Afidi. 

OH. Are you a M«n yet void of all Humanity I 

Sir PhiL JS your Mother were alive, fhe^d tell yoo : 
How dafe yo«i call me Father, and queftion my Manhood ^ 
What would you make your Mother, hufley } ha 1 

OH, Oh do not name my Mother ! Were Are ativer- 
you would not treat me thu*. Remember your Promife to 
Sir>&». 

Str PhiL S«t when I made that Promifi^ he was Heir 
Apparent to four thoafend Pounds a Year, and nobody 

dreaiftl^ 
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dveamt of his being inherited. — Zonnds, do you think 
I'll throw away my Money upon your Inclination, Mif- 
trefs ? No, mark me. Were ihy Mother here all in her 
Bloom of Beauty ; here, here, upon her Knees before me, 
I would nor break ray Word to Treemim ; that is to fay^ 
whilft he is Mafter of His Father's Eftaie; therefore urge 
me no more, but prepare to fee his Wife to morrow. D'ye 
hear^ \Exit^ 

OIL To morrow ! ihort Warning ! yet fhort as 'tis, J 
fliflll have Time for Refolution ; and you fhall find it. Fa- 
ther, as unalterable as your own. 

If nvbere T'veji^dmy Love, Imuft not *wtdy 

ril chufe a Co&n for fny bridd Bed.- [Exit. 

SCENE Watchit'i Houfe. 
Mrs. Watchit>Ai. 
Since my Hufband refolvcs to iipmure me, I*m glad my 
Jayl is fo luckily fituated. Here I may hope for fomc 
Confolation : The agreeable Addrefs of Freeman charms- 
wtt ; my Huibaad's Jealoufy provokes me, and the Con- 
veniency of that dear Door is fo irrefiftable, that if I fliouW 
not be able to withftand Temptation, my Hufband may 
take it for. his Fains : Beiides, as Hat Poet lays^ 
One baias ^Qod cwimut the Fault, 
As ahwte^ to he guilty thought. 
There's fome Pleafure in leiicaing upon paft Delights: 
and Confinement will fit more eafy, when one know* 
one dcferves it; but to be (hut up for nothing, is not to be 
bome. 

Enter Jjocy, 
Well, Lucy^ have you given the Signal ? 

Lucy. There was no need of the Signal, Madam : I 
found Mr. Freeman in my Chamber, waiting the happy 
Minute. Oh ! w^ere thefe Men but half fo eager after 
Poffeffion f~But then, the Park, the Play, the Bottle, nay 
an Afternoon's Nap, fhall have important Bufinefs in it. 
■ B ut here he is, Madam. 

Enter Ned Freeman, running into her Arms. 

Ned. My Charmer ! I have flood Centinel at my Win^ 

dow thefe two Hours, to watch your^ old Jaylor Out; and 

the Moment I iaw him Jiobble over the Channel, I flew ta 

the kind Door, impatient to be let into Paradife, Mrs, 
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Mrs. Wat. The impatient Lover, at the Beginning of an 
i^moar, coininonly proves the mofb indolent after Poflei^ 
fion, they fay. 

Ned, That, Madam, in a great meafare, depends tfpon 
the Wit and Temper of the L^dy; after Enjoyment, Love 
grows nice ; Beauty kindles up the Flame : Yet there is 
more required to keep that Flame alive : But you mayl>oaft 
your Sex's whole PerfeAion : He who puts on your Chains, 
muft be your Slave for ever. Where Souls fympathize, 
the Bodies fear no Separation. When I but kifs thee fem^ 
bracing her J my Heart flutters at my Lips, as if 'twould 
tell you every Thought within. 

Mrs. Wat, Blefs me, what do you mean ? I doubt you 
have naughty Thoughts ! — Give me the Cards — Come, I 
tnufl have my Revenge. 

Ned, That you fhall, with all my Soul, inftantly. 
Mrs. Wat, Be quiet then, and take the'Cards. 
Ned. The Cards ! No, no, my Angel, I (hall beat yott 
at Cards ; there is a fweeter Game for yoqr Revenge. 

Mrs. iVat, Pi(h ! what Game ? — Lud ! — ^you fmother 
one. Suppofe any of the Servants fliould be upon the 

StMrs ?.; Luey ! 

Lucy. (Afide,) Humph! I underfland her. Pll take 
Care of that. Madam. [Exit. 

Ned. You fee, my Life, Mrs. Lucy knows her Bufineis : 
Why Khoiild we negle£t ours? 

Mrs. Wat. Bufinefs f what Bufmefs ? Oh Lud f what 

would you have me do ? [Struggling a little. 

Ned. Make me the happieil of Mankind. A thoufand 

Loves are dancing in your Eyes. Your balmy Lips and 

heaving Breads invite me to the Banquet. 

Mrs. Wat. Don't talk to me thus, you infinuating De* 
vil, you I— Let me go !— Oh gad ( I an't able to druggie 
any longer !— — 

Ned. Why will you ftruggic at all ? Why deftroy that 
Pleafure which your Conknt fb infinitely would raife? 
Come, lead me to my Blifs, where, folded in each other's 
clofe Embraces, we'll bid Defiance to a Hufband's Frown*, 
and kifs, and laugh at all his jealous Folly* 

Mrs. Wat. O Gad !— O, O Lud I—I have not Breath 
to anfwe r ■ O, O \ I mult not— ^are not — ^will not 
*^0 Lud f •— I have fuch a Swimming in my Head (-* 

Le^ 
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Let me go J — Tho* if you do, I am fiW* I fllaH. WI iownv 

Ned. O my yielding Dear ! -7- Where the Duce fhaJl 1 
findthe-Bei Chamber? ' 

Mfs^PTat. *Ti$ the next Room Ha! Wliat have J- 

iaid ?. Did you najxic the Bed-Chamber i Oh. Gad 1 1 won't 
go into the Bed-Chainbcr. 

A'eJ* No» no, no, my Dear, I would not offer to in- 
jure your P/Iodcily with foch a Thought for the World. 
Go into the Bed-Chambe* ! No, no, I'll carry th«« tW- 
thcr. [Takes her in his Armr* 

Afrs. U^at, Nay, how cain yo» be fo rude ? Lord, whi* 
thex are yon a goi^g ? I iWear I have a good Miad to cry 
•ut« {LMQyJhriiki 'uuthmO'. 

Ned. Ha ! What Shriek is that ? 

Mrs. fTai. *Tis ii^'sVei^l Set me down ! myHuf- 
Band il moUL certainly refura'd. What (hail 1 do ? O In« 
yeadoQ ! O Jnv^ntioa I [P^m^x. 

NeJ. Pox take hia for an immanaerly CkorU ta tsatkm 
^Geiitlemafi riib ^cm TaJsk before he has taftod the firit 
Di/h ; and wi^ fadi an^ Aj^tite too*! 

Mrs. Wat. Oh gad ! don't loiter here i hatSfy fly> Sirl 

Nedi But wJuiiMyi MMfauif, twhtthe^ f Whkk ^af can I 
get up Stairs, without meeting him. fidl in thft 'TectiL> 
Except foa haver amf batk^w^. 

^irs. ifat. I'll venture ; (ibi> ii 1$ imfoflMi (arhuA^ 
fjptojoti) Meic^ htf^f Sif, &^ behind' thisi Stteesv and 
Air not for yom Life, 'till I give ^<Hb>iotieft 

[^d^g$ef bibiikiAt &tten^ 
j5w«k Watchk mdhviCf. 

Waf. What the Devit did you (hriekoat {9tT Ta py^ 
Waraing^ Mrs; Screech-Owi P 

Lucy. Warding. 1 of what, I wonder ? Whb^ ctorid yon 
expedt to catch, that you came crecping-u^in this-Manum;, 
to fright a^bodyout of one's Wits ? Yoo fiifier ifothtnrg to 
come near my Lady but Flies, that I know of. 

Mrs. Wat. (Tbrcnvhg her/elf upon the Flmf.) Oh, M^ 
fery ! i-Oh, oh, oh ! 

Wat. Nothing bat Flies! w^ Flies breed Maggots^ 
Hudey. 

Mrs. Wat^ Oh undone I Undone for wwX 

hmj. Qltk xny poor Lady on. ths £io«ri {idp, Siis 

help,. 
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'*dp.^-*— Whcrfe ha\Pe you put the GentUman, Madam ? 

Mrs. Wat.' B^bd the Screen. C^^^.J Oh, oh ! 
Wat. ?ud, "What is the Matter, Tud? 
lAi^.Wat. I fear I have broke my ^^g^ Mum^s.. 

Wat. Heaven forbid ! Though if ftie has, there will 

*bc one Advantage in*t ; flie won't teize me to go abrowl 
thcfe two Moinths, (Afide.) — Let me fee ; where abouts 
haft thou hurt thy pretty Leg ? 

Mrs. Wat, Juft in my Inftep, Mumps /- ■ Qlp, oh f 
Wat. Lucy t Where are you, Hufley ! help iue to fet 
your Mifti-efs in a Chair. How caraeft thou to fall, 
Fudfey f [TJbey lift her into a Chair. 

Mrs. Wat. Why, hearing her ihriek, I ran haftily to fee 
what was the Matter ; and my Heel liappening to catch in 
iny Hoop, down I came, with my Foot double under ne. 
—Oh dear Mumps ! you hurt me torribly 1 Pcay Iea4 
nie to my 6ed« that I may lie down 'till a Surgeetn can be 
fent for. 

Ned. (Peeping.) Well proposed. 
, Wai. No, no, let me rub it a little ; I don't find it is 
broke : One muft not make Surgeon's Work of every little 
Accident. It is not broke, Puijeyt that's certain. 

Lucy. I wiih your Neck had been broke, when you came 
Hohie. [Jfide. 

*Wat. It may be fprain'd, perhaps.. I have fome <»m- 
phorated Spirits of Wine in the Corner-Cupboard, behind 
that Screen. I'll fetch it, and bathe it with fome of that. 
It is exceeding good for a Sprain, 

Ned. (Peefinv^) So ! I find a Law-fuit ooimneiwced alrecdy. 
Mrs. Wat. If he comes near the Screen, Pm undone, [v^^. 
Lmy* What, in the Name of Jupiier, will bepoiiie of 
the Gentleman ? 

Mrs. Wat. Oh dear, dear. Mumps ! do not leave me. 
Give Lucy the Key ; let her fetch it. [Catiches hold of him. 
Lucy. Ay, ay, Siir, give me the Key ; and do you keep 
rubbing, that the Blood may cii culate. 
"Ned. Creeping.) Well faid, Mrs. 4higaiU 
^ Mrs. Wat. Ay, do, dear Mumpjy I Mcthinks there's a 
kind of Eafe whilft you are rubbiig it.— Oh, oh 1 

Wat. (Riftng.) No, no, Ihe can't find it; (he'll fling 
down fome of the Bottles ; that's all the Good (he'll do. 

Mrs 
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Mrs. Wat. Oh, I flull fwoon, if you ftir, Miunps f 

I ihall, I fhall ! [Catches hold of htm, 

Wat. Well, well ! I won't go ! — You Women are fo 
impatient ! Here, Lucy^ take the Key. It is in a chryfiai 
Bottle. Don't you do Mifchiefnow, amongft the reft of 
the Spirits. 

Ned. (Peeping.) I wifii I were a Spirit, to go but un- 
feen.—- [Mh. Watchit beckons Ned to go qff"^ <whil/t 

eld Watchit is rubbing her Foot. 

Lucy. She beckons you to go out, . Sir. 

Ned. I underfland her. But if the old Fellow fliould 
look up ? 

Lucy. No, no, never fear ; PU help to (creen yon from 
his Sight. (Runs, and flaps berfelfdown by Watchit.] Here, 
here. Sir, here's the Bottle. I'm fare 'tis the right. 

Wat. What is the Devil in the Wench I have you a 
Mind to lame me,. Huifey ? Why don't you pull out the 
Cork ? (Ned advances^ but as Watchit looks up, retires, 

\linWat. Hang the Cork— Rub, rub, rub, dear Mumps, 

Lucy. (Beckons Ned.) Now, now, now. 

Wat. What's now, now! Ha! 

Lucy. Why, now the Cork's out ! Lord, you don't mind 
my Miftrefs's Foot ? 

Mrs. Wat. (Afide.) Ah ! he will catch him, that's cer- 
tajn. I have fnch a Terror upon me, that I'm difarm'd 
of all Excufes. 

Wat. Where lies thy Pain, Pud? 

Mrs. Wat. Juft where you are. 

Lucy. That I dare iwear. ^-^4*1?.^— Blefs me. Sir, 
how my Lady's Ancle fwells ? 

Wat. Your Nofe fwells, don't it ? What do you fright 
your Miftrefs for, Hu^y ? I fee no Swelling. 

Lucy. I don't know how he ihould. [Afidt. 

Ned. (Afide.) She might have laid a Foundation for a 
Swelling, if you had been civil enough tohaveftay'd away 
half an Hour longer. \Ad<vancing to the Middle of the Stage, 

Wat. Come, try to Hand upon'ti^ Pud/ejf. 

Mrs. Wat. . (Shrieking.) Ah ! my dear, dear Life and 

Soul ! I cannot^ar it ! [As Watchit is raifing her up, fie 

throws her Arms about his Neck, to prevent his^fedng Ned. 

Wat. (Struggling.) What, will you imother me ? How 
now I Wiio have we here I 

Ned. 
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Ned, So ! he has me !•— I admire you leave your Doors 
open. Sir, and not a Servant in the Way to take a Mef- 
fage. 

Wat. Had yoH any to {end np, Sir ? I don't like a Man 
that comes up to my Nofe ; then tells me, / admire j9u 
ieaveyfisr Doers open.'^ZiOunds, was there not a Knocker 
to the Door ? 

Ned, I did knock. Sir; but my Bofineis would not 
give me Leave to wait. 

Wat. ^ufinefs! What, to rob my Houfe? or lie with 
xny Wife, I warrant, had I been out of the Way. (Afide\) 
I pray you, fweet Sir, what may your hafty Buiinefs be ? 

Ned. What, In the Name of Jupiter^ (hall I pretend ? 

\^AJid€. 

Mrs. Wat. (Afide to Lucy.) Oh Lud ! What Talc can 
he invent ? I tremble every Joint of me. 

Lucy. (Afide to Mrs. Wat.) If he proves of the Irip 
Breed, all may go well yet. 

Wat. I am afraid. Sir, you have forgot your Bufincfs— • 

A dean-limb'd young Rafcal, this ; and has a damn'd 

Cuckold-making Air : Zounds, how my Wife eyes him ! 

[Afide. 

Ned. I have it ; Impudence proteft me. (Afide. J The 
Affair I come upon. Sir, requires your private Ear. 

Wat. Sir,^I keep my private Ears, for my publick 
Friends. I have furvey'd you round, and round ; and, to 
be plain, I don't like your.Phiz, and, may be, I ihall.like 
your Bufinefs worfe. Therefore, will hear, whether it be 
worth going out of the Room for, or not, 

Ned. I can eafily pardon your Diflike to my Face ; but 
I mud infill upon (peaking with you alone. 

Wat. I infiftupon your ipeaking here. Sir— The Dog 
will cut my Throat, perhaps. • [AJide, 

Mrs. Wat. I'm in Pain for the Event. [Afide /^Luqy. 

Lucy. The Gentleman promi&s well; have Courage^ 
Madam. [A^de to Mrs. Wat. 

Ned. But your Reputation is concern'd, Sir. 

Wat. My Reputation does not depend upon your Tongue* 
Sir ; and I'll not flir a Foot. 

Ned. But have you no Regard to your Lady, Sir ? for I 
perceive this is your Wife. 

Wat, And what of that, Sir ? What have you to fay 
againft my' Wife? Out with it. *2W 
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Nid. Ihsiretiothitig to fay. Sir, againft yo&r Wife. 

fTiU. •S'dcath, Sir ! What is your Bufinefs ? What hairc 
you to fay? Speak, Sir; Or, or 

NeJ. Nay! if I muft fpeafc here! Then know. Sir, I 
am employed by Sir Andrew Gudgeon. 

Wat. Gud^en f I doubt. Friend, you have miflaken your 
FiAi ; for I know po Man of that Name. 

Ned. Hat4: ye, Sir, a^ord. (Speaks in his Ear.J You 
know his Wife, I fuppofc, if you don't know him. 

Wat. Wife! what Wife ? Ad's Heart ! fpeak oiU, and 
keep fardier off— This I>og is a Pick-pocket, for aught 
I know. [jfftde. 

Ned. Why then, I muft tell you. Sir, that Sir Andrtw 
will have SatisfaiflioQ, before he and you have ^one. 

Wat. Satisfaftion ! for what, Sir ? 

Ned. For lying with his Wlfb, Sir, fince yoa will have 
it out. 

Mrs. Wat. Adultery ! Very fine, truly ! 

Lucy. Blcfs me I who could have thought that my Lady 
had not been fufficient for you. Sir ? 

Wat. Zounds ! what do you mean, Sir? Do you think 
to make a Gudgeon of me ? 

•Ned, Nor you muft not think to make a Cuckold of Sir 
Andrenuy without making him Satisfadion, Sir. I don't 
value your high Words, nor your big Looks. I am not to 
' be frighted out of my Bulinefs, Sir. I am a P/o6lor in tie 
Bilhop's Court, and employ 'd by Sir Andrew, to exhibit a 
Libel againft you for Incontinency. 

Wat. Oh Lord! Oh Lord 1 I incontinent ! 1*11 be judg'd 
by my own Wife. — Pud/ — come hither, Pui/ — (peak 3ic 

Truth, and no more but the Truth Didll thou ever 

find m^ a Man given that Way ? 

Mrs. Wat^ I wonder you have the Aflurance to look me 
' in the Face i I find your Sufpicions of my Virtue, proceed- 
ed from the Weaknefs of your own — ^Ungrateful Man ! 
Have I kifs'd and hugg'd you in my .Arms for this ? 

\BurJl$ feemingly into Tears. 

Lucy. Ah ! Did ever I think this of you. Sir ? You, who 
have fuch a tender, fond, loving, lovelyWife.of your 
own ! I can't help weeping to fee my poor Lady fo ill 
treated. 

Wat, Was ever innocent Man thus baited ? 

"* • Mrs. 
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Mrs. Wat, Ah, Mumps ! I never thought you were fuch 

a Hypocrite How often have you told me, what a 

crying Sin Adultery is ! An d 

Wat, This muft be a Trick to abufe ipe !— — Get out 
of my Houfe, Sir. Zounds, get out of my Houfe ! 

Ned. Get out'ofyou^ Houfe ! Get ready your Bail, Sir. 
The Allegations againft you -are fi| plain, and pofidve, you'll 
fcarce have any evafive Anfwer, or to crofs-examine Wit- 
nefles upon new Interrogatories, Sir, Mind that. 

Wat. You and your Interrogatories had beft march ofi^. 
Sir, without any more to do, or — < 

Mrs. Wat, If I might advife you, make' up this Matter, 
and don't expofe yourfelf. 

Wat, Why Fud ! do you think rmg;uilty. Pud? Oh 
Lud! oh Lud! ohLud!. 

Mrs. Wat. Why, can you have the AiTurance to deny it, 
after what the Gentleman has faid. 

Ned. His denying it. Madam, will fignify nothing; we 
have uiiqueftionable Proofs ; Caufes of this Nature never 

come into our Court, without Demonftration He muil 

Hndergo the Sentence ufual in thefe. Cafes — Which is, to 
ftand in a white Sheet, and humbly confefs his Faults bd*- 
foie the Congregation. Bcfides which (turning to bim) 
you "will be compelled to pay Cofts and Damages.-r-And if 
you are found guilty of Contumacy, as yourprefent Bfha- 
viour feems to promile, we fliall get you excommunicated. 

Mrs. 'Wat. Excellent Fellow ! [y^J^de, 

Ned, Upon which comes out the Writ Exccmmunicato 
Capiendi : That, whips you up in an inftant ; carfics you 
to the next Jail, and delivers you* in 19 Salvo Cujcdio 
without Bail, or Mainprize. 

Wat, What hoa ! within there ? Where are all my RaA 
cals ? HufTey, go look 'em, (fvjhes Lucy) and bid 'em call 
a Conftable. 1*11 Bail and Mainpiize ycu, I warrant ycu. 
Sirrah : Why don't you go ? \To Lucy. 

Lucy, ril not (lir a Step : You wicked Man, you ! — 

Ned. A Ccnftable ! — that may not be fo well. (Jftde.) 
I'm not afraid of a Conftable, Sir. Send for 1 im, nr.d 
welcome ; but the leaft Noife }0u make in this Affair, the 
better, Sir Nicholas f 

Mr:, Wat. Sir Nicholas / here muft be feme Miflake in 
this ; my Hufband's Name is not Nicholas, Sir ! 

O Nfd. 
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Nid. What fi^ yoa> Madam ? Is not tliis Sir NUMoi 

Vrtdgeon? 

Wat. No, nor Woodcock neither, as yon (hall find. Sir ! 

Ned. Blefs me! What have I been faying all (kis «rhile ? 
I a(k your Pardon, Sir, with all my Heart. How the 
Vengeance could I make fuch a Blander ? I was dire&ed 
aext Door to the Sum. 

Lucy. IT I miilake nft. Sir Nichotoi lives a$ the next 
Houie hot one. I am glad to find it a Miftake* Sir, and 
that you are not guilty of wronging fo good a Woman, 
as my Lady is. 

WMi. It is a very pretty Mifbke tho% to come iaio a 
Man's Honie, and abofe, and threaten him with white 
Sheets, Penance, - and the Devil ; and then, / afi^ jowr 
Pardon^ Sir. A Pox on you, and your Pardoa too. Sir. 

Ned. Nay, you have Reaibn to oe angry, I own. Sir— i 
and I wiih I knew how to make you fome Satisfa^on.^- 
Madam, can you forgive me ? Upon Honour, I*m in 
fach Confufion ! 

Mrs. Wat. I believe him. (Afide.) The Pleafure of 
finding my Hafband innocent, xndines me the moreeafily 
to pardon your Miflake, Sir. 

Ned. I proteft, Sir, I am very much out of Countenance! 

Wat. I wilh you were out of my Houfe, Sir ■ ■■ 

Ned. If you ihould ever have any Bufinefs in Do&on 
Comntom^ Sir, I aifure you, no Body fhall be 

Wat. I aflure you. Sir, that nothing can oblige me 
more, than to fee your Backfide; and fo, fweet Mr. 
ProQor^ with your Excommunicato Capiendi, I am your 
very humble Servant. 

Ned. Sir, I am yours entirely. [Exit. 

MT%,Waf. Charming Felk)w ! [Jfide. 

Wat. Pox take him, he has ^iven me the Palpitation of 

the Heart, which I (han't get rid of tbefe two Hoars 

Why, what a Multitude of Troubles will this poor Sir 
Nicholas be in now ? His ffweet Meat iviti harvefour Sauce, 
Odd, there's a pretty Penny to be made of thefe Cuckold- 
making Dogs, if one could but catch 'em napping. \Jfidt. 

Mrs. Wat, (Afide.) W^ll, this is a Jewel of a Man, Lucy. 

Lucy, Ay, Madam, this Man has a Genius, and defervei 
a Woman. [jf/tde to her, 

Wat. 
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Wat. I can't get this FeUow*s NC&ake out of my Head ; 
it IS a curfed odd one, methtnks. [-4^ 

Lucy. How does youl- Foot do. Madam ? 

Mrs. Wau Pretty well, I think, Lucy : Your Hand has 
done me exceeding Service, Mumps ■ ■■■ 

Wat. Ay, ay. Chick, ev*ry one don't know the Virtue 
of a warm Hand— —I don't like this fudden Cure.^*T« 
roar out, but now when I touched it ; and now to walk a- 
bout, as if nothing ail'd her. {Afide^ 

Lwy. If you mrere « Surgeon, Sir, and could effedi Cures 
foibon, you'd grow lich apace. 

Wat. (AfideTj I wiQi yon and your Miibefi have not all 
your— -^I might not always be io lucky, 

Lucf. To prevent your being made a Cuckold, I grant 
you. ^ \Afide. 

Wat. I took this, juft in the Nick. 

tucy. Or Ihe had nick'd you. {Afide. 

Wat. That is to fay, juft as 'twas done. ^ 

Lucf. Nay, before it was done ; to tay Lady's Sorrow. 

iJfide. 

Mrs. Wat. Well, Mumps ^ I mull remind you of your 
Promife : I muft go out to Day. 

Wat. Fy, iy^ you would not walk upon your Foot fo 
foon ; would you ? 

Mrs. Wat. Pho ! I tell you my Foot is well 2 Befides, I 
can take a Chair. . 

Wat. Prithee, what Bufinefs haft thou abroad. Wife ? 

Mrs. Wat. Why, I want to go to Chapel, in the fiift 
Place. 

'Wat. The Saints will hear you a« well, from your Clofet, 

Mrs. Wat. I cai\'t pray in my Clofct. 

Wat. Nor any where elfe, I believe. \AJidi^ 

Mrs.- Wat. Befides, here are- Priefts in London. 

Wat. Ay ! Enough to corrupt the whole Nation ■ 

Mrs. Wat. And it is a mort^ Sin not to confefs, when 
*tjs in one's Power to do it. 

Wat. Pray, what Sins have you committed, that you are 
in fuch baHe to unburthen ? 

Mrs. Wat. You are not qualify'd to know. 

Wat. Well, fince your Confcience accufes you, you fball 
have a Priefl. Til fend to the What-d'ye-call 'em Ambjif- 
Ifador'Sy for one of his ; who ihall take your Confe£jon in 

O 2 your 
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your Cloiet ; but I'll -ftand at the Door : For I would not 
truft one of thcfc Pardon-felling Rrgues : They have foch 
convincing Arguments for Cuckoldom. 

Mrs. H^at. Why, do you think. Sir, that I'll be (hut 
up thus, for ever ? 

Jfat. Nay, if yon begin to exalt your Voice, then I muil 
tell yon, it is my Pleafure to have it fo. Let that fuffice. 

Mrs. fFat. No, that will not fuffice ; for it's againil my 
Inclination. 

kfat. Which is not to be fufBc'd ; for you are never (a- 
tisfy'd with gaddine ; if we Hufbands fhoald always follow 
our Wives Inclinations, we (hould be in a fine Condition. 

Lurj. I am fare you have all Conditions, but good ones. 

Mrs. TTat. Is this your matrimonial Vow ! to imprilbn 
me ; you that wou'd chcrifh, love, and worfhip me ! 

fp^at. So I do, don 1 1, my dear Flelh and Blocd ? Thou 
art my Goddefs, and I adore thee ; and cannot fufier 
thee out of my Sight. 

Lucy. If you twa are one Flelh, how come yon to have 
fuch different Minds, pray. Sir ? 

fro/, Becaufe the Mind has nothing to do with the 
Flelh. '' 

Mrs. ffat. That's your MiHake, Sir; the Body is go- 
vern'd by the Mind. So much Philofophy I know. 

Wat. Yes, yes ; I believe you underftand natural Philo- 
fophy very well. Wife : I doubt the Flefh has got the bet- 
ter of the Spirit in you. — Look ye. Madam! Every Mairs 
Wife is his Vineyard ; you are mine, therefore 1 wall you 
in.. Ads-budikins, ne'er a Coxcomb in th(f Kingdom 
ftiall plant fo miich as a Primrofe in my Ground. 
• Mrj. Wai, I am fure, your Management will produce 
nothing but Thorns. 

/ ff^at. Nay, ev'ry Wife is a Thorn in her Hufband's Side: 
Your whole Sex is a kind of Sweet-brier, and he who 
meddles with it, is fure to prick his Fingers. 

Lucy. That is, when you handle us too roughly. 

Mrs. ffat. You are a kind of Rue;, neither good for 
Smell nor Tade. 

If^at, But very wholefome. Wife. '• — - 

Mrs. Tf^at. Ay 9 fo they fay of all Bitters ; yet I wou'd 
not be oblig'd tofeed upon Gentian and Wormwood. 
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Wat. No, you like Sweet-meatsjbetter. 

Mrs. If 'at. Confinement wou'd cloy me with them too. 

Wat, Or you are no Woman. 

Mrs. JVat, But what do's this iignify to our Marriage- 
Articles? You know the Forfeiture, if you deny me 
ghoftly Aid. 

Wat, A thoufand Pounds. You bit me there. 

Have a care I dop't bite you again. (AJide.) Well, 

well, you fhall have this ghoftly Aid— r~ But do you con- 
^di^Vy you never had the Small-Pox, and it never was fo 
mortal as 'now ; therefore it is not convenient you ihou'd 
ro abroad ; indeed it is not, P»<^— 'Tis out of pure 
Love to thee. Faith, my Dear ; for the Small-Pox would 
fpoil that pretty Face : It wou'd truly, Pu4fey. Prithee 
now, believe thine own Mumps, — — 

Mrs. Wat, Away 1 ■ I hate your wheedling. 'Thofe 
who languiih under the Plague, need not fear the Small- 
Pox. [Exit ivith Lucy. 

Wat. Humph ! Say you fo ? I fhall indeed be a Plague 
to you, if I catch you tardy, Gentlewoman. Odd, I can't 
put this Foot of hers out of my Head ; it looks like .an 
Excufe to conceal fome iecret Failing, and puts me in 
mind of a youthful Stratagem of my own. Having been a 
little familiar with one of my Mother's Maids, and like to 
have been caught, I cut my Finger, and pretended I came 

for a Rag to bind it up. -This Fellow with his Excom* 

municato Capiendo too, may have more in't than I can 
fee through : I refolve to examine my Servants, if ever 
they faw hiqi before ; but in peribnating this Prieil> I ihall 
know all. 

. Lucy Uftening. 

Lucy, Shall you fo ? 
- Wat, I have befpoke a Difguife ; and am rcfblv'd to 
take her Confeflion myfelf. 

Lucy, Indeed \ My Lady ihall know your Contri- 
vance ; and if (he does not fit you for your Curiofity, I ani 
miftaken, old Gentleman. \Exit. 

Wat, If fhe has Cuckolded me,' tho' but in Thought, I 
will injoin her fuch a Penance ! 

Zoons! riljo fwinge, fo mortify thejade^ 
l.'hat Jhe Jhall ne'er forget my ghoftly Aid. 

Ot ACT 
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ACT III. 

SC £ N E IFi^knj^ HeedidbV Hoafi. She iviping do^^ 
the Dt^ nmih hn fUndhrthi^. 

EmUr Judith. 
md. yUDfTHi What haft Aoa bmi doing afl thw 
•/ MorniDg, tKat my Dreffing-Rooiti is in tiiif 
fickle? 

Jud. Pickle! 
^ ^id. Ay, pickle, Saooe-box ; why Aoft dion ccdxo me f 

yud. ficche you ! 

tffd Again !■ > I ndeed I (hall idtp your Chapi if yos 
don't learn to leave Xflfmcadng my Wordj after me. 

Jud. After yool ^Marry, I 

M7/. fGi^j her a Bdx^ the Emt.) Yoo wiH do it then, 

JuJ. M^l do what? Chem zhour, chem can do nocbing 
to |9iiea/e you ! Chem dcan'd it as k bad bm voir Azn Life » 
^•f dad. 

mj. Uh\ what is thy Life, Mndc-wcnn, ton clean 
Room? Doft -thcw imagine Rooms life littts Itt Coon! 
ii», Slattetfi? 

Jmi. They can't lie better, I ddi*. 

ffld. Think! why doft thou think, Airfnirf? VHiat 
haftthoatodo with Thought? Mind thy own Bcfine^fi, 
*n4 never puzrie thy Noddle with Thoaght. 

Enter Sir Philip and Tally. 
fileTs me ! my Lord, and Sir i^Hp /—I am aflxamM tl>bc 
caught in this Diforder ! 

Sir PhiL My Lord and I have been fetching a Walk* 
and I coald not perlbade his Lordfhip to pafs by ybar 
Door, Coufin, without calling. Yoa arehisNorA, and 
he is embark'd in the Cock-boat of Lore, and is conftantly 
pointing this way. 

^/</ You arc very pleafant this Morning, Sir Mi//^.Bat~ 

Talfy. I aik your Pardon, Madam ; out finding your 
Door open, and no-body in the Way, the Knight under- 
took to be Mailer of the Ceremonies, as well as to anfwer 
the Reproaches I might reafbnably expedl from you, for 
this Liberty—*- — 

TFid, Oh, good my Lord, no Apology! That ought to 

be 
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be done by me for the Difbrder your Lordfhip finds me in. 
Go, Beefom, and look for your Fellow Puzzles, and 
alk *eiii^ Why they leave my Doors open ? I fhall be robb*d 
one of thcfc Days. *— Sure, never any body was fatigu'd 
with Servants as I am. Did you ever vi/it a Lady in a 
Stftbie before, my Lord ? Oh gad, 1 (hall be iluck, mir'd, 
attd laid faft, and forc*d to be dug out like a Potatoe. 

[Ho^ds up hci' CoGtSy and tvalks cctutioufy* 
^ally. A Stable, Madam ! I pr€>teft I think your Houfe 
Ib «s mudi in Order, as any Lady's in London. 

Sir Phil, Ay, my Lord, there are fev/ of the Quality 
fech Houiewiyes, as nay Couiin. If it be your Lordihip's 
good FtwtiMie to marry her, ihe*ll fet the Ladies at Court 
a Pattern. 

Wid, Fy, Sif Philif f This to my Face ! it looks like 
Fkttcnr, 

Talfy. Wliat would be Flattery to another> is bat dokij; 
you juftioe, Madam.—**—— 

H^iif, Women hare fto Def€?ncc ageinft the £nc Things 
yoti t7eH--bi!td Men fay. To taife our Vaaaty, and make 
us have a good Opinion of ourfeH'es, yen are fore, is-onifc 
way to be weH iti our Eftecm. 

Tally, I fhould think myfelf the happieft Man Kviog, if 
I cou'd peroeive I had the kaft Share m yours. Madam. 
SxffhiL His Lotdflript^mplasns, Cottfin, thart youane 

inexorable. ^Hark ye, one Word with you. Don't 

overftand your Market. A Man of iJuaBty tt t^t to be 
caught every Day. 

Fain. (Uftening,) There's an old Rogue now. {Afidi. 
Wid, WouM you have me marry a Man as foon as he 
alks me the Queftion, Sir PhiUp f I think, to have an A- 
mour with a Perfon of Rank known and talk'd of, is one 
6f the grcateft Inducements to Matrimony ; efpecially if 
it gives the Reft of my Sex Pain. 
Fain. 'XAfide,) Right Woman, on my Confcience ! 
Wid. My Lord! won't your Lordihip pleafe to reft 
yoarfelf? 

Tally, My Reft depends upon your Ladyftiip. 
Fain. (AJide,) Who ihall never be a RcftingrPlace for 
you to Tally on. 

Wid, I'm certain, it is not in my- Power to give your 
Lordfliip Pain. 

O 4 Fain. 
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Faiti. So — Another Trap 1 bat 111 fpoil tjie Dialogue. 
Enter Fain well. 

Tnlly. More than your whole Sex. 

///V/. Your Lordfliip will make me vain. 

Sir Phil, l^ 'there could be any Addition to the Vanity 
that tho;a haft already. - \^Afide, 

Wid, 0\h Jeffery ! Well, have you delivered ail 

my MeiTages ? 

Fain, By Mefs, I tiiink fo. 

Wid, Ha ! ^ [Looking 'wififul €tt bim^ 

Fain, How many dud you gi* me, Forlboth ? 

Wid, Madam^ Oh the Clodiiopper \ ^ [jifide. 

. Fain. Mrs. What-ni-cull-um, at the HB§r*S'Head, wa» 
gone out, chu'd feem. 

Wid. Madam ! Blockhead.. [Gi'ves him a Box on the Ear. 
' Sir Pill. Ha, ha, ha ! this is like to be a diverting Scene. 

Wid. How often muft I inftruil you to behave yourfelf 
before Comp*\ny ? Will you never learn Manners, Booby ^- 

Fain. No, I ihan% an you go on at thik fame flip-flap 

Rate.^ Nouas, an thick be London £ret<iing, fend zxke. 

into rlie Country agen, I fay. 

Tally, If I were thy Lady, Fellow, thou ihould'il have 
' thy Wifh. 

Fain, Say you fo ? Ay 1 But curft Ccws ba<veJhort Homs^ 
we fay in our Country, — 1 Ihall never be yoyr Servant, I 
hope ! . . • 

Wiiif, How now. Sauce-box I do you know who yoa 
talk to? 
.Fain^ Yes, I do—better than you think for, mehap* 

Tally, (Afide.) How's that I S'death^ if this Bumkinly 
Dog (hould know me, he'll fpoil all. 

Wid. 1 have a good Mind; Sirrah, to daih your Teetk 
down your Throat. 

Fain, So yow ma' an you wol. What does he meddle, 
with me for, then \ I dud not meddle wi'him; dud I .-^ 

Sir PhiL You'll have your Banes broke ii> London^ Sir- 
rah. I admire hiy Lord does not cane you, scoundrel. 

Tally. His being this Lady's Servant proteds him. 

Fain. No, it is that protects yow j for an I had yow in 
my Country 

Tally, This Fellow and I muft haye a little Confabula- 
tion. I muft ftop his Mouth. 

Wid^ 
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Wid, Sirrah, no more of your Impudence ; but give me 
an Account of the Bufinefs I fent you about. How does 
Lady Lncy^ Lady Lock-up, Lady Lo^ve^it^ Lady Set-up^ La- 
Jy Comely^ Lady Re^uel^ Lady Ramble^ Mrs. Pr/«, Mrs. 
Prudey Mrs. Coftlyy and "Mrs. Travel? 

Fain. Nowns ! her Tongue runs like the Mill at Va- 
tJier's Orchard- end, that fcares Crows fro' the Cherry-tree. 

Wid, Does it fo. Sirrah ? 

\Rum to heat hiviy but T2X[y fleps in bet^ween^ 

Tally, Hold, hold, dear Madam; let me intercede for 
Mr, Jeffery this once. 

Fain. How civil the Dog is ! \/Jide, 

Wid. Your Lordlhip commands me. Well, Mrs. Fijk- 
out, at the Boar's-Heady which you call the Hog^s-IJead, 
Clumfy ! was gone out, you lay ? 

Fain. So (he was, 

Wid, How's that ? 

Tally.' (Afide to Fain well.) Madam ? Jfffery ^ 

Madam-i You forget. 

Fain, Madam — ! — 

Wid, Hoa ! you have fqueez'd out Madam at Jaft. 

Fain. Squeezed Od 1 would I had the fqueezing of 

. IVid, How, SIrah ! you fqueeze me ? M/ Lord ! Sir 
Philip ! Did you ever hear fuch aVarlet ? 

Tcdly, You fee,'Madam, your Beauty reaches all Degrees, 
He fpeaks from his Heart, 1 dare fwcar. 

Sir Phil. You have him as you breed him. 

Hid, Oh, that's barbarous. Sir Philip. You don't know 

the Pains I take with my clodpatcd Family. Well ! 

{Looking at Fainv/ell. 

Fain, YtSy they are well. Madam- -And hopeyow 
are well. Madam — And they'll all, —or fome of them, will 

come to fee yow. Madam So they gi' their Loves 

Loves? No, no,-*— — So they g\' their Service to yow. 

Madam An, ao, an, an— So that s all, Madam—* 

There's Madam enough {&r yow now> I think, if yow 
know when yow have enough. 

Tally. Now Jeffery ]^s done '*. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Wid, I have been teaching him the diflinguifhing Rap, 

tliefe three Days \ and yet, I warrant, he'U knock wixh 

O 5 iJie 
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the fiieaking Air of a Tayt«M'. Let's hear how yo& per* 
fbnn ? [Ek knocks aukvsirSj, 

Wid. Execrable f^—^Didii't I teU yod fo ? Tkit, 

Blockhead.— «*«• \Sbt thumJers at the Dw. 

Fmw. By'r Lady I tiiat^ eaoogh to Sright all the Dogs { 
id Town. 

WU, In die Opinion of ibck a Poppy as yoa are*— ^ 
Goy bid the Cook iet on the Tea-ketde:, and oat fome 

Bread and Batter. But d'ye hear ? don't you bring it 

dangling in your Fift, as you did Yefterday, Sloven— 
If yon do, I (hall throw it at yoor Head, Sir. Remem- 
ber to bring me qothing without a Plate : D'ye hear?— 
Yon han't breakfWled, I hope. Sir Philip P 

Sir Pkih Yes, iongfince. 

Ta/Ij. So have I» Madam. 

Sir PhiL Jiffiryh talking of Dogs, pats me in Mind cf 
a MeiTage from my Daughter. She bid me tell yoo, kt 
expels a Poppy: Has your Bitch litter'd yet» Couiia? 

Wid, Not yet. Sir Philip. Yon never faw a poor Crea- 
ture fo big in your Life. Jejffiry^ fetch Mijha hither. 
(Fainwell ^crV^ J— Hark-ye I Harkye ! — Come back, 
(Hi runs tip to her No/e,) What I— will you run your Nofe 
into my Mouth ? Where arc your Manners, when yeo 
leave the Room ? — — Still that Scrape ? 1 thought I had 
ihcw'd you to bend your Body only, and keep your Feet 
upon the Ground. 

Fain. By> Lady, youll make as ambling Nag o'me hf- 
and-by. * [Exit. 

Tally. (AJide,) Nothing but the twenty thou&nd Pounds 

could make Amends for. thy Impertinence. 1 adm/re 

you give yourftlf the Trouble of Country Servants, Madam. 

Wttt, I would not V^^ a Town Servant, my Lord, if 
they would live vykh me. for nothing. Their wliole At- 
tention is Drunken nefs and Pride. The dirtieft Trollop 
in the Town muft have her Top- knot and Tickin-iho^^' 
This City fpoils all Servants. 1 took a Welfi? Runt laft 
Spring, whoie Generation fcarce-ever knew the Ufe of 
Stockings : And-^ — y\ill you believe me, my Lord.^ She 
hnd not liv'd with me three Wcefci, before (he few'd three 
Penny Canes round the Bottom of her Shift,, in&ead of a 
Hoop-Petticoat. 

Sir PbiL That was fomeHhing better than a Wench at 

m 

\ 
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wdy Honfe, who difrob'd a Banel, and let all the Ale afoou^ ' 
the Cellar. One of the Ends of the Hoop working out»' 
cHrcover'd the Tricky and at the ikmt time flung down a* 
S^Boanl of Glaies.^-' — Ha, ha, ha I 

Tally. Ha, ha, ha! 

Wid, Av, they do more Mifchief than their Neoks are 
worth. If the Parliament don't lay a Tax upon their 
Pride, there will be no living* I wiik your Lofdfiiil^. 
would take it into Coniideration. 

Enter Fainwell. 

md. Well! ^htve^ Mijbaf- 

Fain. By Mefs, I can^t bring her ; n6t I. 

WUi, How fo ? Is fi)e fo heavy ? 

Fain, No, ihe*8 not fo heavy : Bat I can't make her lie 
upon a -Plate, for the Blood o*me, fo I can^t. 

Sir Phil. Ha, ha, ha ! Ridiculous enough ! —Ha, ha I 

fFia. A Plate, Blockhead! a Plate ! did you ever fee a 
Dog brought on a Plate, Clod4iopper ? Did you ? 

[FdlUwing him ahoat. 

Sir Phil. Pure Innocence, Faith ! 

Fain. Nay, how do I know your Lond^ig V^ions ? — 
Vou bad me but now, I am zure, to bring you naaght with- 
out a Plate ; io you dud. 

H^id. What!— Living Tilings ?-^Ha, did I fay Living 
Things .^ ^"^ 

Fain. Living Things! S^Blead, the Devil would not' 
4tve wi'you— The Cobler wants Six-pence for mending 
your Clogs, Judith bod me tell yow. 

Wid. Thcfe Wretches will dilh-aft me! Is that a 

Meifage to be dclivf red to me in Pttblick ? Ha, Thickfcull ! 
*— But fince you had no more Wit, let me fee what he 
iias done for the Money.*— -My Lord, you'll excufe this 
Piece of OecoDomy. [Exit Fain^wclL - 

Tally. O! Madam 

Fftinwell rztM-ns ivith the Clogs vpm a Platte . 

Wid. Did you ever fee thi Fellow of him, Sir Plalip P 
I.protefthe puts me into an Agony! Why, you I'lhwiv- 

fccird Rn^cal! You unthinkino: D^jU 1 Yoj C-.^'-- 

lefs Idcot ! Was ever a Pair of dirty Clogs bronght 

upon a Plate, Sirrah ?— Ha I — Was there ?— Was there I 
Was there f Hedge Hog ? lFdl!e<ws him ahout and 

htMs himy Sir Philip intetyo * . ^- . 
O 6 . . Fain^, 
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Fain. What d'ye ftrick me vor ? The Clogs »'n'k 

living Things toOr are they ? ^By the Mefs, I'll take 

the Law of you» fo I mil, an you fehrafh tne about at thick 
fame Rate. S'Biead» an yow were aJMan, I'd drefs yoos 
Jacktt for yow. 

Sir HiL Fy, fy, Coufin, this is not like a fine Lady. 
Wid. That's your Miftake, Sir Philip ; my Lady FHp^ 
fata beats her whole Family, from her HuB>and to hex 
Coachman. 

Ta/Jy, (Afide.) I flioll teach yoft better Manners^ if once 
1 get you. . 

UltL Out of ny Sight, Sirrah ! 

Fain, \^ ho the Murrain,, cares to flay in it, 1^ wonder h 

Ah I JfJ^n^ •' J^M^ry / thou art right enough, ferv'd \ 

"Why ditlft thou leave thy Sweetheart, Cicely^ to pine away 
like a Gcofe in a Pen I 

Sir PbiL Why, then you ate falfe-hcarted, Jeffery / 
Fain, I have been. Sir ; with Shame I coni'eis ir, or I 
lad never come under Miftrefs's Clutches.— But, 
May all fal/e- hearted Men my Fortune hmme^ 
And %uhoj}ights Woman, he a Woman's Sla*vf. 
Fve fomewhat to fay to j^ou,. my Lord,, when Time ihall 
Icrve. [As he goes outv 

Tali}\ VH meet you in Covtnt-Garden Piasacay in Half 
«n Hour. ' [Afide to FainweJi: 

^^-w/^r FainwclL 
Fain. Here's the Knight in Black to fpeak wi'yow.—— 
Sir Freeman , I t h : r. k they call him . 

WiiL Sir John freeman, you mean— '—Shew him up. 
Sir Phil. Hold, hold, let me be gone firft. I have fome 

Kcalons why Idori't care to fee him. 1 bad fome Bufinefs 

with yoo, Coufvn, bui I 0iall ien^ to you, Will yoa 

walfc^ my Lord r Or Ihall 1 leave your Lordihip ? 

Tall. I'll wait on you, Sir Pbiltft. 1 take an unwil- 

Kng Leave,. Madam : But it may not be convenient to 

prels upon your Eufincfs 1 long to know what thisFel^ 

low has to fav to me. (Afide,) Your moil obedient 

fiumble Sei vant. {Exit Tally and Sir Thilip. 

l^'yd^ I am your Lordihip's - 

Enter Sir John. 
Sir jFcl?n. I aik your Pardon, Madam;. I fear my Vifit 
kas roJ)b''d you of belter Company. 

' Wid^ 
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« Wid^ Not at all, Sir Jckn : Your Father-in-Law, that 
ivas to have been, is jufl gone out ; he, feem'd unwilling to 
meet yo«. 

Sir John, Well he mighty after his perfidious Ufagc. 

JVid. But is your Brother really to marry my Couiia 
OU'via ? 

Sir John. I have Reafon to fear it; but hope he will be 
diiap pointed. I receiv'd Inftrodtions from OUi/ia to wait 
on you, Madam, to afk a Favour of you. 

Wid. She may command every Thing in my .Power, 
Sir John, What is it 2 

Sir John. That you would give a Lady Entertainment ift 
that Apartment which opens into the Ba;:k-ftreet. 

Wid. What, is that the Dutch Lady, Sir John? 

Sir John. The fame. Madam. 

fFtd. She's welcome. May her coming prove propitious t 
Enter Judith. 
, Jud. Here's one Mr. Freeman to wait on you,, he fays* 

Sir John, My Brother ; what can he want ? Does he j^fe 
to vifit you. Madam ? 

Wid, He never was here in his Life ! I can't imagine 

' his Bufinefs !-. Would you fee him } 

. Sir John. Yes, yes; but not a Word of the Bufinefs I 
came about. 

fFtd. Yon don't think me fb indifcreet, I hope i Shew 
him up, Judith. 

Enter Ned Freeman. 

Ned. Madam, your Servant. Ha ! Brother ! Fm glad 
to find you in fuch good Company. My Brother Jack*s a 
pretty Fellow, Madam ► 

fTid. So he is, indeed. Sir. He wants nothing but a 
Wife, in my Opinion. 

Ned, (AJide,) Brother, I hope you conceive a Widowv 

when ftie makes fuch Wiihes in your Favour. She has 

Twenty Thouiaud Pounds. 

Sir John.. And what then, Sir I 

Ned, What then. Sir I Why, then he who marries her, 
will be worth Twenty Thoufand Pounds That's all I 

Sir John. I would advife you to marry hei;, yourfelf. 

Ned. 1 thank yQu, • Sir i but I am provided. 

Sir John. So am L 

Nid. Why then I wifli you Joy, Brother, if you are fj 

fure 
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Turt of It.— Madam, I ha^ a Meflage to yoo from Sir 
Philip Mo/uyU*u0^ who ifitended to have delivered it to yon 
himielf ; but Company coming in, and being to meet a 
Lawyer at the Rvmmer^ where I now left him» he was ob- 
liged to leave yoor Ladyihip without tdlin^ yoo, that he 
came to know yoar Refolution about a Piece of Land that 
he mentioned to you fome Time ago. He would gladly 
boy it, or exchange with you for another ; becanie that 
Ground is contiguous to fome Part of his S^ate, which he 
is al)OBt to (ettle upon his Daughter. 

IVid. Fr^Yt Sir, let my Coufin know, that I gave my 
Lawyer Orders to treat with him about that Matter. 

NeJ. Where does your Lawyer live. Madam ? 

^^. At Number z in the /Tw^VBench Walks in the 
Tfmp/e, Sir P^i/ip knows him. 

Ned. Very well. Madam.— —Brother, where fiiall I <iee 
you in the Evening ? 

Sir yoifn, I am ingaged this Evening. # 

■Ned, You'll make one lii a Country-Dance to Morrow 
I hope f for that is to be my Wedding-day' 

Sir Jchn. I hope to baulk you yet. fj^e.J — - 1 can 
prom^iic nothing for Futurity, Sir. 

Nfd. Humph ! You can't 1— — what you plea(e, Sh,'^ 
Madam, your moil humble Servant. 

fTid. How he triumphs !— — *Hcw can yon bear- the Airs 
he gives himfelf, Sir Jo/j/j F 

Sir yoifft. To do him J u ft ice. Madam, I believe he knows 
nothing of my Pretenfions to Olivia. He was travellings 
1^'hen firft 1 made my Addreffes ; and fince his Retorlfi, 
we have not been fo well with one another, to comfnuiii* 
cate Things of this Nature. 

PFid. I aflc your Pardon, Sir yioht, for keeping you 
ftattding. Won't you pleafe to fit, Sir ? 

Sir yoJ^n. Excnfe me, dear Madam ; I intend to nks 
this Opportunity to fee Olivia^ whilft her Jaylor's abroad,, 
let the Confequence be what it will: and kt her know, 
Jiow much we are oblig'd to you. Madam. 

Wid. My good Wiihes attend you both, S\fJ(fim. [Em^ 

SCENE <bang4s to Coven t-Garden PiaTsza^ 
Enter Fain well, folm, 
An. Htl notherel fure he don't (b^e^iBe; ftixikp- 
L . prshend 
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prehend s Duel might enfue i all my Meafuccs are broke,, 
if he ftiould*— Ho ! here he comes. 
£fti€r Tally. 
Talfy. What can this FeKow have to fay to me, I wfon- 
der ? If he has difcovered me, he wants a Bribe. But f 
hope it is not fo : for I fhou'd be loth tp have a Secret of 
this Nature lie in the Bread of fuch a Blunderer. (Afiie^^ 

—— Mr.7f^/ I proteft I did not fee you. Well, 

what can I ferve you iu ? 

Fain, In nought, that I know of» Zrr ; but me-haps* I 
jmay zcrve you in zoraewhat, Zir ; — xay Lord, I wou'd «ay. 
I btg your Pardon, Zir $ we dan't zee zuch vine Yoke in our 
Country every Day— zo that I hope yow won't be angry aa 
I (hou'd not hit on your Worfhip's Name at every turn. 
Taiy, Afigry ! no, no, Mr. J^Jerj't I i*ate Ceremony. 
• ' I £nd he does not know me ; all's fafe. [^(fi^e J If 
it were not neceflary that we People of Quality (hou'd be 
diftinguifli'd by the Titles and Degrees his Majefly has 
been pleas 'd to. exdt us to» I vycu'd not caie if I were 
calPd plain Jac^, 

Fain* If you were exalted according to your Merit, 
you'd take your Degree at Tyburn, (JJtde,} — Ay> ay, 
nothing but right, Zir, nothing but right. 

l^ally. But which Way am I to be oblig'd to you, Mr* 

Jeffery P I &an^t prove ungrateful, I ? fibre you. 

Fain. Nay, as for that, d'ye stee — that's not the Mat- 

ter 1 dan't want a Bribe. An tho' I be but a poor 

Fellow, and wears a tawdry Coat here, and am thumpt,^ 
and beaten about as you zee, J have an hor»eil Heart in my 
Belly, and good Blood in me too, for aught I know : For 
yow mon underftand, Vather was my Lord Firebrand'% 
Gardiner, when I was got, chou'd zeem, and they fay 
Mother was a deadly pretty Woman. ■ 

7 ally. From whence you would infer, that his Lordftip 
might be your Father.*— —Not unlikely ; but go on. 
Fain, 1 perceive your Lordlhip is a Suitor to my Miftrefs* 
Tally. I confcfs you are a Man-of Penetration, I am in- 
deed an Admirer of hers. 

Fain, The more's the pity.— Pro zorry for*t.. 
fal^. Why fo } 

Fain. Becaufe, I'm 2«re Ae'Il ufc yow like a Dog:. 1 
)ian't liv'd a Month wi'keij. and fio lay &aowledge». Hie 

has 
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hsLs made Pools of Three ot* FoUr ; mjain iightly Men^ ^ 
promite yow. 

Tally. The Devil. 

Fain. (Starts.) Mercy o'me ! Where, Zir ? Dud yow 
xcc any Thing, itty Lord ? 

Tally. No, no, 1 was only furpriz'd. Carfedly ig- 
norant. [^4fi^^' 

Fain. Sarpriz'd ! beMefs, the Devil wcm'd farprize onj 
^^an, and tho' he were the Ji^arfon o*the Parifli. 

Tally. But has (he had fo many Lovers, fay you ? 

Fain. Oh, a mort, Zir, a mort : But 1 can tell yow 
one Thing ; (he likes yow woundy well. 

Tally. Ay ! How doft thou know that, my Boy ? 

Fain. Why, our Mary knows all her Heart, mun, an 
(he tells me ev'ry Thing. Odd, an yow knew as much as 
I cou'd tell yow, yowr Bu(inefs might zoon be done, Zir; 
my Lord, I wou'd zay. - - • 

Tally. Ay ! How, prithee ? 

Fain, But won't yow be falfe- hearted now, aad tell ?" 

Tally. What, agaiuft myk\f ? No, no, there's no Dai>- 
ger of that. Befides, I hope you don't think I wou'd be 
fo ungenerous to you \ . ' 

Fain. Nay, as tor that, I'm but a Servant ; an one 

Place won't do, another woll, for that Matter. Now what 
I am going to tell your Lordlhip, is none o'my Bu(ine(s, 
as one may zay ; but it would make a-body mad to zee a 
Woman flouiize about the Houfe, like a Dog in a Duck- 
ing-Pond. Now, Zir, an (he had a Hu(band — He, he, 

he, he! why me-haps, he, he ! me-haps, I zay, 

he might vind her ibmewhat elfe to do, zometimes. Yow 
underitand raJt, Zrr. 

TaUy. Yes, yes, very well, Jeffery : If I had her once,. 
Fd make her turn over a new Leaf. 

Fain. That I dare Iwear. (Afide,) Why, that was my 
.very Thought now.— I vvifti yow had her, Zir; but 
you'll find it a knotty Piece of Work, let me but tell you 
that ; (he deals as fcurvily with her Sweet-hearts, one 
Way, as with her Servants^another; and, I Cod, I ha' 
found her Fingers flip-flap, this a-way, and that a-way, 
like a Flail upon a Wheat- (heaf. \^Pl*»gi»g out his Jrms, 
and' hits Tally a Slap on the Face. 

Tally, A Pox of your Similics..— — » [#*• 
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Fain, Odfave me I Dud I hit yow, Zir ? 

T€(^ily. Oh, np Matter, Jejery, Go on 

Fain, I hope your LordlTiip's Worfliip will forgive me. 
Zir ; I iaieant no Harm, not J, Zir. — But as I was zay- 

ing, Miftrefs will give you the Dog to hold, and yow* 

dario'give her fomewhat. 

■ Tally, Think'ft thou fo, Jejery ? Why, what wou'dft 

thou have me do ? 

Fmn, Don't yow know that without telling ? There i^ 
Ibftiewhat to be done, Zir, befide the Parfon, or yow mnft. 
dangle after her till Doom's Day, to no more Purpofe^ 
than to winnow Corn without a Wind. — Her t'other Hu(^ 
band dudn't get her with Compliments, my Lord, 

Tally, No ! • ' 
. Fain, No, no \ He had been in Ireland^ and kne>y bet* 
tcr Things, Mun. 

Tally^ Ha, ha, ha, ha I Are we thought to have a par-, 
tlcular Method to gain the Women, Jefftry? For I aqi of 
that Country, you mufl know. 

Fi^, Are you zo, my Lord : Nay, thciij. aud all be 
true they zay p* yowr Conntry-Men, . one need not tell 
yow which End to begin your Work at. 

Tally, Ha ! Is ihe to be won that Way^.? I thank you 
for the Hint.— -1 find thou art a Ladof Part^ j and when 
I am thy Mailer, I'll have thee taught to (hav^, and make, 
thee my Vakt de Ckatnhfe. 

Fain, 1 (hall fhave you, I believe, before I have don^ 
with you. — With what AlTurance the Rogue talks. \4fi^^* 
'~\ fhall be main thankful to your Lordfiiip, an yow do,. Zirf 
when wol vow come to our Houfe agen ? 

Tally, This Evening What is the beft Time to find 

her alone ? 

Fain. Be mefs, I known't that ; but an yow find her a- 
lone, I'll take Care, Nobody (hall difturb yow, an yow'U 
put it home to her.- 

Tally, Wo't thou J EgadJ, there^s a Guinea for thee to 
drink my Health, then.— Never fear, I warrant thee, 
Boy^ ril have her. {Uxit^ 

Fcdn, Ha, ha, ha ! How generous the Rogue is": Well, 
I hope by this Stratagem to give her a Difguft to his pre- 
tended Lordlhip ; at leaft, 1 fliall prove, if flie has any 
Thing valuable, befxdes her Money. 

Tq 
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To talk of Vertuc, is the Womena Pride ; 

But they give Proofs on^^ f»ho refift, au&ev «y V. fjSjoVl 

£ff/fr &r Johu, >/w/. 
Sir John. Tbis is the Honfc! Ofc ? for an Art to make 
inyfclf itivifiWc ! [Knochy the Porter opens the Dm-^ 

Por. Who would you ipcak with. Sir? 
Sir John. With your young Lady, Friend. 
Por* I wonder you'll be fo troubiefome, Sir, I told yoih 
before, I would not difobey my Orders. \^He offers Manej^ 
— Pfl havenoneof your Money, Sir, — Vm not to be bribed; 
to betray my Truft, I'd have you to know that. 
•Kr JWw. Then you Jtnuft be kick*d out of it. Sir. 

[PtiUs him outf gi'uerhim^ a Kid, efOers, a»d fisas 
the Door. 
ftr. Murder! Thieves 1 Murder ! — 11ii5!$ a cetrible- 
Fellow. For my Part 111 never hinder hi<n joing in i^ain*. 
--And now he is in, I wi(h I had taken rile Money.— 
He fits ihut the Door, and the Dewl take them diat opim 
*t, UaDick. \pffi^ 

1^/S<:£1^E d'aMgestoiyetnpeoftVttOti/f.^ 

0!im mttl Sir Jfafm meetings 

Wtvii. bid! Wmf John! What NoiTc of Mttfdtr & 
4«f-— Ahl treememl \tieilffmmti9g\ hcafeffeshr. 

Sir John. My Life !* my Soul t Atn t becmne to h^uM 
fi diee, that Aon can'ift not bear my Sight t 

<MrV. How ill doftthott interpret my Surprize?: 
The nncxpcaed Joy of feeing Aee, 
When no one Means fupp1y*a me with a U6pe>. 
To tell thee, That to Mbrrow, 

Sir Johm. Thou art to be my Sifter.. 

Oti'Vi Slaft the Name! 

Sir7fl^»* Pcrilh my Brother firft.— If thou art true. IF 
thy Heart has not confented.— — 

OJi'v, To him nor any, but thyfelf. 

Sir yohv. Then not all the Brothers upon Earth (hall 
take thee from me. Mrs. HeedUfi readily comply'd with 
your Requeft, and I have ftnt Loutfa thither. 

0//1/. Alas ! I fear that Lady's come too late. 
The Timers fo ftiort, the Plot cannot fuccced ! 

Sir 7(P>&»..Doil thou think fo? Yet wilt thou ftay, and 

facriHce 
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iacrifioe ihyfclf and me ? Confent tp fly with mc, nowi 
whilft Sir Philip is abroad. 

OZ/v. But whither Ihall we fly? 

Sir yehi. Where Love dircfts us, 

O/iv. 1 could,- methinks, run any Rifque with thee ; 
and thou perhaps, wouldjft do the fame with me. Now in 
the Summer of our Love, little Cares would not offend us ; 
But vihcn the Glowing of the Paffion's over, and pinching 
Cold of Winter follows, will amorous Sighf fupply th« 
Want of Fli« ? Or kind Looks and Kifles keepoSFHunger i 

Sir Jclm. I think they would* But Love ne'er reafoni 
thus, Ohvffia. I fear my Brother's gawdy Train, has 
ras*d this Piaore of Defpair. He, he, has my Eflatel 
Dare I, ftript as I am, pretend to vye with him \ I, who 
live npon his Bovnty ! — Bounty ! damn the Word 1 Live 
on a yonnger Brother's Bounty, and fee him wed the Wo- 
man I adore i— Hiat Thoueht will hurry me to Madnefs t 

Otiv* Yon wrong my Love, and I ihoold chide yoa 
fbr ft, were oqr Condition happier. But to ihew you I 
am a Lovcr^rrant, confidcr what Trade you can take m 
for a Livelihood. .For my Part I can make Purfes by Day, 
«nd fing Baltads hy Kight. Now, £f you can grind Knives^ 
or turn Tinker, Fm yours. {j^pjp^ng her Band into his^ 

Sh* yobi. Forttfne can never caft us fo low. She owca 
thy VertuesmoKe;. methinks, this Dawn ef Mirth, por- 
tends a joyful Day. Hafle then my Faireft : Let us leave 
this Place, that we may gain Time, at leaft, to woxk 
LomfB^% Purpofe. 

OWv. ril only fttch a few Jewels; a Ture Relief ia 
Time of Need. \Gou to the Deor^ ftarU^ andrms iach 
Vvdone for ever ! my Father is coming up! 

Sir yoim. Mifchievous Accident ! — ^What ihall we do ^ 

Humph : (Paufts.) I have it — Run you to your Chamber, 

my Angel, and when you hear a JMoiTe, come forth, and 

wonder. \Exit Olivia, ^ir John Ues down on a Conchy 

and pulls bis Hat o^ver his Eyes. 

Bntir Sir Philip. 

Sir yohn. Thus to be circled, thus to be embraced I Oh I 
that I could hold thee for ever ! 

^T Philips Ha! What's this of embracing and holding 
for ever ? 

Sir John. The Curtain's drawn^ and fee ! She's hece 
agiain! Sir 
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Sir Phil She's here !— Who's here ? What is theMcao, 
ing of this ? 

Sir John, Jocafta ! Ha ! What fall'ii afleep fo ibon ? 

Sir Philip, Jocajia! Who is Jocafta? What in the 
Name of Vengeance have we here ? 

Sir John. How fares my Love ? ' 

Sir Phil Nay, who the Devil knows ? 

Sxxjohn, Ha! Lightening blafi me ! Thunder rivet me 
for ever to Prometheus^ Rock, and Vultures gnaw out my 
inceftuous Heart ! 

Sir Phil With all my Soul. 

Sir John, By all the Gods, it is my Mother Meropef 

Sir Phil Meropef Who, in the Devil's Name, is (he? 
Ouns ! Where are all my Rafcals ? Now will I be hang'd 
if here isn't a Pack of Strollers got into my Houfe. Why, 
Rogues! Villains ! Where are you all ? Who have yon 
Ictm, Rafcals? [Enter two or three Ser^attts^ 

ift Ser'v. We let in Nobody, Sir, not we. 

Sir John. My Sword. — A Dagger. — Ha ! who waits 
there ? *^ 

Sir Phil Go look ^ ^ . . 

z^'Serv, OLord! No-bodf, no-body at all. Sir. Fly^ 
Mafter, ifly ! It is a Madman, to be furc ! 

ift Serv. Come away. Sir, come away !} He'll certainly 
.Ml us. . [Exiunt S&^^antJ^ 

Sir Phil The Devil go with you all. 

Sir John, (Rtjing,) Moft triumphant Mifchief ! 
And now, whilft thus I ftalk about the Room, 
I challenge Fate to find another Wretch 
Like Oedipus I 

Sir Phil Oedipus ! Jufl: as I thought ; Strollers f nefther 
tetter nor worfe. But how the Devil they got into my 
Houfe, that's the Queflion ? 

Sir Jchn, Horror I Death f Confufion I Hell f [and 
Furies ? 
Where am I? • 

Sir Phil Where you lhan*t be long, I promifc yoa.—Ouns^ 
\is that beggarly Badge of Qualny, Sir John Freeman I 

Sir John. Oh, my Jocafta f 
Let me hold thee thus, thus to my Bofom, 
Ages let me hold th^e 1 [Runs and catches Sir Philip 

Iff his Jrms. 
Sir 
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Sir Phil. Murder, Murder ! S'Death f the Rogue will 
fqueeze my Guts out. 

Enter Olivia. 
O//1;. Blefs mef What is the Matter, Sir?— Ha! Sir 
John ! 

^ Sir ?hiL How you ftare, MiHrefs [ — You did not know 
that he was here ! — No, not you. — You was not to have 
"been an Aftor in this IJroU, I warrant. 

OU'v. Not I, indeed. Sir. I heard you cry out, and 
came to know the Caufe. 

Enter Footmen. 
\Ji Foot. What is the Matter, Sir ? 
Sir Phil, V\\ tel! you, Rafcals, by-and-by. 
Sir Jchn. Gentlemen, you are very welcome to flay and 
fee the Play : but I muft l^eg it may be ojt the other fide 
the Houfe. You'll crowd the Scenes fo much, that th.C 
Adors can't enter- 
Sir PM. The Aaors f What Aftors, Sir ? -^ Ouns, do 

you think I am to be droll'd out of my Daughter ? 1 

thought I had" forbid you my Houfe ? 

Sir John. PiQi, pifh ; you are out. Sir ; confoundedly 
out — Hark ye ! did you ever rehearfe this Part," Sir ? 
• Sir Phil. 'S'Death he'll make me mad f — I ftiall make 
my Part good with you, I fancy. Fetch me a Conftablc. 
Sir Jchn. Out again f — Conftable I. Why^ there is hot 
fuch a Word in the whole Play. AConftablel Why, 'they 
never beard of fuch a Thing in Thebes! 

0/i'V. Alas, Sir ! don't you perceive his Brain is turn'd ? 
Sir Phil. His Brain ! If he had had any Brains, he had 
not loft his Eftate. 

Sir John. If 1 had had your Confcience, I (hould not. 

[Jfi^e. 
Sir Phil, f Pulling of his Hat. J Sir, will, you be pleas'd 
to walk out of my Houfe. 

Sir John. Look-ye, Sir, if you ftudy your Part no bet- 
ter, ru foifcit you, by Jupiter. —^old, hold, 'hold ! Ad's- 
Heart, Madam I You entered too foon. — Oh, think of 
' fome thing to defer this Marriage but for a Day. 

[J/i^/e to Olivia. 
Sir Phil. What a Vengeance are you whifperi ng ? ha ? 
%\x John. Why, was that your Cue now ? If you don't 
mind your Cues, you can never make an A £lor, Sir- 
Here, 
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Here, Sir f herc^t a Woman for you^ who oerer trod the 
Stage before, yet VH be bold to fay, that ihe'ii fnrprize 
you.— Come ! hold op your Head, my Dear— Mind your 
Bofioeis.- Enter boldly, and when you Exit, £irr/— nim- 
bly — Thus lExit. 

Olru. I wiifa I could Exit with diee. [^f&. 

Sir PJnL Stark Mad ! This comes of fiicking to Prin- 
ciples ! I have known Principle ftanre Five hundred Fools i 
but never knew it feed one wile Man yet. 

0&'*v. It win never flarve you, Pm taae. ['4fi^ 

Sir FhiL Pm glad he's cone,— —Come, come, dry up 
your Tean, and think of him no more* A Coach with 
Six before, and Six behind, with a pretty Fellow in the 
jniddle» will make Amends for Beggary and Madneis. 
Enter Ned Freeman. 

Here's Mr. Truman! Leave your Sniveling, and mind 
your Obedience, I command you. 

OZfv. Sook know no Command, tho' Bodies do. 

IftiL I deny that Pofition f Pm all yours —in all and 
#v'fy Part. 

Command svsf. Madam, now ; anJ try your Po^r. 

Oil. Itfiali he tBen, to fee my Face na more. [Exit 

Ned. A very extraordinary Wife, I*tti like to have, 
truly f—- Very iingular in her Manners, Faith ! 

Sir P/^/Z. Oh, never mind what a Woihan fays or does 
before Marriage. Shell be gentler after. 

Ned. That's doubtful ; for I can't perceive her to have 
the leail Inclination for me. 

Sir P6iL Pi(b, piih ; when you have been married a 
Nifht or Two, youll tell me another Story, Mr. Freeman* 
—Her Mother was thus before her. 

Ned. I wife it may prove fo, Sir PMifi : 

For who hy Force the Courted RUfi recetvee, 
^ Nier taftes that Joy the willing Fair-One gives. 

ACT IV. 

SCENE Watchit\ Houfe. 

Watchit, folus: 
Wat* XT 7 A S ever Man fo cheated, chous'd, and cuck- 
V V olded, as I am ? By a Prieft too, a iPox of his 

Sandity ! 
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SanAity! Well, this was an admirable Contrivance. Little 
did Ae think who was her Ghoilly Father. Ahl the 
Wickednefsofthi&Agel Ah! Tmf Tim. Wmtcbit ! all 
thy Care is vain. Zouods I why did I grope for what I 
fearM to find ? I was bat a Cuckold in Conceit before f 
now ev'ry Fool will hang his Hat upon my Horns ! Oh ; 
that I had her in Spain ! I'd Spitch-cock her, like an Eel. 
«^But juft Revenge is counted Muvder, in ouz Country; 
and a Man mud be hang'd for doing himfelf Juitice. m ■ ■ 
The Pried muft be a Conjarer ! he mud have fome Charm 
to snake me ileep found ; or» he never cou'd hjivc come 
to Bedy and 1 not hear him. Nay, (he fays ev'ry Door 
in the Heife iies open as fboa as he approaches. ■ ■ 
Thefe are fine holy Guides, truly ; no wonder there are fb 
many Female Proielytes, when the Priefls take fo much 
Pains to convert 'em.— Wluch way (hall I be reveng'd 
of this Cuckold-making Dog? (Patf/isJ-^NOf that won't 
do.^^Ay, it mud be fo. — [Goes ta the Seem, eind caU$* 
Fudt Why PW, where are you, Ptuifiy f 

Enter Mrs. Watchit. , 

Mrs. JFat. Did you call, $nuhf 
Wat. Snub ! How many Names mud I have, ha ? Smnb! 
Pray who taught you that Name, Wife ? 

Mrs. Wat. Taught me f Why, do you think I don't 
know how to put four Letters together ? 

Wat. Ayy the Pried has taught her the Art of Coup- 
ling ! Pox take him for't. {Jfide. 
Mrs. Wat. But what did you call me for ? 
Wat, To tell you that fome Afl^airs oblige me to go oot 
of Town to Night ; and that you mud not take it ill, if I 
lock you into the Houfe, that Nobody may come in or out, 
till I come back. 

Mrs. Wat. Ay, into my Chamber if yon pleaie ; I be- 
gin to relifli my Confinement very well— —But may it not 
be dangerous to travel fo late ? 

Watf For her Ghodly Father, it may^ if I catch hiai. 
(4fidt.) No, no, not at all. Go, get you to your Cham- 
ber, Pudy rU follow you ; perhap I may take a Nap be« 

fore I go. — '- 

Mrs. Wat. I wifh it might be your lad. Zsry d)all 

give Mr. Freeman Notice of this lucky Opportunity. [Afide^ 
Well, asyoupleafe. Snub: I'm aU Obedience. [inV. 

Wat. 
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fVat. If you were, Snul, I fhould be too happy. Ah ! 
She is a delicious Bit ! a tempting Morfel. Ah ! thefe 
Priefts ! 'thefe pamper'd Friefts ! What would become of 
good old EngUJh Property, had they once Footing here a- 
gain ? S'death, what had I to do with Beauty ? WhatBu- 
iinefs had I for a Wife, a handfome Wife ? Of all Men 
living, Fm the mod unqualifyM for a Huftand ! Hu/bands 
fhouM be kind, fociable, courteous, gentle, loving, blind 
Animals ? if they are fo bewitch'd to pitch on Beauty. 
For He nvhDe<ver rweds a handfome IVife^ 
EngroJ/es all tl^ Plagues of human Life. [Exit 

SCENE changes to Mrs. HeedlefsV Houfe. 

She enters on one Side, and Fainwell on the other. 

Fain. Dud yow call, forfooth, Madam ? 

TVid, Fy, fy, Jeffery^ will ybu always be this ilupid 
Wretch, notwithftanding all the Pains I take with you ? 
Is not Madam, as foon, and as eafily pronounced, as 
Forfooth ? 

Fain, Ay, every whit, d'ye zee, an 1 cou'd but hit on't ; 
but my Memory is (hort, and yow hare a- body zo, that 
yow fright it out of one's Head Madam. 

Wid. Hare you, quotha ! I'm fure you craze me. You 
behave yourfelf fo awkardly before Strangers, they will 
believe, perhaps, that I don't underftand better. When 
I'm alone, I don't care : Nay, fometiraes your Blunder* 
conduce to my Pleafure. 

Fain, I cou'd find a way more conducive to her Pleafure, 
if (he'd give me leave. [JJide. 

Enter Judith and Sam. 
-' yudl There's Millrefs ; an yow mun gi't her yo^rzelf ; 
gi't her, an yow wol. - ; [£«•//. 

Sam. My Mailer, Madam, gives His humble Service to 
you, and begs the Favour of an Anfwer. [Giyes her a Letter, 

Wid, I admire your Mailer' will give himfelf and me 
this Trouble, when I have fo often alTur'd him 'tis to no 
Purpofc. [Opens the Letter J and looks o^er it, 

* Sam, Sure, I have feen your Face before. Brother. 

Fain, Ma-hap, yow may. Friend, and ma-hap, yow 
mayn't. 

Sam, Ar'n't you Gloucefterjhire ? 

Fain, Yes, I am.— —I won't deny my Country,— 

Sam. 
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^am. Is not your Kame CruMUnf 

Fain, . Ay, marry, ja it ; be meis, I fliooM kaowyow too I 

Scan. Honeft Jeffery CrumpUn ! I'm glad to fee thee. 

[i^fes himm 

Fain, P'fhaw ; I dan't like this fame flabbering VaAiion, 
■ ■■ Bm, .pi*ay, whai nay oi^ oall ypw J I l^ow youfr 
Face. Ah. 

Sam. My Face 4 Why I can't be^dlier'd in ^ or Seven 
Years* Cure 1 my Naaue is ^^ / 

Fidn, Odd ia' ae ! Sam Sly i gi' mc ihy Hood, (Sbakn 
him by the Hftnd^) Weil, an how ! jui hov^ have yow done^ 
Sam^ e'er fen we us'd to break OAe another's Heads at 
Cudgels, ha ? They told me you was gon over Seas.——* 

S^m. I han't' been in ^Wi7»«/ above Six Weeks. 

Fain* jSay you 'zo ! good lack 1 Well, an have yow biit 
in Gloucefierjhire F 

Sam. Yes, I came &om thence hut t'other Day ; I live 
♦I'iih Mr. Worthy. 

Fain. What, Mafter ^•rr/^, ei Wcrtty^YMlf 

Sam. The fame. 

Fain. Odd, yow had rare Luck, hark-ye* to light on 
zo brave a Place. W^, and dud yow zee our Volk ? 
how do Vacker^ and Mother, aiid SiA^s ? Ha ? 

Sam, AJl well, and BriOt, Jrffery. 

Fain. Odd, Mafter Worthy is a main honeft Mon* 

Sam. As lives by Bread, and as well belov'd. 

Wid. Ha ! thefe two Fellows are acquainted, I find* . 

^ Sam. They would have my Mailer fet up for Parliament* 
Man. 

Fmn. I wi(h he were qualify'd for it. (Afide.) An he 
does I'm zure he'll carry't : An Mr. Wtrthy comes to rule 
the Roafl, we fhall zee better Tinoes, I'm perfuaded. ■ 
Weill, before I'm huge glad to zee yow, Sam.^ ■ ' W here 
may a body zee yow fome Day to drink a Pot to all our 
Friends in Qloucefterflnre Z' ha ? I have zome there, I be* 
licve; ha? 

Sam, I'll call on you fome Evening, an fhaw you where ' 
I live. 

Wid. Mr. Worthy writes me Word, that he is gc»ng to 
Jamaica. It is only a Pretence, I fuppofe. I'll hear what 
his Servant fays. (AJidi.) Is your Ma&er going to travel, 
young Man ? . P Sam^ 
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Sam. Not for his Pleafiue, Madam ■ 

Wid. \ did not fpeak of Pkafure ; I aik'd yea, if he u 
foing abroad? 

Sam. It is in your Power to ftop him, I believe, if he is, 
Madam. 

}Fid.'S\SM foreign to my Queftion! Can't you anfwer 
djredly> Friend? 

Sam. That depends fo intirely upon yoar Ladyibip, 

that it is impoffibfe to anfwer yon dire^y. 1 know he 

loA an Uncle dead in Jamaicay that has left him Forty 
Thonfand Pounds ; hot I alfo know, he is fo mach in love 
with your Lady(hip» that he does not care Forty Shillings 
fcr't. 

Wid. The Fellow's mad ! Not care for Forty Thonfand 
Pounds ? Why» the fourth Part on't wou'd purchafe a 
Barony. 

Fain. If I had the iixth Part of it, Fm fure thou fliou'dll 
never purchafe me. (AJide.) What! is that zame Uncle 
dead, that came over once with a huge fight o' Blacka- 
moors at's Tail ? 
. Sam. Ay, ay, Jtfferyl he*sdead. 

Fain. Is he zo ? He was mainly rich, cha'd zeem ? 

Wid. You are mainly impertinent, chu'd feem. 
Pray afk your Country-man here, if i^ puts in his Verdid, 
when his Mafler is talking ? —Pray tell Mr. Worthy^ that 
I ihall be at home this Evening ; and he may, if he pleafes, 
give me the Opportunity of wilhing him a good Voyage. — 

Fain. To the liland of Matrimony, or I fhall make but 
a broken Voyage of it. \AJide. 

Sam. I fhall inform him. Madam. [Exit, 

. Wid. How came you to know this Gentleman, Jefferyf 

Fain. Who, Mii^tt Worthy ? Why, every Body knows 
him in Gloucefterjbire ; Vather has work'd for him, and the 
old 'Squire, thefe twenty Year chu'd zeem. He's a fine 
Man, and has no more Pride in him, than I have. He 

keeps a topping Houfe. He has humming March Beer, 

and deadly flrong Cyder ; there's rare Doings at Cur/mas. 

Wid. What Doings ? 

Fain. Why, he keeps open Houfe for all Comers. 

Wid. He ought to be very rich ; whofe Oeconomy is (o 
profufe. 

£Ain. Rich, Quotha ! Nouns, he knows no End of his 

Means; 
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Means ; he has a mort of Land 1 I ha' feen a Hundred a* 
Dinner in the great Hall, one Plough-Monday ; all his owq 
Tenants ; and Mailer was fo familiar and fo jncrry wi' 'em, 
and made 'em fo drunk ! Lord, what Work was there ! — 

TFid, It was a beaftly Pleafure; and no Sign of his Fru- 
gality, whatever it may be of his good Nature. 

Fain. Ah ! he is the fweeteft natur'd Man in the World. 
Nobody ever faw him out of Humoifr, that ever T could 
hear on: His Vather, indeed, wou'd bawl and make a 
Noife, chu'd zeem ; but as for thick fame Gentleman, he's 
quite another Thing ; he is fo good to' the Poor, and fo 
loving to his Neighbours ; that there's not a Man twenty 
Miles round him, but would run thro' Fire and Water for 

him. -Tie is counted a main wife Man too ; he makca 

no more of a Lawyer, or a Juftice of tlie Peace, than, 
than, than, yow do of me, Madam,-— Nay, it's th9ught . 
by zome Volk, that he is fo deep learned, than an he 
wou'd, he cou'd puzzle, even the Parfbn o' the Parilh. 

Wid, That may be; and he no Conjurerneither. He 
ihall know what a Favourite he is of yours. ■ 

Fain, That he knows already. [AJtde, 

Wid, You feem to know him perfedlly well. 

Fain, I wifli you knew him as well-^Madam ! 

Wid, It is pity he is not a Man of Quality ; thefe Quali- 
fications, tho* I confefs they are very bright ones, figniTy 
nothing without a Title, Jeffery ! 

Fain, I'm fare thy Vanity will never intltle thee to the 
Heart of any Man of Senfe. \Afide, 

Wid, Go, get me fome Tea. 

Fain, Did I not hope to command in my Turn ; I 
fliou'd not obey fo readily. , \Exit^ 

Enter Judith. 

Jud, There's a Lady below, that want's yow, fliefays, 
*— Madam.^ 

Wid, Bring her up,— .This muft be the Lady, Sir 
*Jobn mentioned. 

Enter Louiia, woith a Letter^ 

Lou, Tis from Oli'via^ Madam. 

[Gives her the Letter ^ Jbt opens it^ and reads* 

Wid, You are welcome, Madam— I'll wait on you to 

that Apartment my Coufin mentions. It is impoffible Mr. 

Freeman fhould know it to be any part of my Houfe, when 

P 2 he 
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)ie is broi^ht in by the Back-door; your own Servants 
muft attend ; Til give Otders that none of mine are /cca 
on that Side of the Houfe. 

Lou. I am extremely obliged to yon. Madam. I have 
fent a Letter to Mr. Freeman, and exped his Return every 
Moment.-*— ni wait on you. Madam* 

H'id. Be pleas'd to walk this Way. [£jr«w»/. 

SCENE ^tf(ci;i, iMca&iatmngforwardu meets Flora.' 
£««. Is Frederick come back. Flora / 
Flor. Yaw, yc Vrow, an he hcb dat Letter gi brought. 
[Gives her a Letter. Exit Flora^ 
Lou. What Pleaiiire once thefe Letters gave me ! 
And with what Eagemeis I broke the Seals ! 
Then kifs'd and dwelt upon each poifon'd, pleafing Vow I 
And thought the Perjury all faithful Love. 
But now !■ ■ 

I fear to read; fo much his Stile is alter'd !^ 

[Of em the Letter^ and reads. 
Madam, 
J AM not mere/urprix^d to bear you are in England, than 
that you fi earn^ly defire to fee me before lam married, 
^utfinceyou promife itjball be the laft Trouble ycu'U give me 
V this Kindf J defigu to oblige and wait on you immediatelyy 
'^ kwh-wyour important Bufinefs. If it be to upbraid me nuith 
taft ConduSi^you muft expeS but ajhort Vifity from 

Your humble Servant, Freeman. 

i>ou. Perfidious Man ;- well roayll thou not ftay. 
To hear thofe folemn Vows repeated 
Which thou didft make (b falfely. 
Enter Flora. 

Flora. Here bin Minheer Freemauy ye Vrow. 

Lou, Shew him up, [Fxit Flora. 

Oh, my Heart ! Lie ftiJl, thou Flatterer ! 

And aid me all the cunning; Courage of my Sex ! 
Enter Freeman. Salutes her. 

Lou. That cold Salute, is not Hke my Freeman. 
You was not wont to kifs me thus ! 

Ned, Faith, Madam,- 1 keep no Journal of my Pleafurcs ; 
fy can't recolledl how I us'd to behave myfelf. [toalks about. 

Lou. With ^hat Indifference he regards me ! 
Hold in'-Re&ntment. [Afide. , Ned. 
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Ned. Pray, Madam, what brought yoa to England? 
Lou, Do you alk? Why I follow where you lead me. 
Where fhould I be, but where my Huiband is ? 

Ned, Hold, hold You'll fpoil my Marria ge 

Huiband ! Ha, ha, ha ! Don't you rave. Child ! 
Lou, Have you forgot the Promifcs you made me ? 
Ned. No, nor what you gave me in Retam> neither, 
my Dfear. 

Lou. Did not you love me. Freeman ? 
Ned. Did not I give thee Proofs of it ? How does my 
Boy do ? Ha ! I think you muil lend him me for a Pat- 
tern. YoU have heard I am going to be married, I find. 

Lou. Yes— I've heard fnch a News^ but cannot think it 

<rue. * [fVeefs. 

Ned.. I can't help that. Nay> nay> nay, if you are at 

that Sport, good bye t'yc.— — \Gnng^ fi»e fiof$ Jbim» 

Lou. Yon (hall not go. 

Ned. Indeed but I fhall. Madam— —Piih! prithee ihew 
ne none of your Tragedy^ Ain. Let go my Coat. You 

know, I hate to fee A^^men cry. To what pnrpole arc 

thefe Tears ?— —I thought I gave you a Caution of it in 
my Letter. [Struggles to get from ber. 

Lou. O do not ib-nggle to be gone, but hear me ; my 
Tears will fall, but 111 ftrivc to fupprefs 'em. 

Ned. Do fo ; for if you have any thine to fay to mc, 
you muft deliver tt in,a more entertaining Manner, or Pnt 
your humble Servant. Again! Humph!—- 1 imagin'd 

how 'twould be 'S'Dcath ! what a Fool was I to comet 

I hate Upbraidings of this Nature. 

Lou. I fent not for you to upbraid you* 
I fee too well I've loft your Heart. 
May flie be happy who enjoys it now. 
Yet furc your Pity's not extinguiihed too. 
Not for my Sake, but for your Child's, I hope itt 
Who, if you relieve him not, muft perifh. > 

My Father, fome three Weeks ago, expired. 
And left me but a Shilling to fupport me. 
No Friend have we on Earth if you arc not one. 

Ned. Well ! and could not you have told me this witR** 

out whimpering ? — Pox o'the old Dog ! A Shilling !— 

What a Ducc Ihall I do with this Heifer and her Calf now I 

She comes y^ry unlucky too at this Time. If Olinna fhould 

F % hear 
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hear of her, my Burmcfs will be done there. (jifide.J Send 
out your Maid, Louija. 

Lou, Leave the Room ; bat when I call, do as I dire^- 
cd. (Afide.) Exit Flora. 

NeJ.f Sit ting dcivn.) What do yoo pay for theie Lodgings? 

Lou, The People are related to a Friend of mine in Hoi- 
land^ from whom I brought a Letter. I believe they let no 
Lodgings. I would not willingly trefpafs long npon them, 

Ned, Well, my Servant ftiall take Lodgings for you. 
(Pulls her en bis K/tce, and kiffis her,) You foolifh Girl you, 
to blubber and fpoil your Face at this Rate, when you have 
I othing elfe to truft to I (He <wifes her Eyes,) — So, there ! 
Kifs me again, you Chit, you. — I'll take Care of you. I 
have a Man in my Eye ; a Lord too, that is very fond 
too, of your Country-women. 

Lou. What means my Deareft. [Rijesi 

Ked. To get thee a good Settlement. A Lord*s Midrefs 
lives 35 great as his Wife, and is as much refpe^led in our 
Country.— And thou Ihalt be initiated, according to- 
Cullom. 

Lou, Monftfous, filthy Cuftom ! 
Indeed, my Freeman^ I'll be only thine : 
For after tlicc, I ne'er can love another. 

Ned. Pifli, piih ; yes, yes, a Hundred, I warrant thee.— 

Leu, Unkind, and cruel! Can I love— 

. Ned, Well, well, as to Love, that's not eflential to a 
Miilrefs : Provided the Gallant has your Perfon, you may 
difpofc as you think fit of your Inclination. 

Lou, Sometimes to fee my Freeman^ all I wifh. 

Ned, Well, well, you (hall fee me ; but we muft manage 
that Point with Prudence : There mull be a Decorum obfer- 
ved at home. For if it fliould reach my Wife's Ear, it wou'd 
prevent my feeing you at all — Ah, Loui/al I wifh the La-- 
6y I'm to marry, lov'd me as well as thou doft.. 

Lou, I hope (he does. 

Ned, No, faith, fhe fays fhe hates me j fo that, for ought 
1 know, thou'rt in a fair Way to be revenged of me. 

Lou, I wifh it not, nor would I feek Revenge on thect 
more than on my own Heart. — Flora I (Goes to the Scene, 
and calls. J •'—^Yoix muft drink fomething with me. 
Enter Flora, ^th tivo Glajfes of Wine on a Sal<ver, 

Lou, Come^ here's to your future Happinefs ! 

Ned. 
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Ned, ril pledge that generous Toaft, and kifs thee for't* 
Why this is as it (hould be now. (Ktffes her,} If Wa-, 
men under ftood their own Intereft, they'd find us lefs pre- 
pared 10 refitt the Force of their good Humour, than all 

the Artillery of Tears and Ranting ! Egad ! methinks 

thou art as handfome now, as when I firft enjoy'd thee : 
Lrps as foft, and panting Breaft as hard as ever ! — Oh, 
you are a tempting Baggage ; (embracing her,) — ^What if 
we ihould try to get a Girl to our Boy, Loui/a ? 

Lou. What ! Sin a-new, e'er we have repented of the pad I 

Ned. Sin, you filly Jade ! Come, come, we'll repent once 

for all, my Dear. [^Pulling her. 

Lou. It muft be quickly then ^^Or Life will be too 

fliort to do it ! 

Ned. What fay'ft thou? 

Leu. Forgive me, Freeman / thou art poifoned. 

[Falls on her Knees, 
Ned. Ha ! D ye thou then, from whofe Hand I took 
it ! ~^ [Dranvs and runs at Flora. 

Flora. (Shrieking.) Ha 1 ick hab nit dat gedan,Mynheer» 
! [Louifa ri/esy and runs heitveen the Maid and hinu 
Lou. O (pare the Maid, who adled by my Order, 
And' turn the Point on me the fole Aggreffor. 
I had no other Way to keep thee mine. 

Ned. Am I then caught! poifon'd! — What! Die the 
Death of P.ats ! — Confufion ! Murdered by my Whore ! 

Lou. No, I'm thy Wife, thou vile Detrador ! 
Thou wou'dll have made me that detefted Thing !— — . 
Shame on thy Proje£t to expofe thy Wife \ 

Ned. Wife 1 Name that no more, I charge thee. 
Left I forget thy Sex, and fpurn thee from me ! 

Lou. Not name it ? Yes, I will, whilft livings name iu 
Call Heaven to Mind, who witnefs'd to your Vows ; 
By whom you fwore when firft our Faiths were plighted. • 
It was by yon All- feeing Power above> • 
At whofe Tribunal we Siall foon appear. 
Death fummons now our trembling Souls to Trial ^ 
Stript of Excufes, Cuftom, and Evafion ; 
This guilty Deed of mine will fall to thee. 
There, there, our Marriage Contradl is recorded! 
There is a Judge from whom you ^can't appeal : 

P 4 Your 
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Voor Jury cao't be brib'd to {we yoo : 
ToBT oafting WitneTs is youf broken Vows ! 

NeJ, Methinks her Words jMerce like a Dagger, dkro* me^ 
And more thaA ever, now I wifh to live ■ » ■ 
Repair tby Fault, and call Phyficians hither. \To Floia. 

Uu. Call the kind Phyfician of the Soul, 
Thy Bod^ can receive no help from Art. 
I'he Poiion is too ilroAg, t*adistt of Antidotefi. 

AW. Then Heav'n Itevc Mercy on nay Soul- \^Kxeeis* 
O my Lcui/a / canft thon forgive me ? [Rl/es, 

could Revenge, the blackeft Fiend in Hell, 
Shroud itfelf beneath that Angel's Fonni 

Lou. Call't fiot Revengie, but Love.^«-^ Be Wimeis, 
Heav'n. 

1 drank the healing Draught, with gttzt^r, flrongtr 
Guflof Pleafure, dian other take rich Cordialsy 
To lengthen fleeting Life, which I defpife. 

Since in fair Fame I eotild not live thy WiHs- 
Kfy only Wifli was, we itiight dye together. 
ph\ my Heart! 

[ J\W. The Poifon woiks 1 J feel it too in mine t 
&h ! might I live to nKke thee Satisfa^oa; ->-**«*• 

Lou, And wou'dfl thou do it ? woo'dft thou iiiarr|r me? 

Ned. As willingly as I did everpromife thee. 

Lou* My Soal revives at thy r^tunnng Virtue^ 
Only to bear the Rock of dfeep Defpair— ^^ 
Now, now, I do repent the defperate Deed, 
And wifh my Fretman^s Life a longer Date. 
I fliould have trod the Paths of Death akine ! 
But 'twill not be! A few fhort Minutes Iwnce 
We both (hall be no more \ ^ 

Ntd. Oh! Shock of Nature I Bittemefs of Thought! 

! whither am I going ? 

Hade! Let the holy Man be call'd ! 
And 'tis moft fit a Lawyer too be lent for. 
Something I mull. ad j nil before 1 go * ■ ■* 
JinA then, oh ! World> farewell 1 

Lou, Hafte Flcra^ and obey. [£m Flora. 

Ned. I feel a Grange Diforder in my Brain I 
My Heart beats fa^ too, and my Spirits flutter 1 
My boiling Blood i*uns fwiftly thro' my Veins, . 
Jn hade to man the Lift Retreaf of Life I 
Oh ! Louifa / wou'd I had married thee——— L^u* 
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Lou. Do it now. Twill wipe oiF maiiy Sint (tcm thce^ 
When we appear in t'other World tog 



The virtuous Mi may plead my Pardon too. 

If thou can ft but forgive the Rafhneis of my Love*. 

i^gain, upon my Knees I aik it. 

Ned, As willingly as I would be forgiven*. 
A iudden FainCnrfe ieizes me all over : 
I will be thine, if Life will lafl if^ long. 

Lou, Bleft Sound!-*— -Come lean on rae». 
ril lead thee to my Bed. 
Where we willreft, and wait the holy Man. 

The Bridal Bed, from ivhenct *^i bothjShail rifif 

Difrob'd of Scaudal, to/uifiautiaJ Joyt. [EjBfltalfrw 

SCENE changes to WatchitV Hott/o. 
Mrs, Watchit in a Night-drefs eu a Couch^ 

Mrs. Wat. I wonder what carries my' Huibahd oat of 
Town To late ! But no Matter, is gives me an Opportnmtyt: 
to fee Freeman^ who I knew will be here as foon as Lucf 
has given the Signal. — Ha ! fure I heard the Door go. 
Enter Watchit. 

Wea. I have unluckily fbrgot my Powder-horn f and kow^^ 
1 fhall find it in the Dark, I can^t tell— I don't care to diC»- 
turb the Family for a Candle. 

Mrs. Wat, He is here already— Oh, the dear impatient. 
Man ! — Bleis me, Lucy^ why did you let him come io* 
foon ? I don't think your Matter is got out of the Street yet*. 

Wat. How's this ? lAfide.. 

Mrs. Wat, And if he fhould take it in his Head to comew 
back, I fhould be terrible frighted. 

Wat. Oundsl Tm Thunder-ftruck ! this Dog of a Fry- 
ar \& here already ! and oi Luc/^ bringing. Oh ! the jade 1 
Ad's-heart ! I might have watted without Doors 'till 
Dooms-day. 

Mrs. Wat. Diilraaion ! What have I faid ? — It is my 
Hofbaiid's Voice ; what will become of me now ? [Afidt. 

Wat, Here needs no Conjuration. My Turtle feems 
willing enough to coo with him ; and is only afraid I 
ihould return to ipoil the Sport. Oh the Strump< 1 1 But 
let me hear what this Rogue anfwers. Which Way will 
ihe get off now, I wonder } [Jfide, 

^ Mrs,' Win* I have no Pretence to get oft but by going 
P S c'a 
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on. (Afide,) Well, Lucy tells me yoaarethemoft dextrous 
Fellow at this BuHnefss 1 

Wat, Bufincfs ! What arc they come to Buiinefs, al- 
ready? . 

Mrs. Wat, I know not why; bat methinks, Vm half 
afraid tQ venture on a Stranger. 

li^at, A Stranger? What, then this is a new Rogue ? — 
Ounds ! I ftiall be cuckolded hy Church and State. 

Mrs. Wat, How now I What do you mean ? You won*t 
come to Bed to me, fure ? 

Wat, You'll take it very ill if he don't Ounds, I 

han't Patience to hear it out. 

/ Mrs, Wat, p Gemini! What do you do ? How 

dare you be fo rude ? 

Wat. There's a Qneflion to afk a Man that fhe has 
brought into her Bed-chamber. 
" Mrs. Wat. If my Hufband Ihonid come. 

Wat. As hti really is 

Mrs. Wat. If he fhould catch you— 

Wat, As he moft furely will-^ — Thou Sorcerefs. 

Mrs. Wat. Nay, nay ; indeed, and indeed, but I won't. 

Wat. Indeed, and indeed, but you. will. This is a 

thorough-pac'd Cuckold- making Dog ! How foftly the 

Villain whiipers ! —I can't hear one Word he fays. 

Mrs. Wat. What gave you the Affurance to imagine I'd 
cuckold my Hufband, who is the befl of Huibands ? 

Wat. That's a Lye. 

Mrs. Wat, Let me go, will you ? I protefl 1*11 cry out. 
, Wat. That's anotlier Lye. 

Mrs. Wat. Nay ; Lord ! Pifh ; don*c— Fy !— What do 
you do ? [Speah as if Jhe ^vas Jiruggling luith fomebody. 

Wat, 'S'Death I I fhall ftand and hear myfelf cuckolded ! 

--A Light! a Light, there I* Thieve?, Thieves ! A Light, 

^ a Light ! {She rifes hafiily. He pulls out a Piftoh 

Mrs. Wat, Ah, Heavens ! What Noife is that ? Why 
lucy^ Lucy I Thieves, Thieves I A Light, a Light! (Sh* 
gropes abouty and lays bold on his FiftoL) Thieves I — Ah, a 
liftol ! Murder, Murder! Oh fave my Life, and I'll lead 
you to all the Money, Plate, and Jewels in the Houfe. 
■ Oh, oh, oh ! 

Enter Lucy wjith a Light, 

Mrs. Wat. Mum^s ! Oh, fave me, fave me f 

\Flies abcia his NecL Wat., 
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Wat, Off, thou foul Adultrefs \ Don't think to finnggle 
— me, *till y,our leud Paramour efcapes. 

[Snatches the Candle^ and looks ahottt^ 

Lucy, Blefs me. Madam \ Mafter looks as if he would 
cat a- body ! What was all this Outcry for? 

Mrs. JVat. I'll tell you anon. [4fi^ '^ Lucy, 

Wat, Where have you hid this Rogue of your providing,, 
HiTffey? Ha? 

Lucy, Of my providing? what do you mean. Sir ? 

Mrs. Wat. Nay, nay> don't fland prating ; but call up 

the Servants to alTift your Mafter. Don't, d&^xMumps^ 

don't be too venturefome. The Thieves have Piftols,^and 
may kill thee. 

- Wat, May they fo ! A Pox o' your Sneer — Now does 
fhc look as if (he knew not a Word of the Matter. 

Mrs. Wat, I hope to prevent your knowing one Word 
of the Matter, that's my Comfort. [Afids^ 

Lucy, Why, what fhould Ihe know. Sir }- 

Wat, Go look, Mrs. Pander. 

Mrs. Wat, I'm fure, I know nothing, but that I was 
wak'd with the Cry of Thieves, Thieves ! If it was a, 
falfe Alarm, fo much the better : It did me Service, how- 
jever, for it wak'd me out of a Dream, that frighted me 
as bad as the Noife did. 

Wat. A Dream ! Why, what was you dreaming on> 
' J>ray? 

Mrs. Wat. Why, methought Lucy had brought me a\ 
Corn-cutter, a great, fat, clurafey, black Fellow j but the 
moft dextrous Fellow in the World, fhe told me, at that 
Bufinefs. 

Wat, (Afide,) Ha! I remember dextrous was one of 
the Words Ihe fpoke.* Perhaps it might be nothing but a. 
Dream. 

Mrs. Wat, And the impudent ugly Villain, methought^, 
would have come to bed to me. I was ftr-uggling with 
him in ray Sleep, and vowed I*d cry out juft as the Noife 
wak'd me. 

Wat, Say'fl thou fo, Pud! And was all this fplutter about 

a Corn-cutter? Why then, to tell thee the Trutli, 

Xhou didft cry out, and I thinking Thieves were got into 
the Houfe, cry'd out too ; for I never dream't of tny talk- 
ing in thy Sleep, Child.— —I don't remember ever to 
have heard thee before. P 6. Lucy-, 
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iiiKyi So have I> an hundred Times ; but you fnore fo 
loud, that nobody's Noife can be heard but your own. 
- — This Corn-cutter has put the Corn-maker out of his 
Jplead. I finell the Plot already. [Afide. 

Mrs. H^at, (AJkli,} It takes, as I could wifli But 

whef^ was Freeman^ Lucy ? 

Lu€^, Gone out, Madam. [A^de. 

* Mis. ITat. {A/deJ *Twas lucky that he was Ahl 

MufHfs! I know what you thought. 

I*fy. Ay, Madam» he thought you had got a Galknt 
through the Key- hole. Had I a Hufband of Maker's 
Temper, I'd fit him, I warrant him. He fhould not be 
jealous of me for nothing. 

Wat. That I dare fwear. . 

Lucy. As you are of my Lady. She Bas a comfortable 
Life, has (he not ? To have.you vez and teaze, and break 
her Reft for nothing. 

PFat. Take care I don't break your Head for femething. 

Lucy, I care not if you do. I will fpeak. You could 
not life Aiy liady wcrfe, if (he had cuckolded you. — 
You are like feme litigious Farmers, who pound their 
Neighbours Cattle for a Trefpafs, tho' they have more 
G4'ound than they can fiock themfelves. 

^i«/. HuiTey! You have Stock for the whole Pariih ! 
——Get out of my Sight, or I'll break your Neck down 
Stairs. • 

Mrs. Wat. Excellent Wench ! CA/de.J Fy, Lucy, how 
yovt talk to your Mafter ? I affure you I ihall difchargc you 
my Service, if you don't behave yourfelf better. 

Lucy, , I (hall get another, I hope, if you do? Don't 
think I'll be fu(pe^ed of procuring Gallants for you ! Did 
he not a(k where the Rogue was of my procuring I'll 

bring my Aftion againfl you for Scandal. I have nothing 
but my Repudiation to live by. Take that from me, and 
you take all. If he's your Hofband, Madam, he's not 
mine. * [Burfis into Tears^ 

Wat, No, tjiank Heaven, I have enough of one of you. 

Mrs. Wat, Leave the Room, I (ay. 

Lucy, It's for, for, your Sake— or, or — ^I'd tear his Eyes 
out ! (SoBs.J Take away My Reputation ! [Exk, 

Wat, Oh ! the wondrous Repiitation of a Chamber-maid ! 
-—This Slut has (Irangely provok'd me. I wilh I wer© 
rid of her. \^AJi'tiei Mr6% 
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Mrs, Wat. (AJidt,) I wilh I knew what brought him 
bade ; and if he intends to go again. 

Wat, (Afide.) Ah ! that the Huiband of that charming 
Woman fhould be cornuted by a Prieft !— - 

Mrs. Wat. (Afidi.) What would I give to be rid of his . 
Company ? Yet I dare not afk him, now he defigns to 
difpofe of himfelf, for my Soul. 

Wat\. What art thou thinking of, P.udfey ? 
Mrs. Wat. Of your Unkind ne ft, Mumpt! To pretend 
Buiinefs out of Town, and leave me ftarving in ^ed by 
myfelf. I'm fure if you lovM me, you would not let Bu» 
iinefs take you from my Arms. Indeed, indeed, you would 
not, Mumf/ey, \ln a ^wheedling Tont, 

Wat, Ah 1 thole pretty Pouters ! 1 mull kifs them, thou 
coaxing Pug thou : (Kiffes her,) Doft thou really love 
thine own Mumpy ? 

Mrs. Wat, Naughty Mumps ! is that a Queftion now 8 
Han't I given yon all the Signs of it ? Don't I lie clofe to 
your Back ? and warm your Feet every Night in my Lap? 
^nd creep gently out o* Bed in the Morning, without 
1^'aking you ? Don't I ? Can you deny all this, • Mumps f 

Wat, No, nor I won't deny it, Pudfey, And I hope 
you'll allow me fome Merit in my Turn, Fuc^ey, 

Mrs. Wat, Nay, Mumps^ I fcorn to derogate from your 
•Merit.. Imuft contefs, you never do any thing to break 
my Reft, but when you are fo naughty to leave me — 
For then I do fo tumble, and tofs — and dream — and am fo 
terribly frighted — as I was now, you know— Welf, I 
proteft you flian't go out again to Night ! — If you do, 1 
won^t love you again thcfe three Days ; fo I won't. 

[Pats him on the Cheek* 
Wat, Thou handfome Creature!" Oh! 'twas that be- 
witching Leer, that fnapt my Heart What has flie in 

her I^ead now ? — T never knew her in this wheedling Hu- 
mour> but fhe had fome De/ign. (Afide,) — Well, Pudfey^ 
what is this begging Face put on for? 

Mrs. Wat, That's a Secret paft your finding Out. \Afide. 
Wat, What can I do to pleafe my Pudfey f 
Mrs. Wa$^ E>dn very little, t^uly. (Afide,)^l could tell 
you, Mumpy ; but may be, you won't do it. 
^ Wat, But may be I will do it. [In a fond Tomi, 

Mrs. Wat, Won't you go o^t no more to Night, then 1 

But 
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But fay your Prayers, and go to Bed, and fnore Eke any 
little Pig in your Punny^s BoTey ? 

H^at. (JJide.) Humph ! Now is fhe afraid of her ghoflly 
Father. She certainly^fmokes my Defign — On my Confci- 
ence, fhe's in Love with him — I warrant, he's a trapping 
young Dog Ounds ! if I can but light of him ? 

Mrs. Wat, What is he pondering on ? Pray Heaven he 
does not take me at my VVord, and flay at Home in Com- 
plaifance. (Afide,) — What, won't you anfwer me. Mumps ^ 

Wat, Why Fudfeyy thy Kindnefs fo confounds me, that 
i know not what to anfwer thee — I am loth to diipleafe 
thee, and yet I muft leave thee inftantly. 

Mrs. Wat, (Afide.) Little does he think, that 'tis the 
only Thing he can do to pleafe me. I hope Freeman is 
come home by this Time. ^ 

f Wat, I only con?e back for my Powder-horn ; that's all, 
fud\ but I'll make all poffible halle back, "I will indeed, 
Pudfey, to make thee eafy. 

Mrs. Wat, Or otherwife. (AJide.) Well if it muft be {o 
(fighiug) I muft be content, and make myfelf as happy as 
i can without you, Mumps, \In a melancholy Tone, 

Wat, Ay, ay, I won't be long from thee; go, prithee, 
get me a Dram, I'll but take my Powder-horn, and follow 
thee—— {Enter Mrs, Watchit. 

Watchit yo/«/. 

I know not what to think. Sometimes I think Ihe loves 
jne— and fometimes I think fhe does not. And if Father 
Domine comes within the Reach of my Blunderbufs, have 
at him: If not, flie fhall produce him : I'll confront her 
by her own ConfefTion. U once I get him in my Power, 
I'll turn his own Inquifition upon him. His Church ne'er 
tortur'd Heretick, as I will him. 

Til i each him to keep Handmaids of his o-wnt 

And let his hcnejl Neighbours Wives alone, [Exit. 

A C T V. 

S C E N E Mr/. Heedlefs'/ Hou/e. 
Heedlefs, Sola. 
fFid, T AM ftrangely divided between Inclination and 
X Grandeur, 1 confefs, I like Mr, Wmh/$ Perfon 

better 
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better than my Lord's ; but marry him, and I (hall be calPd 
plain Mrs. Worthy : Then, where's the Diftindion between 
jnc and my Brother's Wife : And who in their Senfes 
would part with twenty thoufand Pounds, to. be nothing 
but what one was before ? My Lord can make me a Wo- 
man of Quality, and intitle me to treat all below me with 
Contempt. That carries a valuable Confideration- 
Methinks, there is an Air in the very Footman of a Wo- 
man of Quality. He approaches with fuch profound Svxh* 
miflion ! And in a Tone fo fo ft DU your Ladyjhip calU 
Madam f Whereas, now, my blundering Rafcals come 
.trotting up to my Nofe, with a Dud you want me^ For/ooth F 
— «B — Ha ! Lord Pharaoh-Bank. 
Enter Tally. 
Tal/y, I hope youll pardon this abrupt Intrufion, Ma- 
dam. It is in tirely chargeable on the Impatience of my 
Love. Command my Abfence, I befeech you, if I break 
in upon your more diverting Thoughts. ^ ' 

Wid. I had no Amufcments, my Lord, but what ought 
to give way to better Company. 

Taily, You do me a particular Honour in that Diftin<Elion. 
Wtd. If I had not fome Skill in the Choice of my Ac- 
ijuaintance, I fhould be ftifled with Impertinence. The 
firft LefTon I teach my Servants, is, to diiUhguifh between 
Perfons of Rank, and the Drofs of Human-kin^. I am 
pleas'd to find my In(lru6li9ns are notloA upon 'em, by ad- 
mitting one of your Lordfliip's Figure upon fuch eafy Terms. 
Ta/iy, Such an Approbation from a Lady of your good 
Talle, cannot fail of infpiring me with a better Opinion 
of myfelf, and a Confidence of my not being unwelcome 
to my dear Widow. (Kij/es her.) She kiffes fofter than a 
fbuthern Wind ! 

JVid. Pugh ! I hate to be complimented with Fragments 
of another's Wir, my Lord. It argues a Decay of Charms in 
the Perfon you addrefs. 

Fain well peeping. 
Tally, I own it is a Fault, Madam. Your Ladyfhip has 
Beauty enough toinfpire the duUeft Genius with fomething 
new. 

Fain. ( Af.^,) You mean, fhe has Money enough to 
^ infpire you with impudence. 

Tally, Jpcllo and the Mufes dwell upon thefe.Lips. 
Aoother Kii&, and I Ihall be ' ■ Wid. 
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ff^id. A P6er. 

TW/^ Whaiever yoa woald liave mt. [^*^ ^^• 

¥ W. Sa7 yoD lb, my Lord ? Pharoan odd Whim oome 
iato my Head*— Will yoo ^va me a FnoDf of my Pourer, 
say Lord? I want an £Iegy. 

7Vi%. On a depaitsd Moak«3s or a&voorite Kittes« I 
prefume* 

^iJ. No» apon a living Subjedv 

/*izrVr. (A/uk.) A pretty acw itivention, to buy People 
before they are dead, ' 

I'aRy, A living Subjca \ AnEImr upon a living Sabjea ? 

AT/i/. You are not inipir'd yet» I find, my Ixet^ I mean^ 
a Charadteriftick of human Life ; dead,, and yet exillin^ 

Fain. (4fide ) Myftery ! 

^aUf. Popery, downnght Popeiy ! May the Genius of 
Englmnd defend u$.--^Let me tee ! What deadFoIks have 
we among the Living ?—— There's a diibanded Oficer— 
An old Beau — A broken Tradeixnan<— A d^;raded Par- 
foti«— A ^ondam Sotstb^a Diie^x^— An Eunuch-^ An, 
an, an old Maid. 

Wid> You have hit it, my Lord. 

Talfy* Then crown my Saccefs with anothet Draught of 
Neffar. [Kiffii her. 

¥mn. \Afide.) How warmly the Rogue kiffes ! He 
■takes Love with sks much Afiuratice, as if he had two 
Bottles of Bwrgundy in his Belly, and a. real. Title to fup* 
port his Impudence. 

Wid, I pmteft, one fiioa'd take your Lord(hip for a Sol- 
dier ; for you attack a Woman, as they do a fortlfy'd Town. 

TWi^. Love and War agree in every Point, my desff 
Widow ; the Blockade of a Town refembles an obfHnate 
Woman, and a phlegmatick Lover, who refblves to weary 
her into Compliance. A Kifs now and then from a diffident 
Lover, is like dealing a March, and furpizing the ^neay,^ 
by a circumfpeft General. But eager and repeated Kiffes, 
are,^ like Storming, more glorious to the Ailailant. 

\Embracing and kiffing her in a Raptwre, 

Fain. (Jfide,) Thefe Rogues happen into good Company 
fometimes, one may know by their Gleanings of Wit. 

IVid. Oh gad, my Lord, what do you mean, by ruffling, 
one at this Rate ? 

I'allji Judge my Meaolngy. by the Qgiduieii of my Palfe^ 
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the Throbbing of my Heart, and Trembling of my Limbs ! 
The unqueftionable Proofs of Love,- and eager Wilhes for 
PoffefBon— — ''Come, come ! Thoa art no Stfanger to a 
Lover's Meaning ! — My Life, my Soul I Let ofi improfe 
tliis Dawn of Pleafure. [Emiraeing htri 

Wid, As how, jny Lord? 

Tain. (Afidt.) Sore ike wott^d not hiave him tell her in 
plain Terras. 

Tally, P'lhaw ! for a Woman of thy fixpcrience to aik 
that QueftJon ! — Come^ come, the Sight of the Bed* 
chamber will refrefli thy Memory*. [Ftdlin^ ber^ 

Wid^?mi !— Nayv fy~Be civili my Lord. 

[Seems to^JfruggJti 
Fain. (Afidt,) Hamph ! — - If It come to pifi and jjr al- 
ready, . another Volly of Ki^i» afid fli« farrenders at Dift 
tx«don4 

. 7«/^. Nay, ilrugglbg it. yoor Sex*3 Privilege* Yo« 
wifely know Reiidance but inflames Dtfitt* 
Wid. Iprotefti rilcry.ovt^ my.Loid; 
. 7Mj. With all my Heart. Your Servants know theif 
Duty better than to oome, if you do«'-*^*-IloA»fl J^^ 
Jias taken care of that. ^ \Afidk 

Fain. How iecure the Rogue thinks himlelf ! \:/^d^% 
Tally. I will pofitively enjoy thee this Night— Hooou^ 
rably. If youpkoiie. 

, Wid^ Or not at all, my Lord, if yon were the firft lAsok 
of Quality in England I 

Taify. Send for the Patf&n this Midute them 

[Kijffii her agaifh 
md. Oh Oad ! You flop one's Bre^h— — You are the 
moft impatient Man ! 

Tally. Impatient) quotha! Who can behold thefe dear 
Eyes without Impatience for the Blcffing ? ■ 

Wid. Well, my Lord, let us iign Articles :*— And then— 
Tally. I'll give thee a Cbarte- Blanche. Makrthy owft 
Terms ; fo that I may this Night take Pofleffion of theft . 
Arms. 

Wid. Well, fince your LordHiipwill have it fo— — 

Fain. Nay, you mou*notgo in,.an yow were ten Mafter 

Worthcfs — (In JefFcry*j Vmce,) /'Fainwell 'Within^ in bis 

A^wfi Voice.) I tell you, I had your Lady's Commands to 

wait on her, and murt, and will go in : So, fweet Mr. Jef- 

furyCrumflin^ by yourLeave» ' Faia- 
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« Fain well mjSbes iW, /« bisfywn L>re/s. 

mj. Oh Gad! that's Mr. Worthy's Voice] What can he 
thbky when he fees one ruffled in this Manner ! — ^ — Fm 
furpriz/d !— Did not I hcjir my Clod-hopper's Voice, in 
a re/ifling Tone, Mr IFcrthy ? 

Fain. I was To far out of my Countryman's good Graces, 
that he would neither bring in my Name, nor permit me 
to enter. 

Tally. (Afide.) That was in Favour of me. yeffhy is a 

Man of Honour, I find Bat who's this Mr. fVorthy ? 

Pifi'ppointment catch him, for coming fo Mai ^i-^ropos, 

IVid. That Fellotv the moil impenetrable Sot I — Why 
did not you break hii Head, Mr! Worthy P 

Fain. 1 hat's a Liberty, Madam, no Man ong-ht to take 
in your Houfe, 'till you have made him Mailer of it — Were 
I that happy Perfon [Takes hold of her Hand. 

Tally. (Stepping in het^ween them,) You'd kick every-bo- 
dy out of it, I fuppofc ? 

Fain. That give me juH Provocation, Sir. ' 

\Steps in h^iimen. 
. Wid. If they fhoold quarrel now ! — Mr. Worthy, prsiy 

let me fpeak a Word with you Do you know who thw 

Gentleman is ? 

. Fain. ,Very well. Madam. 
i^ally. Then if you know me, you know your Dildatice, 

[Steps hetwjeeii again. 

Fain. So well. Sir, (goes betiveen*emj that were you not 
protedled by thij Lady's Prefence, there fiiould be jutl.tlic 
piflance from hence to the Street between us. 
. Tally. How, Sir? [Stepping up to him. 

Fain. Through the Window, Sir. [Pufies him aivay. 

Tally.' yow dare not talk thus elfewhere. 

Fain. You dare noLgive me an Opportunity. [In his Ear. 

. Wid. Dear Mr. Worthy^ for your own Sake, confider what 

you do — He is a Man of Quality ; and, for ought I know, 

^ a Privy-Counfellor— — [JJtde to FainwdF. 

Fain. To nothing above a Gang of Pick-pockets, I'll 
anfwer for him. Hark ye. Tally ; how long have you 
worn thi^ Surlout of. Honour, I befeech you ? In what 
Reign were you created a Baron, pray ? 

Tally. Humph ! If e. knows me, I find— My Bufinefs is 
don^ here. 

WitL 
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WiJ* My Stars ! Is not he a Man of Quality ? 

Fain, Yes, yes. Madam, YW give you his Titles in a 

very few Words. He is Baron of Fatr- Chance and Vif- 

count of all the Pharoah-Tables in and about London. He 
lias a Pack of Cards for his Coat of Arms, quartered with 
Knaves ; and falfe Dice, in a Field of Impudence. — Hi^ 
Creft is a Fool ; his Supporters are ParoUi and Trait la <va. 

Tally, (JJide,) The Rogue has blazon'd me ! — But I 

muft carry it off as well as I can. 1 hope you'll prove 

this, Sir. 

Fain. Oh ! inftantly. Sir. ■ Bam I 

Enter Sam. 

Fain. Call a Conflable. 

TFid. Not for the World. I beg I may hare no more 
Buftle in my Houfe. 
. Fain, You underftand me. [IVhi/pers to Sam. 

Sam, Perfedly well. Will "your Lordlhip pleafe to 

lyalk this Way -What think you, my Lord* of a Pot 

of Porter, to drink to our better Acquaintance ? 

' [In a/creaming tone. 

Tally, A Pox of lU-luck!— — I may find a Time, Sir — 

[Exit, with^^w.* 

Fain, Not to cheat me of my Money, Sir. — —Ha, 
ha, ha ! 

' JVid, I hope you are not miilaken in the Man, Mr* 
Worthy, 

Fain. Vm glad Tou were not. Madam. 

Wid. Which is intirely owing to your timely Difcovery, 
or I had been undone. 

. Fain. For which, give me leave to fay, you mjght hav^ 
thank'd your own Vanity. Nothing but a Lord wouM go^ 
down !-=-I admire, a Woman of your Difcretion, and a Wi- 
dow too ! fhou'd prefer empty Title to real Pleafure, and 
mere Shadow to conjugal AlFedlion. [E?nhracing her. 

Wid, A Fiddle of AfFeaion, Mr. Worthy ; I tell you, I 
have been lac'd very tight once in my Life % but having 
made my Fortune, and got my Liberty, if ever I try again 
the Matrimonial Bodice, the Lace fhall be tagg'd with a 
Title, I aflure you. 

Fain, Ah ! that will make a Noife in the World ; but 
your Pleafure, like a Squib, will vanilh in the Bounce, ha, 
hi, ha ! — To £ive T\yenty Thoofand Pounds for the bare 

Name 
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Name of wj Lord*s Lady, whilft Ten to One, but yonr 
chamber-maid fopplies your Ladyfhip*s Place in his Arm^, 
ami rattle about Streets in her Btrliitf fopportedout of your 
tadyflrip*s Fortune. 

^tdt Yon ieem well acquainted with the Map of Has 
WorH. ^ 

Faftf, PerfeAIy, Madam ; and hare made this Ohferva- 
don. That Women who love td indulge their Vanitjr, and 
yet hope for their Dividend of Pleafures, are staling as in- 
confiilent a Part, as they who give a Loofe to their Fancy, 
and at the iame Timethinic to prcfeve dicir Reputation. 
—I tell you, Madam, a Man of Quality will no more 
throw all his Love upon a Wife, than a Farmer wiU fow 
Mhis Land with the fame Gram. The only 'Way to cm- 
grofs your Jovs, is to marry one of us Country-Gentlemen. 

ffU To be rivalM by MarcJ^Beer, Tv^acca, and Fcx- 



Fah4 Even dioi^sre preftnd>Ie to Cl^s^ Dice, and 9 
Wench, a» von wouM h av e e xperi enced had not Income in. 

Wid. Sol now will he vakc himfclf upon my Deliver- 
ance. (^kCt.y^'WtW^ wtI!; Mh Wmfyy fitice this Pel- 
Itm proves a mere PUbeian^ he is a worthlefs Rafcal ; but 
if he had really been a Lord, what is- now Impudence, 
wou'd only have been the Violence of his Love. 

Fain, Mumph! a very pretty DfiHnftion!—— No; Ma- 

'dam, I deoy that Poiition Love is foft and gentle, as* 

the Morning-Sun in Aatuom, mellowing luclihation by 
Degrees ; but its Twin-Brother, Iske a Foot-Pad, fcnocfo 
you down, and rifles Vou at once. — He was impatient for 
wor Money only^' Widow.— i for this dear Perfan.-^ 
Now, why can't you like me aswdl as a Lord \ 

l^itL Like you ! For what ? 

Fain, For what ! Why, far an nnaltcrable, faithful, con- 
fcuTt, doadng' 

IVid, Hold, hold, Sir. Your Epithets arc running a- 
way with your Meaning;.— But to prevent yonr explaining 
it, I mull* tell you, that the very Name of Matrimony 
with a Commoner, will flatten our Converfation, and make 
us look very (imple. 

Fain, Ay ! but there is fomething fo expteffive in that 
Simplicity, that it gives a deeper Jmpreffion than all the 
Gildings of Rhctorick. Ah ! my dear Widow; wou^d you 

bat 
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iMit return my. Love, bow many Cufiiis fhoa*d I behold 
clancif^ in tbefe Eyes 1 Nay* Bod you (hou'd fee ^cange 
Things before Morning.—— 
Wid, Sba ! you talk foolilhly. 
F^tM. That's inherent lo a Lover. 
^iV And fo yojjtd have me a Fool too, to keep you ia 
Ocuntenance. A very wife Foundation for the Fabrick of 

Ts/LatTimony. No, no, I. tell you once for all, though 

X do like your Peribn, you and I mufl never be coiijur'd 
into the Circle of a Wedding-Riag. 

Faift, And no other Circle will do my Buiincfi.— — I'll 

try if flie has really a Liking for my PeiTon. [4^^* 

Wid, Well ! what, have! put you in the Dumps, now I 

Arc you confidering what Death will revenge you of an 

ungrateful Miftjefs ? Ha, ha! 

Fain. No, Faith, Madam ; I'll live to be reveng'di and 
balk your Vanity ■ 
ffhen fare^wejl LovCy 
FareiAfell Lsvet and all/oft Fhafure^ 
Honour calls ^ and njue mufi fart, ^Sings in a carelefs Manner. 
Wid. You are the merridl Lover at parting ! 
Fain, I am a^Bmh Mind, Madam ; rcfolve to be jncrry, 
though the Ship were finking. And (inee I muH never 
hope to call you mine, I here difmifs all the Retinue of a 
formal Lover. Such as Vow5, Ogles, Sighs, Dreams, Vi- 
fions. Sonnets, Gingles, Epigrams, Couplets, with a long 
Wf. — Thus, with infinite Struggles, I hope to .entertain as 
mean an Opinion of Matrimony, as your Ladyihip, in a 
very little Time. 

Wid, Oh ! that he had a Tide to fupport this Humour ^ 
he fhou'd find, I have no mean Opinion of Matrimony. 

lAfide. 
Tain, And, for the future, ihall look upon the Faribn's 
Patchwork, like a Pilgrimage to Mecca^ or Jerufalem, ^ 
only for the Superflitious, and People who have periodical 
Inclinations, to fill up the Vacancies of human Life with 
a huge Caravan of Children ; a long Jourjiey ; tlirty Road ; 
through the Turnpikes of Jealoufy, Anxiety, Sufpicion, Af 
nimofity, pinching Cares, and aThoufand.other Inconve- 
niencies. — By the way, you have travell'd the Stage, and, 
I fuppofe, know what I fay to be true. 
Wid, Ha! — All is not right within this Bread. I 

begin 
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begin to perceive his Indifference giyes me Pain. [j^JIde. 
' Fain, I fancy the only Objeft to give one a Surfeit of 
Matrimony, wou'd be to fee a Pair of diftemper'd Crea- 
tures in the Corner of a Room, in clofe Confpiracy to de- 
ceive one another ; very fincerely promifing mutual Love 
for Fifty Years enfuing ; when, upon Trial, a Month's 
Fruition makes cither a Caterwauling Correfpondence, or 

a more peaceable and elegant Way of Separate Beds, . 

She fccms nettled, Fll proceed. (Afide,) With this 

Thought I comfort myfelf : And here. Madam, bid Ma- 
trimony and you eternally Farewell. Who ivou^d be let 

for Life, ~ [^'»J'J (i*id bums tbat Tune, 

Wid, Eternally ! — I wifli I had never feen this Fel- 
low.— —Lord, how my Heart finks. \Afide^ 
Fain. Come allyg Winds, come all away. 
And brijkly in our Can*va/s play ; 
Waft me gently o^er the Main ; 
Farewell, Widow! Farewell^ Pain! 
Lara^ dera, lara, dera, laly lalt la! 

[In tbe Tune of Over the Hills and far away. 
Wid. You are exceeding gay. Sir. 
• Fain, Tous Jour Gay, as the French fay. J always meet 
the Frowns of Fortune thus.— The Jade may jilt, but 

never inflave me. But, to be ferious. To-morrow, 

Madam, I embark for the Indies, It will be a fecret Plea- 
fure to me, if you'll permit this Paper Room in your Ca- 
binet. It is my laft Will and Teftament. If I milcarry 
in the Voyage, that will intitle you to Forty thoufand 
Pounds, my Uncle's Death inrich'd me with in Jamaica ; 
whither I am bound. This is a Proof of my Efleem, 
though you have forbid my Love. \Gives her a Paper^ 
and takes up a Book from the Table, andfeems to look if^t» 
Wid, This is an A&. fo fingular, fo full of Generofity, 
that it almoft lays me under a Neceffity of making you 
fome Return. 

Fain, Very fingular. Faith, if fhe knew all. [Ajtde, 
Wid. Forty Thoufand Pounds ! — Why, one Quarter of 
that Money, would buy a Barony. 

Fain. Quarter me, if I wou'd lay it out that Way, if I 

had it. [JJtde, 

Wid, Or, fuppofe you fhou'd fell Part of your Eflate in, 

in, in Ghucejierjhire P 

Fain. 
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Fain, Ay ! or any other Shire. [JJi^e, 

JVid, A Patent wou'd be no difficult Thing to obtain. 
Fain. No ! but the Money to pay for it wou'd. [JJi^e, 

Ha ! What's here, Tl^e i'lea/ures of a Single Life T 

Luckily encounter'd ! 

Wid. P'fhaw ! . a Fiddle of Single Life ! 

Fain. Nay, fince you have iropos'd the Study, Madam, 

you mufl: give me Leave to con my Lefibn* \Seem5 to read. 

Wid, Pugh 1 now I'm ferious, you are turning every 

Thing to ridicule.— —*->About this fame Patent, I fay ;— 

Suppofe you fell Part of your Eftate. 

Fain. Faith, Madam, my Eftate is like a Wife, in- 
tail'd ; and iny Father made me -fwear, never to levy a 
Fine upon any Confideration, but making a Lady a Join- 
ture. So that it is like to be mine for Life. ■ But, I 
know, this fudden Pretence of yours, is only to try the 
Strength of my Refolution.— You are not in earncft. 

Wid. Well, purfue your Voyage to Jamaica ; fell your 
EfFe6ls ; return and purchafe a Barony j which you may 
eafily do, in Eight or Ten Months, and you (hall fee if 
I am in earned, or not. 

Fain. Eight, or Ten Months ! Ha, ha, ha ! Men love 
not now, Child, the Patriarchal Way. No, no, I wou'd 
not truft to a Woman's Promife Eight or Ten Hours. — 
Marry me before I go, and then 
JVid, O ! then you won't go at all. 
Fain, Juft the fame as if you do not marry mef. 
IVid, But what a ridiculous Figure I ihall make, after fo 
many Declarations againft Flebeianifnty when I fhall be 

wiih'd Joy by that vulgar Epithet Mrs. Worthy ? 

Fain. If that be -an Objedion, Til give you my Ho- 
nour, you (hall never be call'd Mrs. Worthy — (Takes hold 
cf her Handy then /notches it anvay,) — O, the Devil ! that 
Touch has thaw'd all my Refolution, and Love and Folly 
begin to pour in like a Deluge : But when I think of thoie 
terrible Words, Ton and I muft ne'ver be conjured into the 
Circle of a Wedding-Ring. 

Wid. This is nothing to the Barony. Look-ye, Mr. 
Worthjj your Generofity has made this Moment yours ? 
but if you don't take me at my Word, Confideration* may 
(poil my Gratitude. 

Fain. Nay, I'm to be taken in the Moment too. There- 
fore, 
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fore» if youll flip on your Hood and Scarf, aod flepTnt^ 
« Hackney-Coach widi.4ne» and dnir« to the Ji>^, where 
we may be tack VI together hy. a Spiritual Journey-man, 
«^itliout a liceniby or the Knowledge of either yoor Ser- 
vants or mine ; I promise yoa» as •&)» as the Cereoiony 
is over. Til on Board ; make what Hafle the' Wind and 
Waves will penmt; Di/palch my Affsan with the vtmofl 
£xpeditiaA ; and wkk ihe irft Ship, return to thefe dear 
Arms. ^Till when, 'till jK^eo, thy Widow's Name be 
worn. The World /bail be iaienijble of my Hapfunefs, 
^till it ring with thy H^noor. , 

fTui. And yon'll perform thi$ ? 

Faw, Maft rel^giottfl y ■■ ■ ■ {EmSraces htrm 

mii.,B\itn ; 

Fain. Nay» no more Fairy-Fancies : Give real fubdan- 
tial Pieaiiire. We Coiiatry-Gendemen are fo as'd to Snr- 
loins of Beef, that we fliaU ^arve on the Whipt- Cream of 
Airy Promifes. ■■' Taig me, take me, njahilft you may. 

(SiagSf thcet runs and catches her in his Arms,) This Mo- 
ment, whilft my Hopes are high ; whilfl Imagination re- 
prefents a Groop of Pleafures. Tbou'lt iind thy Account 
»'t, I warrant thee. Widow ! 

Wid. Oh ! I can refufe the dear Man no longer. 
Well, wait in a Coach at the Corner of the Sueet, and 
I'll be with you in ihe Compafs of a Wifli. [Exit. 

Fain. Ha, ha, ha 1 (he's caught by Jupiter. 
Eut€r Sam. 

Sam* Joy to you. Sir ! I over-heard the Bargain* 

Fain. Not a Word in the Family. 

Sam. Not for the World, ^'ir. 

Fain. Wait you at my Lodging, with all Things in 
Readinefs for Confummation. 

Sam. Never fear my Part of tlie Buiinefs, Sir4 

Fain. What have you done with his Lordfhi^ ? 

Sam, ReducM him to a Commoner again. Sir ; but the 
Fellow is a reafonable Creature ; provided you'll forgive 
him, he'll obey your Commands. 

Eain. Vtty well ! Away, and call me a Coach* 

Sam. Yes, Sir, yes [Exit. 

Fain. Egad, I've eain'd her Fortune by mere Dint of 
Policy.— —Thus, 

When 
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When Truth, atuiLove,^ to 'win a Womsoi/ail, 
A'weillaidVlQtt and AriiEce frevaJL [Exit. 

SCENE changes to the Street, before Watchit*/ Door, ffg 

in ArmouTy 'with a Blunderbufs on his Shoulder^ *tuhich he 

cften makes ready to fire. 

Wnt, I ihall pepper this Dog, if he comes in my Way. 
"■"^rHark ! Sure I heard fomebodf tread-— — Not, 'twas no- 
thing but the Wind, I believe— 'Tis very cold 1 (hall 

catch my Death ; but it 15 better to die once for all, than 
to live upon the Rack. What had I to do with a Help- 
Mete, when I was no Mete-Help for her ? S'Death, to be 
bubbled in my old Age ; to father Children that I never 
got, and leave my Ellate to a Mungrel Race, half Fifh, 
half Flefh, a Piece of Prieft Craft ! I have had, as it were, 
by Inflind,, a Sortof Averfion to that Kind of People from 
my Cradle. ..Ahi hone^ ^ohn Drjden, lihallneverforgelt 
a PaiTage of thine.—— 

Priejis of all Religions, 
Who comes there ? Stand, or you're a dead Man. 
Enter Demur, ^who dra^wst fir ikes up Watch ifi Piecey and 
difarms him, 

Dem. How ! Villain I'll fee you fairly trufs'd up, if 

1 live. 

IFat. 'Ounds, who are you, Sir ? and wbat makes you 
iauntering here, at this time of Night ? you are a Rogue, 
Sirrah, and I'll fecure you.— Watch, Watch, Watch.. • 

Dem. That Pretence flian't fave your Bacon, you old 
Villain you. Watch, Watch. 

Enter Sir John, ^with his Sijoord dra<vjn. 

Sir John, What*s the Matter here ? Ha! Doctor Demur? 
You are not hurt, I hope ! 

Wat, Doaor Demur f Who the DeviPs he ? a Patch of 
the Law ? or a Carcafe-mender f I expe6led a Botcher of 
anodicr Kind.— - [,^fide. 

ErJer ConfiaUe and Watch. 

Dem. No, not hurt. Sir Jobn^ but I was like to have 
a Brace of Balls in my Guts. 

Confi. Who calPd Watch? 

Dem. I did, Sir i here's a Rogue attacked me on the 
King's Highway* with a Defign to rob, and murder me, 
I fuppofe. 
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Ifat. I did. Sir ; this fb-apping young Dog difSnn'd 
me, with Intention to enter my Hou4 Fi 6f Jrmis ; plun- 
der, and abufe me—— l^^^ both /peak together. 

Conft. Youc^Hoofe ! Where do you live, ^ir ? 

Wat. What's that to you, Sirs— —A Conflable may 
cuckold an Alderman. I don't defire any of you Night- 
balking Sparks fhould know my Houfe. [^j^e 

Cwft. A plain Cafe, a plain Ca(e ! he's afhatn'd of Ms 
Habitation ; away with him. 

Sir ydm. Ay, ay, Mr. Conftabk^ he's a Rogue ! This 
is a worthy Gentleman, a Dodor of the Laws. 

Conft. Yes, yes. Sir ; I know Doctor Demur to be as 
honeft a Man, as anv in the whole Ttmphf and rains as 
few; I believe. We'll fecure him. Sir. 

Dm. Do ; I'll have him examin'd before a J.uftice of the 
Peace in the Morning. 

Wat. The Devil ! this is a Trick to get me out of the 
way ; and whilft I'm detain'd by thele Scoundrels, that 
Dog of a Fryar will lie at Rack and Manger with my 
Wife. Pray hear me, Mr. Conftahk. 

Conft. Yes, yes. Sir, you fhall be heard before you go 
to Newgate. — You're a fine old Duke to come to the Gal- 
lows at thefe Years, Come, bring him along. 

Wat. Sir, I iay I'll go before a Juflice to Night, and 

will have my Wife with me too. Zounds, I cou'd tear my 

Flcfli.— Oh ! Tim ! Tim I that ever thou (hould'ft marry ? 

[Exit, for(^d out fy the Conftable^ &c. 

Sir John. This fhou'd be FaimueWs Uncle, by his talk- 
ing of his Wife ; and certainly miHook you for one of her 
^^allants. 

Dem. Odfo ! Iliave heard jP^/WTW/fpeakof him. If it 
Ihou'd be him, we (hall have good Diverlion. Where are 
you going. Sir Jcbn ? 

Sir John. \ am fent for by my Brother N(d\ who, I 
am told, lies dangerous ill at the Widow Heedk/s*s, . . 

Dem. 'Tis thi^er I'm going ; I'm gfiid I met you : I 
hope it is for your Advantage. — I'll follow you. Sir. 

Sir JoiijH. Haile (hou'd excufe Ceremony, Doflor. [£;w/. 
£ritcr CotifiM and Waub^ ivitb Mr. Watchit and bis Wife^ 
and Lucy ; meeting Sir Philip Moneylove. 

Cori^. Come, come, bring them along to die Roond- 
Ji^jure, 

^ Mrs. 
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Mrs. IFat, Whither, crqel Man, muft I be haul'd out 
of my Bed at this unfeafonable Hour ? 

Conft. Only to the Watch-houfe, Madam. 

Wat. To the Watch-houfe ! to the Devil, Sir ? Vm a 
Ocntlcman, and won't be jabus'd. Carry me before a 
Juftice inftantly. 

Sir PhiL What's the matter here ? 

Conft. Oh! Six Philip! Here, here's a Juftice of Peace 
for you. This old Man, Sir, affaulted Dodor Demur. 

Wat, You lye. Sir ! he affaulted me, Mr. Juftice 

^ Sir PhiU Hold, hold. Sir ; I can't hear you in the 
Street. My Coufin Hetdlefs lives the next Door, carry 
your Prifoncrs thither, ConftabU\ yoa know the Houfe, .1 
fuppofe. 

Conft. Yes, yes, \%xy welj. Sir. Come, come, bring 
'em along. 

'SCENE the Infide of Mrs. Heedlcfs'/ ffou/e. 

!the Back' Scent dranjjs^ and di/covers Ned Freeman and' 
* Loifift, juft married \ (the Par/on making bis Exit) and 

Sir John and Demur j Louifa throws her Arms aho^tt 

^^tttmzx^s Keck. 

Lou. Now I'm happy ! Now thdu^rt mioe again f 
Look tfp, my Love ! xny Freeman / 
My Joy ! my Soul! my Hufband ! 
Take, take me in thy Arms ; and fay. 
Thou doft forgive me ; or I'm ftill moft wretched* 

lied. Ha ! Why this Joy ? from whence thefe Raptures, 
When Life is on the Wing j and Death purfues it 
With an Eagle's Swiftnefs ? 

Lou, Far be that Thought ! far as my Wiflics, fend it i 
I hope to hold it many happy Years : 
Thou art riot poifbn'd ; 

Sir Jolm, You're in no Danger, I afliire you. Brother ; 
it was only your Surprize difoidered you. 

Ned, Give me leave to tell you, Brother, the Diforde« 
I find myfelf in cannot proceed from Surprize alone. 

Sir John, Something there was ; but far from being fa- 
tal ; the Dodor alfur'd inc, it wou'd have no other EiFeft 

than making you^a little fick for the prefcnu 

CLa- tied. 
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iWy. And, I alTarc you, Sir, that I am not to be trick'd. 
Sir. (Draijjs,) Cancel the Deed this Moment, or — ; 

Sir John. (Dra^vjs,) Tha% and my Life (hall go together* 

Lou. Ah! (Shrieks.) Murder! Murder! 

[Demar dravus^ eind parts them. 
Enter Sir Philip, Watchit, Mrs. Watchit, Lucy, Confiahli 
and Watch. 

Sir Phil. Ha \ Murder ! I charge you in the King'i 
Name to keep the Peace, Mr. Conftable. — ^What do I fee f 

Mr. Freeman and the mad Knight ! ^What would you 

murder your Brother, Sir. Secure him, Conftable — I havi 
been looking for you, Mr. freeman^ all the Town over. — 
D'ye hear, ftep to my Honfe, and bid my Daughter com* 
to me this Minute. [To 9ve of the Watchmen^ lubo Exits. 
Hark-ye, Mr. Freeman ; was not xhett fometfaing to bt 
done at my Hou/c to Night ? 

Ned. I thought fo, Sir, but was unluckily prevented.-* 

IVat. This is the Rogue, that took me op, Mr. Juftice. 

Dem. Did not you' bid me fland. Sir ? and did not I 
difarm you of that Blundetbufs in the Conftable*^ Hand, 
you old Thief, you ? 

. fVat. Thief! I fcom your Words, Sir j I was upon my 
Guard.- ■ 

Sir Phil. Guard of what. Sir ? 

IViit. Why, a Breach that's made in my Citadel here, 

[Pointing to his Wife. 

Sir Phil. Ha, ha, ha ! By whom, pray ? 

Jf'at. Afk her that ; ihe can tell you. 

Lucy. Yes, Sir, my Lady can tell you, what melai- 
choly Days, and wretched Nights 

Wat. I'll wretched Nights you, Hufley ! 

[Holds up his Caite* 

Sir Phil. Hold, Sir ; do you confider where you arc * 

Wat. Yes, and what T am too. 
! Sir Phil. And what may that be, I pray ? 

Wat. A Cuckold, Sir 

Dem. If you are fure of that Why — the Law is 

open. Sir. . 

Wat. Ay ! fo open, that it has fwallow'd both Juftice 
and Confcience ; and yet is as Hollow as ever. 

Sir Phil. Ha, ha, ha ; but how came you ai"m*d ? and 
to infult this honeft Gentleman ? 

W^f. 



The A R TIF I C E; g^s 

. IVat: Have a care what yoa fay. Sir; he'll bring hh 
Adtion againfi you for Scandal. -— But I took him for joft 
iuch another honcft Gentleman ; a^ Botcher of Confciences. 
One that has a better Knack at making Sin, than forgiv- 
ing it, — My Wife knows what I fay to be true ; and my 
Intention was to have fent a Brace of Balls Hue-and-Cry 
thro' his Body, in Purfuit of his Continency. 

Dem* Oh Lord ! Oh Lord I Murder a Man for lying, 
with your Wife !— — Why, you (hou'd take the Law of • 
im. 

IVat, That the Lawyers might murder my Eftate ; no,- 
I thank you ; I'm for the ihorteft way; I'd rather hang at ^ 
Tyburn^ than in one of your Courts. ■■ 

Mrs. jyat. Have you Wiinefs of what you fay, my 
Dear ? 



JVat, Yes, yoorfelf, my dear Devil - 



Mrs- Wat. i deny it; prodac/ff your Evidence! 

Wat. Oh Impudence ! Sir, pray give her her Oath and 

fend her to the Devil at once Did not you tell your 

gholUy Father, MiHrefs, that a Fryar enjoy'd you every 
Night? Deny that, if you can I Nay, and even when I 
V, as in Bed with you too ! And that ev'ry Door in the 
Houfe open'd as foon as he approach'd it ! for which you 
belicv'd him a Conjurer? A Pox on the Wizard, and the 
• Circle too, I fay — Now, Gentlewoman, can you fafely 
uke your Oath this was not your Confeffion ? 

Mrs. Wat, I can fafely take my Oath, I go in Danger 
of my Life with you. 

Wat. No, r.o, 'tis I go in Danger of my Life, Miftreft-— 
■ Mrs. Wat, That fhall be try'd ; for know. Sir, 1 can 
bear thcfe bafe Infults no longer — I muft not go .abroad— 
Not fo much as to Church ; nor fee any Company 'at 
Home ; not a Relation in Breeches ;■ and whenever you 
take a- Whim in your Head ta go Abroad, I muil not lie 
in my Bed, tho' you have the Key of the Door in your 
Pocket. Nay, in (hort^ I muft not Ueep, left lihou'd 
cuckold you in a Dream. 
Sir Phil. Ha, ha, ha. 

Mrs. Wat. A Woman may be made a Fool on, if ihe 
will ; but you (hall find, Mr. Watehrt^ I have Friends that 
won't fee me abus'd. Lucy^ call me a* Chair *-« I'll dear 
inyleli^ I warrant ypj. 

CU3 ^'^^- 
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Wat. Hufley, (Br if yoa dare. (To Lucy.) No, Madam, 
you (hall clear yotirielf here, if you can. 

Sir FhiL I wou'd advife you, Sir, to agree with yow 
Lady.— Mr. ConftahU, you may leave your Prifoners with 
me. [Exit Conftable^ &c. 

Dtm, This is a Canfe for the Civil Court. 

Mrs. WaU I have fcmcthing to offer under the Cogni- 
zance of Common Law; h&ve not we an hOi againU 
Prie(l9» that belong to no Ambafikdors ? 

Dtm, Yes, Madam, it's Death for fnch to -live in Eng- 
land ; and it's pity that Ad is not put in Execution. 

Mrs. Wat. Then, I here deliver op this Gentleman to 
you. Sir. 

IFat. What, do you mean to hang me for a Prieft, Mi- 
fb-efs? Ami aPrieft? 

Mrs. Wat. So you pretended, .when yon took my Con- 
felfion ; Coa'd you imagine, I did not know you ? Yes, 
and refolv'd to ^t you for your Jealouiy. And now this 
good Company Ihall judge, if I don't bed ev*ry Night 
with a Fryar; and pray you, Snnh^ what Door in oar 
Hoafe keepd fliut, when you approach, and bid it open? 

\In a drolling Manner. 

Dem. Ha, ha, ha ! You are bit, old Gentleman. ^I 

fuppofc you'll aik my Pardon now. Sir f Ha, ha, ha. 

Wfft. The Devil iheer you. — How have I expos'd my- 
ftU ! Ah ! Tim f Tin I Thou art buta Fool of a wife Man ! 

Enter Mrs. Heedlefs. 

Sir PlfiUp. Oh f Coufin Heedlefs ! you'll forgive my 
ttking up your Houfe here 

Widi^ My Servants told me the Reafon. — You are wel- 
come, Sir Philip. I hate the fight of him ; but it's no 

Time \o tell him fo now. Well ! I. have made no ill 

Bargain. If this Spoafeof mine iliou'd never return, this 
Writing intitles me to all his Bflate in Jamaica.^^lh.^ lives 
to come back— I ihall be a Woman of Quality 1 and our 
Laws make farther Provifion for me, if he dies. I wife 
all Widows were as wife as myfelf. Couiln OU<via^ your 
Servant. 

£;r/^ Olivia. 

OU'V. How go Matters here ? Dear Coufin, inform me. 

Wid. As you wou'd have 'em, I believe; for the Parfon 
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was fent for ; and methinks, one may read Matrimony in 
Mr. Freeman^s Face already. 

Sir Phil. Ho ! Arc you come. [Seeing Olivia* 

Oli'V. Did you fend for me. Sir ? 

Sir Pl?il. Ay, ay, come hither. Child. — Mr, Freeman^ 
we had as good make an End of the Bufinefs now ; and 
this good Company will make up a Country-Dance— 
Here's my Girl. Coufin HeedUfs will fend<for a Paribn. 

0//V. Oh miferable I What do I hear ? 

Sir Fhil. The Bufinefs will foon be.done, 

AW. My Buiinefs is done. Sir. 

Sir Fhil. But not with my Daughter, Sir.— Come, hang 
Thinking ; fend home the Dutch Woman, They are heavy 
dyll Jades. Here's a Girl of the true Englifl} Breed, that 
will make you as merry as a Cricket, when the Parfon has 
faid Grace, Boy. 

Ktd. I tell you. Sir Fhilip^ I have more Occafion for 
the Hangman's Halter, than the Marriage Nopfe. 

Sir Fhil. What, before you are married ? Pifh, Pi(h ! 
that's impoffible. But were there not certain Articles to 
be performed on your Part to Day ? 

i^ed. I thought fo YeJierday, Sir. 

Sir Fhil Yefterday, Sir ? Zounds ! What do yoo 
mean, Sijr^ 

Sir John, Why, in fbort. Sir, this Lady has ftept in 
between my Brother l^ed^ and your Daughter, and fup- 
pl/d her Place ; that's all. Sir. 

Olh). O bleffcd Sound. \Jfidi. 

Sir Fhil. Ha, ha, ha 1 What have you another Play to adl. 
Sir John? 

Sir John. No, Faith, Sir Fhilip, the Play is ended ; and 
with your Lrave,< this Lady and I will fpeak the Fpilogue. 

[Takes hold of OWisCi Hand. 

Sir PhiL Stark mad, hy Jupiter. Hold, hold, Sir, this 
Lady does not underftand Epilogues, nor Prologues nei- 
ther. ("Takes her from him.) Do you think 1 am to be 
fool'd, Mr. Freeman ? 

Lou. No, Sir ; but I think yon mufl look out iharp for 
another Son*in-Law, Sir Philip ; for I am on the right iide 
of the Hedge, now. ■ We are married. Sir. 

Sir Phil. Indeed, is ihe in earneil, Mr. Freeman ? 

Ned. Yes, Faith, I can fee no Jell in'ti and Til tell you 

anoth"- 
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mother Secret $ I have given my Brodier every Fooc of snj 

Eftate. 

. Sir PM. Really ! 

Deffi. Really, Sir Phiitf. I <frew the Deed. 

Sir Phil, Why, then it wa« the worft Deed he ever 
did in his Life ; and if it be trae— ->I wiih yoa Joy, Sir 
JoJIm. 

Sir 7«A». To convince yon. Sir, there's the Papers. 

[Gi^ves him Papers. 

Sir Phil Humph ! — — *Tis even fo, — — I wifh yoa 

iov with your Dutch Vrow, Mr. Frecman^-^-^-l do, Faith, 
^mheer. 

Mrs. If^at, My Lover married ! Nay, then I'm glad 
we were no better acquainted. [jifide. 

Wid. I wifh you Joy» Madam. [7^ Louiia. 

Lnu. It is not in the Power of Fortune to give me more. 
I h6pe, my Dear, you are pretty well again. 

lied, Hnmpb, my Sicknefs will continue longer than 
ihe imagines. ( A fide,) Yoa aflare me, I'm in no Danger 
of leaving the World, Madam ; I wi(h you couM tell me 
how to live in't - 

Lou, Oh, truft to Love, my Dear. 

Kid. Andftarve, my Dear! {Walks from her, 

Wat, How ihall I be able to look my Wife in the Face 
Again I 

Mrs. Wat, Methinks, Luty^^ your Mafter feems to have 
an Air of Penitence. 
• Lu^„ He does, indeed, look penitential, Madanu 

Sir Phil. I've been coniidering yon from Head to Footi 
Sir John ; and, upon my Soul, I think I never faw yoa 
l>ok fowell in my Life: Tho', to fay Troth, I, always 
thought you a fine Gentleman. -*-'Till he was difinherited. 
( Afide.j'^-^'^Oli'oiay come hither. Child ! Give me thy 
Hand ; it was ever my Refolutiop, that thou fhou'dft go 
with the Eflate ; and therefore. Sir John^ iince you've got 
one, e'en teke t'other. (Thronvs her to him.) — There, now 
do your Endeavour to make me, within Ten Months, a 
Grandfather. 

Sir John. On my Knees I thank you. This Prefent is 
more Welcome, than what my Brother gave me. 

Nedk Return my Deed then \ I did not give it yon : You 
trickM me out of it j remember that> Brother. 

. Sir 
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Sir yobn. Out of nothing but my own. Brother ; but 
half my Eftate is at your Service. Ycur Gencrofity to this 
Lady commands that. 

Sir Phil, Say you fo. Sir ? Then your Generofity (hall 
command but hjdf my Daughter's Portion ; mark that. 

Lou, I bar that Injufiice ; the Fortune's all his own ; 
Nt)r do we need your kind Indulgence, Brother- 

Ned. No !— Egad, I'm glad to- hear that ! [Jfide. 

Lou. Yours was the Plot that made my Freeman mine ; 
and Heaven rewards you for*t, with your Eftate ; and puts 
it in my Pow'r to ralfe your Brother above the |leach. of 
Want. Know, then, my Father left me his only Heir, and 
Miilrefs of forty thoufand Pounds. 

Ned. Hal Say'ft thou? 

Leu. I knew not where to find thee ; but refolv'd to live 
unmarried for thy Sake— But, upon Sir Joh^s-Lexxtr^ 
KaftenM to prevent thy Breach of Faith. 'Tis done*; for- 
give the Artifice^ and all my Fortune's thine. 

Ned. Forgive thee I What, forty thoufand Pounds, and 
alk Forgivenefs ! One quarter of the Money would purchafe 
a Pardon for all the Sins of thee, and thy Pofterity ! I af- 
firm, no Woman can be guilty of any Fault, that has forty 

thoufand Pounds But few of the Sex can boait fuch 

Conilancy.. How fliall I thank thee .for this exceflive 
Goodnefs? Brother? Let me thank you too. Hkd I 
known your Indination for this Lady, you ihouM have had 
no Rival here. \CIaps his Hand on his Breaft. 

Sir PhiU And if he had not got the Eftate again, he 
ihottld have had no Father here. (Clapping his Hand on his 
Breaft,) Come, come, 'tis all well, and the Man has his 
Mare again^^^-^Whsit are you muling on. Sir ? (To Wat- 
chit.) Prithee be chearful Man— -Suppofe you were a 
Cuckold, the Fault's not yours, nor your Wife's neither : 
No doubt but you was born when Mars and Fenus were in 
Conjunction ; and if fo, who can withfland tlieir Fate ? 

Omn, Ha, ha, ha, ha. 

Dem, Ha, ha; but this Gentleman is in no Danger. 
Come, come, Sir, take your Lady and make much 
of her J give her her own Liberty ; confide in her Honouff 
and that way preferve her Virtue. 

Ned, I'm glad the old CuiFdoesiiot know me agaim 

[Jfide. 
Mrs. 
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. Mrs. If'at, Lei him ceafe to be jealous, and when \ give 
him real Caufe, let him expofe me — What fay yoo. Mumps? 
Shall I enjoy the Liberties of an Eugliji Wife? 

Wat. An Englijh^'xi^^ that's a large Latitude, Pudl Bat 
I agree to it ; come, bufs, and Fiicnds then ! (Kijh hfr.) 
So now ; 

r II from this Moment hmnijb all my Cares, 
IVitb all my Locks, and Bolts, and Iron Bars, 

tnter Fainwcll and Szm Jtaglng, the Ufl wuitb a Bottle and 
Gltfs in his Hand* 

Wid. Blefs me ! What< do I fee my Rafcal drank? 

Sir ?hiL Ha, ha, ha, Jeffery in his Caps ? 

Fain. I'm rcfolv*d to he merry to Night, bc-mefs. Six* — 

\Singf, 
Sing Ola <wa let us is tnerry 

Sam* O tally <u;a, kt us he merry. 

Fain, And drink the Kin£s Health in racy Canary* 
' Sami Ta hony Lee.* ■ t >-i 

IVid, ril honey Ltc yon. Sirrah——^ [Runs to heat him. 

Fain. Hold, hold, my Dear ; tho' I aliow'd you to beat 
me, when you was my Miiirefi, the Cafe is altered now 
you are my Wife. 

ma. Wife ! 

Fain. I am no longer Jegery I but your Lord Ind Maf- 
fcr.— — 

md. Ruin'd pail Redemption ! Oh ! oh ! oh ! 

^wrfts inta Tears. 

Fain. No, no, my Dear, I'll fo hug, love, and bufs 
thee, that thou (halt own to Morrow Morning thy Money 
well laid out. \Goes to enUnraa her. 

Omn. Ha, ha, ha, ha. 

Wid. Stand off; I never can forgive your puttmg fuch 
a Trick upon me, Mr. Worthy ! 

Fain. Mr. Fainw^ell, if yoa pleafe, m^ Dear. You ihall 
find me a Man of Honour. You know it was part of our 
Agreement, you fliou'd not be caird Mrs. Worthy. 

Wid. Not Worthy / Oh Heavens 1 jhen I have married 
a down-right Scoundrel ! Oh 1 undone, undone ; get out 
of my Sight. Oh ! oh ! 

Fain. Get out of thy Sight ! No, nov I'll get into thy 

Arms, 
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Arms» my Girl : where Pll convince thee, that I am a 
Gentleman, of a better Family than yout Sham-Lord. 

[Whi/pers Sam, lubo Exits. 
Wat, That he is, I afTure you. Widow ; for he is njy 
•^JepheW. , 

Sir PhiL A y^ry good Metamorphofis ! You arc an ex- 
cellent A6tor, Sir. 

Fain. Every Man in his Way, Sir, 
Sir PhiL Is your Vanity come to this ! Faith> you have 
made but a blind Bargain of it, Coufin. 

Fain. Yott had lilc'd to have couzen*d her into a blinder 

Bargain Hark-ye, Sir Philip^ what was you to have 

had, if thrs noble Lord' of your Dubbing, had beeil in 
my Place? 

Enter Sam and Tally. 
Sir Phil. What do you mean by afking that Queftion, 
Sir ? Do you think I was to be brib'd ? 

Faiu. So this fame Gentleman fays. Sir ; to the Tun« 

of Three Thoufand Pounds Is it not true. Tally f 

Tally. To a Tittle, Sir — 

Sir PhiL Why, you, you, you impudent Son of a 
Whore ;• were not Seventeen enough for you ? 

Wiil. Not if he had been what you reprefented him, Sir. 
But I have nothing to thank your Friendfliip for. 

Shr Phil. A Fie for your Refiedlions ; nothing wouM go 
down with your Vanity, but a Lord, forfooth ; and fmcc 
no Lord of die King's making wou'd be troubled with you, 
I made one on purpofe for you. Look-ye, 'tis my Opi- 
nion, ev'ry Man cheats in his Way -— And he is only 
honeft, who is not difcover'd. [Exit. 

Omn, Ha, ha, ha, ha. 

Fain. I believe. Sir, I have a Guinea of yours. ■ 
It is too much, to take both your Money and your Mif- 
trefsj .there. Sir; f^Gi*ves him a Guinea.) Now, Sir, I 
prefume your Abfence will be very agreeable to this 
Company. 

Tally. With all my Heart, Sir.— —And I am glad Tm 
come off fo well. \Exit. 

Ned. Come, come. Madam, I think you have 'fcap'd 
very well, confidering all. You might have been undone: 
The Prevention of which is owing to Mr. Fain^ell. There's 
nothing in a Tide— —^Believe me, tliere are more heavy 

liearis 
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Hearts ia CoacHes widi Coronets behind ^em, than you'll 
£nd in the Hacks* take 'em as they run, from the R(yd 
Pa/ace to the Rcyal Excifongi, 

Sir ^ohn. Vm of my B[t>ther's Opinion, Madam ; Mr. 
Fainweli bears the King's Commiffion ^ and tho' he is^bat 
a Subaltern, yon have Fortane^ eooiiigh to bay him a itegi- 
ment ; and a Colonel's Lady' is as aood as my Lord's. 

fFU, Well, fince it is no better^ 'tis Well it's no worfe; 
•-^— But don't you think, Sir Jobn^ a Thoufand Pounds, 
rightly plac'd, wou'd not get him knighted ? 

Faifi* Ha, ha, ha ! We'll cbnfider of that to Morrow 
Morning. 

fVid, I hope you'll forgive the Blows, I — 

Fain, And promife never to return 'em too. 

IVat. Nephew, I wiih thee Joy with all my Heart. 

Fmh. I thank you, Uncle. 

Sir John. I'm fo much indebted to you, that I love you 
now, methinks, in fpight of Principle. 

Ned. My Principle, dear Jack^ is the fame with thine. 
I did not think it prudent to contradift my Father ; but no 
Man ihall do more in Defence of his Country, or pay his 
Taxes more chearfuUy. Come to my Arms. 

Sir John. To my Heart. \Xhy ^w^^/yr^. 

Ned. Now every Man to his Mate ; and let's have a 
Country-Dance. [Goes to Louifa. 

Sir John. Come, Mr. JVatchity take your Wife, and let 
me advife you, if (he has any Faults, hide them from the 
Publick: 

For He w She, w^ho drags the Marriage Chain« 
And finds in Spoufe Occqfion to complaint 
Should hide their Frailties 'with a Lover*s Can^ 1 

Md let th* iU'judging World condnde '/w Fair ; I 

Better th' Offence ne^er reach the Offender's Ear, j 

For they nnhofin wth Caution, whilfi conccal'dt 
Croiv impudently carejejs, nttthen reveal'd. 
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